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This book is, of course, dedicated to
Tony. I have known Tony most of my adult
life. It is Tony’s story. It is the story of a
man who has always taken the road less
traveled in his life long quest to overcome
what he still believes were his failures as a
youth. Some would say his quest has been
pathological.
Tony dropped out of high school, joined
the Air Force at the age of seventeen, rose
through the enlisted ranks to the grade of
Master Sergeant, and then through the
officer ranks to the grade of Lieutenant
Colonel. He had failed most of his courses
in high school, but then went on to graduate
from university with honors, and also earn
three graduate degrees. He failed every
foreign language course he took in high
school, but earned straight A’s in Japanese
language while an undergraduate, and
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speaks reasonably fluent Japanese to this
day. It is the story of a man’s love affair
with Japan and the Japanese people. And it
is the story of a man, rapidly approaching
old age, who still wonders what he is going
to do when he grows up.
While this book is dedicated to Tony, it is
also dedicated to Tony’s wonderful
daughters and grandchildren, and the many
Japanese friends, acquaintances, teachers,
and even strangers, who have helped to
shape Tony into the man that he has
become.
“When I was young my teachers were
old...I went to school to age, to learn the
past. Now I am old, my teachers are the
young...I go to school to youth to learn the
future.” - Robert Frost
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The Road Not Taken
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;
Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,
And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted I should ever come back.
I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
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Two roads diverged in a wood, and II took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the
difference. - Robert Frost

Foreword
We have all told ourselves and others, at
one time or another in our life, “Someday
I’m going to write a book”. Over the years,
I have developed a reputation as a
storyteller. Invariably those stories have
been autobiographical. I must admit that
many of my stories are personally
embarrassing, in fact many are humiliating,
and some are just plain shameful.
Nevertheless, if I am to believe my
audiences, most have been at least
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interesting, and quite by accident, many
have been inspiring and educational.
So, as I set out now to write this book
about Tony, I must say at the outset that any
similarities between Tony and I are simply
coincidental. It is Tony’s story. My close
relationship with Tony over the years
compels me to tell his story. My intent in
this book is to recount those experiences of
his life, particularly his life in Japan, which I
believe will be humorous, inspirational and
educational.
Over his lifetime Tony has lived and
worked in Japan more than twenty-seven
years. He first came to Japan when he was
seventeen years old, and at this sitting, he is
sixty eight years old. Tony and his first wife
had been married for forty years. So, one
could say that his life has been connected to
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Japan in one-way or another for fifty plus
years. That certainly does not make him an
expert on all things Japanese, or the teaching
of English specifically, but it does provide
him with some basis of experience - I
believe.
Those final days in Japan, Tony told me,
he seemed to live on the trains and in his
car, traveling to one teaching assignment or
another. He was primarily a teacher of
English at Ferris University, Gakushuin
University, Meiji Gakuin University,
Aoyama University, and Shohoku Junior
College. And as is the case with many of
his colleagues, he also taught Business
English almost every night for many
corporate clients such as Nissan Motors,
Izusu Motors, Matsushita National
Panasonic, and others. It was on the train
and while waiting in traffic in his car,
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traveling to and between these varied
locations, that he did his most profound
thinking (some would call it day dreaming).
And it was usually on Saturday nights, after
many draft Japanese beers that he shared his
thoughts and memories with me. His story
begs to be told.
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Chapter One - The Road Taken
Tony has always felt that there was at
least one very good thing about being a
foreigner in Japan. That is, when riding on
the almost always-overcrowded trains, if he
managed to get a seat, he never had to worry
about someone crowding in next to him.
Invariably, no matter how crowded the train
and no matter that there was barely any
standing space available; there he sat, with
empty seats on his right and left. There
were even occasions where he would spy an
empty seat, sit down, and find that the
person next to him stood up and moved
away. In the beginning, these apparent acts
of rudeness really bothered Tony. He knew
he did not smell, or have bad breath. He
was always dressed appropriately. And as a
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man of fifty-something years of age, he was
certain that these people could not possibly
consider him a threat to their personnel
safety. In fact, on one occasion he actually
moved over to make room for a woman who
was standing directly in front of him.
