
 

201 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

        Modern Day Honcho 
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The best time to find quiet and some peace of mind was when I could spend time at my 
apartment that had been obtained by another sailor while I was away at Postal Clerk 
School.  We split the rent and shared the place with his girlfriend, ñYokoò, (what a 
coincidence,  another girl named Yoko) who also kept house and cooked and cleaned 
for us.   

 

 

                                                                                    Yoko was a quiet, gracious  

                                                                                                     addition to the household. 

                                                                                                      

 

 

 My walk to the apartment began with a taxi ride from the shipôs pier to the main gate.  (I 
would later buy another bike at the Navy exchange for $37.50 to use to get home). After 
leaving the base I turned right and walked for a few blocks before turning left and 
started the one mile hike up a crowded winding road that soon followed the 
mountainous coastline to the apartment.   
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Much of the walk began along store lined streets, temples and schools and progressed 
ever upward towards a maze of crowded apartments and houses.  The streets were 
filled with autos and the side of the road was cluttered with bicyclists, pedestrians, 
scooters and motorcycles squeezed among the parked vehicles. 
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The pungent smell 
of drying seaweed 
along the way would 
form a distasteful 
knot in my stomach 
when I thought 
about those who 
would make it part 
of tonightôs dinner.  
Old women would 
squat in the gutter 
and pee while 
storefronts hawked 
fish of every 
description that 

were always covered in flies.  Occasionally I would stop at the liquor dispenser 
near my home and pay 80 yen for a half pint of Suntory whiskey to wash the 
smell away. 
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 Who needs a Coke machine when you have one of these every few blocks !  (Pictured 
here is a modern version of the old battered red colored ñCokeò type liquor machine 
located near my apartment) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Soon I would enter the rabbit warren of apartments and snake my way  through the 
maze to my humble home.. 
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The average apartment in Yokosuka was usually 500 sq. ft. or less at the time. My place 
was a little smaller and consisted of an upstairs unit with a rectangle shaped living room 
and one window overlooking the street. There was a small sink separated by a paper 
wall at one end of the living room which represented our kitchen space.  There was a 
tiny bedroom to the side which was occupied by Jack and Yoko while I usually crashed 
on one of the many large futons that lined the walls. These would be folded up and used 
as chairs during the daytime.  The walls were lined with 60ôs psychedelic posters and a 
large American Navy battle flag that had been ñborrowedò from the ship.  There was no 
insulation in the walls and in true Japanese tradition you had to take off your shoes 
before walking on the floor. The place had no central air or heating and while this all 
sounds bad we enjoyed our little ñMansionò as often as possible. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My window view.  The Ocean is just up the hill to the left. 