Despite his attempt at chivalry, and just
plain good manners, the lady remained
standing. He couldn’t control himself any
longer. He looked up at her and in clear
English said, “Fine, don’t take the seat, but I
tell you, I did take a shower today.” Of
course, the woman completely ignored his
outburst. After that, he simply stopped
being polite and came to enjoy the fact that
people gave him plenty of space. When he
discussed these events with his Japanese
friends, they simply attributed the apparent
rudeness to a natural and pervasive shyness
among the majority of Japanese people.
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Perhaps, but he could not stop thinking
about these and other minor irritants that he
experienced during the years since he had
returned to Japan. Tony was convinced that
it was simply rudeness and xenophobia.
Perhaps the irritants were more imagined
than actual, and perhaps he just simply
found himself alone most of the time and
therefore had no one to share his
observations with, or perhaps he was just
getting older and less tolerant. The
question, “What am I doing here?”, seemed
to be constantly on his mind.
As he recalled a former teacher’s
discussion of the metaphorical meaning in
Robert Frost’s poem, The Road Not Taken,
he wondered, almost compulsively, what his
life would have been like had he not decided
that day in 1962 to steal out of the house in
the middle of the night, with money
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belonging to his father, only to have his
mission aborted by the New York City
Airport Police. Sometimes he found himself
surrounded by a mass of humanity on the
trains, yet so deep in thought about the many
roads not taken, and those that were taken,
that he became unaware of the people and
irritants around him, and often found
himself coming back to the present reality
after he had missed his train station.
So, what roads brought him to Japan in
the first place, and what caused him to
return again and again, and what kept him in
Japan despite his many frustrations? It was
late 1962 when he made his aborted attempt
to leave what he thought was a miserable
existence in the small suburb north of
Boston. He was in the second month of his
junior year of high school, after having
spent two years as a freshman. The year
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started out well enough and he felt confident
in running for class president. He lost the
election miserably and in short order, he
also lost his part time job and his girl friend.
He began to have the same urges that had
haunted him regularly throughout his youth.
That is, he just wanted to get up and go, and
leave everything behind.
So, he made up his mind. He knew where
his father kept his savings hidden away. He
packed his bag, helped himself to his
father’s money, and slipped out the door in
the early morning before anyone else was
awake. He left a note telling of his reasons
for leaving, asking for his father’s
understanding, and promising to repay the
money as soon as he could. He was headed
to California to join his older brother and to
make his imagined fortune. He had a pretty
romantic notion of his brother’s success.
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The truth was that his brother, nine years
older, was barely getting by in California
and his successes were more imagined than
real. Nevertheless, off he went. Convinced
that his wardrobe was not “California Cool”,
he made the error of deciding to stop off in
New York City to update his wardrobe.
While he had no problem buying a ticket at
Boston’s Logan Airport, he began to sense
that something was wrong when the airplane
landed in New York. The door to the
aircraft opened and two uniformed police
officers entered. He saw the flight attendant
speaking with the officers and pointing in
his direction. His attempt at freedom had
come to an end. The police escorted him off
the airplane. After several hours of talking
with the police and speaking on the
telephone with his parish priest and parents,
it was back to Massachusetts.
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Instead of facing the wrath of his parents,
which he was sure was warranted; he was
surprised to find both parents sympathetic to
his feelings and his wanderlust. Perhaps
they may have felt that in some ways, they
were responsible. He was the youngest of
five boys. His oldest brother was twelve
years older, and his closest brother was two
years older. His mother and father had not
had an easy life together. They had spent
almost all their energy and money dealing
with the illnesses of two of his brothers and
his younger sister. By some miracle, he had
not been afflicted with the diseases that
attacked his two brothers. When he was in
the first grade, sharing a bedroom with these
same two brothers, he awoke one morning
to find one of them had died in his sleep.
The other brother, despite years of medical
interventions, eventually died also. And of
course, his younger sister struggled for years
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with Asthma and other afflictions. His
oldest brother had left to join the Marines,
and his next oldest brother had set off for
California a few years earlier. Actually,
compared to the rest of his siblings, Tony
seemed the one least likely to have any
problems. He was healthy, had held many
part time jobs beginning at age eight, had
done reasonably well in school before he
decided it was too boring and that it stood in
the way of his adventures, was well liked by
teachers, the local police with whom he had
many encounters, and his employers over
the years had always expressed a fondness
for Tony, and his working abilities. Despite
having spent two years as a freshman, or
perhaps because of, he had many friends.
He was equally comfortable with members
of the “in crowd”, as he was with the
“greasers” with whom he could really relate.
Unfortunately, he was never successful with
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the opposite sex. In fact, he had secretly
loved many girls during his early years.
But, it was always love that was not
acknowledged and not returned. In fact, it
was failed love that had been partly
responsible for his attempt to run away.
His parents really did not say much the
first few days that he was back home. His
mother was the first to talk to him privately.
She wanted him to be sure he understood
how loved he was, and how happy both she
and his father were that he had never been a
very serious problem to them, and that they
were sorry if they had ignored him over the
years. In fact, she said that both she and his
father were convinced that he would be the
one son that would make it in life without
anyone’s help. He never was able to explain
to her what it was that had caused him to
feel the need to leave. Actually, he has
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never been able to explain that drive even to
himself.
Nevertheless, it was his talk with his
father that led him to his first fork in the
road. He thought for sure that his father
would punish him in the worst possible way
for stealing his hard earned savings. His
father told him that he wanted to take a
drive. Tony feared the worst. As it turned
out, his father talked to him for perhaps the
first time. That is, really talked. He
explained his own thoughts, fears, and failed
ambitions. His father had always been a
man of few words and rarely, if ever,
demonstrated affection. Tony knew that in
his own way he was trying to tell Tony how
much he was loved. Tony could not hold
back the tears any longer and finally sobbed
that he did not want to go back to school.
He asked his father if he could go to work
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with him at his factory. His father was
silent for a long while. Finally, he asked
Tony if he had thought about joining the
military. His father had no personal
experience to rely on, but he said he was
pretty sure that Tony could finish school in
the military and learn a useful trade at the
same time. Tony had not ever given any
thought to the military, but he quickly
realized that joining the military would give
him a way out. The wheels were set in
motion. He had come to the first “fork in
the road” that Robert Frost described. What
would have become of him had he been
successful in his attempt to go to California,
we can only speculate. Or worse, if he had
gotten a job with his father in the factory.
But, he chose to pursue the unknown
opportunities and adventures of the military.
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Chapter Two - A Bump in the Road
For no particular reason, other than the
fact that Tony and his father both thought
that the Air Force seemed more modern and
exciting, they decided upon that branch of
the military. Little did they know that
making that decision probably saved Tony’s
life. Had he remained in school and
graduated, he most certainly would have
been drafted into the Army or Marines. And
that would have meant going to Vietnam as
a soldier. Unfortunately, many of his
classmates were in fact later drafted, and
more than one never returned from Vietnam
alive.
It was late October 1962 when Tony
decided he should join the Air Force. He
was about to encounter his first bump in the
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road. He sought out the closest Air Force
Recruiting Office and off he went. But, the
recruiting sergeant was not very
encouraging. He told Tony quite frankly
that the Air Force was only interested in
high school graduates. Tony was pretty
disappointed. The Recruiter told Tony to go
home and think about it some more. He did
just that, and after reading all the literature
that the recruiter had provided, he became
more determined that he wanted to join.
Tony called the office the next day. The
sergeant finally relented and said that Tony
could take the Air Force Aptitude
Examination. If he did well on the test, he
would process Tony into the Air Force. The
Gods must have been with him. He took the
test and then went home again to await the
results. A week or so later he got the call
telling him that not only had he passed, but
he had attained an extremely high score.
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The Air Force wanted Tony! Next, the
recruiting sergeant came to Tony’s home to
talk with his parents, and because Tony was
underage, to obtain their permission for him
to join.
Tony was to report to the Armed Forces
Induction Center in Boston on December
31st to take the oath of enlistment and
induction physical. During the several
weeks before his reporting date, he
continued to hang out with his friends. His
friends were unanimous in trying to
discourage him from joining. To his
surprise, the high school principal made no
effort to discourage him at all. He simply
signed the papers without comment. Tony
has always wondered if he would have
changed his mind about dropping out if the
principal had tried to talk to him. Actually,
many years later, after Tony had graduated
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from university and become an officer, he
wrote to the same principal and requested
that he consider allowing Tony to graduate
based upon the courses he had since taken in
university. The principal did answer, but he
was not encouraging. He told Tony he
would take it up with the School Committee,
but Tony never heard from him again. As a
matter of fact, Tony could not recall him
even saying a good word about his
graduating from university and becoming an
officer. Perhaps it was because the
principal, himself, was an enlisted person in
the Air Force Reserve at the time. One
person in particular, the girl (who shall
remain anonymous) that I mentioned earlier,
and who was partly responsible for Tony’s
current situation, was very encouraging.
Tony cannot recall her exact words, but he
does recall her expressing encouragement by
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telling him she was sure he would succeed,
no matter what he did.
For the next few weeks Tony was at
peace with the world. Finally, the day
arrived when he was to report to the
Induction Center. His father had said his
good-bye that morning before he left for
work, “Work hard and do your best.” Later
that morning his mother walked with him to
the bus stop. She was very upbeat and
encouraged him all along the way. She told
him that his father had actually cried the
night before when they were whispering
with each other about what possible
unknown events were before Tony. Despite
her efforts to conceal her feelings, Tony
could tell that she too was on the verge of
tears. Luckily, the bus came right along.
With a hurried hug and kiss, Tony was on
the bus waving good-bye. As the bus made
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its way along familiar streets and past
familiar locations on its way out of town,
Tony resolved that what ever lay ahead, he
would succeed.
He reported to the designated location
and began the long, long day that included
physical examination, more testing, and lots
of waiting. Anyone who has gone through
induction into the military knows pretty
much what Tony went through that day.
And if you haven’t gone through induction,
you can pretty much imagine. That day did
not seem at all lonely. As usually happens
when people are put into similar
circumstances, friendship and a spirit of
“we’re all in this together” develops.
Finally, towards the end of the day they
were separated into small groups, a leader
was appointed, and they were off, headed
for Lackland Air Force Base in San
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Antonio, Texas to begin Basic Training.
They took the subway from South Boston to
Logan Airport in East Boston. There, they
boarded for the flight to Texas by way of
Chicago. They were at the same time
excited about their new beginning, and
scared about the unknown. On New Year’s
Eve 1962 they were at Chicago’s O’Hare
Airport. They had a couple of hours layover
and most of them joined in their own little
party in the waiting lounge. Finally, in the
early hours of January 1st 1963, they began
the final leg of the flight. They arrived in
San Antonio just in time to see the sun rise,
a New Year begin, and lot’s of optimism as
their lives were about to take on a new
beginning.
Their small group joined several other
groups at the airport in San Antonio. They
were all herded into buses by a uniformed
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sergeant, wearing a “Smokey the Bear Hat”,
with a voice to match, that they soon found
out signified that he was a Training
Instructor, or as they were usually referred
to, a TI. The bus ride was silent. Tony was
sure they were all contemplating their own
future. Tony was beginning to have second
thoughts about whether he had done the
right thing. Arriving at the base, they were
escorted into the Dining Hall for breakfast.
That was to be their last leisurely meal for
the next eight weeks.
After breakfast they were lined up
outside into “Rainbow Flight 11”. What a
group they were! Every size, shape, and
color imaginable! Their TI introduced
himself and without taking a breath, began
explaining rules and procedures. The next
eight weeks were full of rules, procedures,
training, and education. Tony was the
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youngest person in the flight. The ages
ranged from himself, at seventeen, to a man
from Texas who was twenty-nine. Tony’s
age didn’t seem to matter to anyone, and it
was no handicap as far as the training was
concerned.
After the first ten days, Tony really
became homesick. All he could think of
was how he could get out! He even wrote a
letter to his uncle, an Xaverian Brother at a
private Catholic school. In the letter Tony
promised he would buckle down and really
work hard at his uncle’s school, if only his
uncle could find a way for Tony to get out.
Of course, by the time Tony received his
uncle’s reply, he was already finished Basic
Training. Tony even wrote a letter to his
former girlfriend. To his surprise, she
replied right away. She encouraged Tony to
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push on and said she looked forward to
seeing him again in the future.
So, he pressed on. Actually, he soon got
over his homesickness. Tony was treated no
worse, nor any better than anyone else in the
flight. At the end of the fourth week, they
all took a written examination on military
customs, courtesies, and traditions. Much
to Tony’s surprise, and as was obvious in
the TI’s tone of voice when he made the
announcement, his too; Tony had scored the
highest among the forty members of the
flight. His congratulations to Tony were
perfunctory, and he then berated the rest of
the flight for letting a seventeen-year-old
high school dropout show them all up. That
was the first reference Tony had heard to his
age and dropout status. It hit home to Tony,
that people’s expectations of him, and their
assessment of his worth, would be clouded
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by his “failure” to graduate. When they were
finally dismissed from the meeting, a
number of his fellow trainees congratulated
Tony and he began to feel a little better. He
decided then and there that he would “show
them all” despite his failure to graduate.
And in fact, he scored similarly as well on
the final examination. By that time, Tony
began to think he had convinced the TI that
he was really quite capable. Actually, Tony
began to think the TI might even respect
him. Tony never has offered a really
profound explanation as to why he did so
well in Basic Training. He only comments
that he was determined not to get kicked out
of training, so we can suppose that
motivation caused him to try a little harder.
One night after the first examination,
Tony was caught smoking in the bathroom
by one of the flight members. Of course, the
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member was “honor bound” to report Tony
to the TI the next morning. The TI told the
student flight leader that it would be the
flight leader’s responsibility to discipline
Tony. That night the flight leader and his
assistants shoved Tony into a small room,
turned out the lights, and began to pummel
him. Tony had the feeling that their hearts
were not really into it. He was certain that
when he began to fight back, it would have
taken little effort on their part to finish him
in short order. Tony’s guess is that the
flight leader told the TI that it was not right
to administer punishment to a fellow trainee.
And Tony is pretty sure that the TI was
convinced also. But, the TI still had to save
face with the flight.
The TI called Tony into his office,
dressed him down about following rules,
congratulated Tony for fighting back, and
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announced Tony’s new punishment. Tony
was to report to the Squadron Training
Officer’s office each night during the time
the flight was preparing the dormitory for
daily inspection. The TI made it clear that
Tony was to ensure the office was cleaned
each day. Well, that turned out to be a good
thing. The office measured about six by ten
feet, with barely enough room for a desk,
chair, bookcase, and trashcan. Also, there
was an ashtray. So every night for the
remainder of Basic Training, Tony went to
the office, emptied the trashcan, dusted off
the furniture, and sat down to enjoy a
cigarette or two. Meanwhile his fellow
flight members were back in the dormitory
scrubbing away. Tony’s suspicion is that
the TI knew all along what he would be
doing each night.
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Finally the eight weeks came to an end,
and the day had arrived for the TI to
announce the trainees’ next assignments.
Basically, each member of the flight would
either go on to specialized training at a
technical school, or would report directly to
an operational assignment for on-the-job
training. Tony recalls wondering, as the TI
announced each assignment, how the Air
Force determined the assignments. Why
was so and so going to medical technician
school, why was so and so going to be a
Security Policeman, or truck driver, or
finance specialist, or what ever? Finally, he
got to Tony. The TI seemed a little
surprised when he read Tony’s assignment.
Tony was to go to Administrative Specialist
School. It was clear that the TI thought it
was a good deal to go to this school. This
time he did the wondering, only he did it out
loud. Tony recalls his saying something
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about a possible mistake. In the end, the TI
let it be known that he was proud of Tony,
and happy for Tony that the Air Force
apparently saw some potential in him too.
The flight members applauded for Tony, and
it was then that he knew he had taken the
right road.
Two days later Tony and several others
were on the bus for Amarillo Air Force Base
in the northern panhandle of Texas. Tony
was certain he had never been on a longer
bus ride in his life. They left San Antonio
early in the morning and arrived in Amarillo
late at night. They stopped several times for
meals and breaks along the way. Having
spent his life in a small New England town,
you can imagine his impressions as they
traveled north through the heart of Texas.
Unbelievable!
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When they finally arrived in Amarillo,
Tony thought he was at the end of the world.
He had never seen so much flat and wideopen space in his entire life. There were
jackrabbits bigger than Boston Terriers.
And, he would soon become acquainted
with the bitter cold of North Texas, and the
red clay that stuck to the bottom of shoes,
increasing his height by a quarter inch with
every step he took.
Tony was assigned to a dormitory room
that he shared with two other students for
the next eleven weeks. Their flight was to
attend training from 6:00 p.m. until
midnight. There were also two-day shifts.
The first week at Amarillo Air Force Base
was spent on kitchen police duty in the
dining hall. This is a duty that every new
class did without exception. Tony was
assigned to the Garbage Rack, which meant
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he would spend his time outside, emptying
and steam cleaning the many barrels of
garbage that came out of the dining hall
each day. The day began at 5:30 in the
morning and continued until 9:00 at night.
The smell, filth, and cold were unbelievable.
Tony lasted three days. His boots were
ruined as a result of standing in constantly
wet garbage. He almost considered himself
lucky when he came down with some
mysterious ailment that put him in the
hospital for a week. Fortunately, he was in
the hospital long enough to escape the
garbage rack permanently, but not long
enough to miss the start of Administrative
Technical School with his flight.
On the very first day of class they were
given a typing test. Fortunately, typing was
one of the few classes that Tony had passed
in high school. He did well enough to be
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placed in an advanced class. The next bit of
good news was when the civilian instructor
announced that four weeks of the thirteenweek course would be devoted to English
Grammar. The good news was that a
programmed text was used for that portion
of the course. Students could trim up to
three weeks off the course by accelerating
through the program. That was just what
Tony wanted to hear. The next several
weeks were spent learning administrative
rules, regulations, and procedures to prepare
them to become administrative clerks.
When I tell you what happened next to
Tony, I know you will think I’m lying. On
the midcourse examination, he scored 98% highest in the class. As was the case in
Basic Training, he was called out for special
recognition. Surely the instructor had good
intentions, but he, as did the Basic TI before
him, and many others have done after him,
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seemed to feel it was necessary to qualify
Tony’s accomplishment by pointing out
that he had dropped out of high school.
Finally, they reached the point in the
course where they would begin the
programmed text. Tony worked his butt off,
determined to cut the maximum three weeks
off the course. And, he did just that. It took
him one week to get through the course.
Tony said a silent prayer of thanks to his
English teachers in Junior and Senior high
school. They most certainly must have
thought Tony slept through their classes.
The reason it was so important for Tony
to finish the course early was because he
wanted to get back home on leave as quickly
as possible. The letter that he had written to
his former girlfriend while in Basic Training
resulted in a continuous exchange of letters.
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The Junior Prom was coming up and she
wanted Tony to take her to it. That
motivation kept him going all through
technical school. He even went into the city
during one of his breaks to buy a suit for the
affair. Tony could hardly wait!
Finally, the day came when Tony
received his permanent assignment orders.
He was to go to Tachikawa Air Base in
Japan. That was not what he had hoped for.
Especially, since it appeared that things
were picking up again with his former
girlfriend. He had envisioned being
assigned to an Air Force base close to his
hometown. Japan could not have been
further away. At the same time he received
his assignment orders, he also received
notification that he had been selected
“Honor Graduate” of the class. But, the
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only thing on his mind was getting home,
and getting out of the assignment to Japan.
His closest friend in the course was also
from Massachusetts, so they buddied up and
flew home together. Tony had thirty days
leave, plus ten days authorized travel time to
get to Japan. They arrived at Boston’s
Logan Airport pretty late in the evening.
Tony was feeling pretty proud in his Air
Force dress blue uniform, sporting the one
stripe of Airman Third Class. He had not
told his family exactly when he would be
home because he flew on unpredictable
standby status. Since he had money in his
pocket, he decided to splurge on a taxi ride
home. He just knew his family would be
proud and happy to see him. And they
were!
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The next thirty days were great! All
Tony’s friends were curious to find out all
about his training and experiences of the
previous four months. He had become an
instant celebrity. But, the best was his
renewed relationship with his former girl
friend. They spent almost every moment
together. The Prom was the highlight.
Tony honestly believed if he had asked her
to marry him right then and there, she would
have. He checked into the possibility of
being reassigned to the Air Force Base close
to his hometown. It was not to be. Finally,
the vacation was over and the time had
come to move on to Japan, dragging his
heels all the way. Saying good-bye at the
airport was really hard. He had no idea if he
would every see his girlfriend again. Of
course, they both promised to write
regularly, and they professed their love for
one another. Tony was certain that he would
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find a way to cut his two-year tour to Japan
short so that they could be together again.
As it turned out, Tony stayed in Japan for
three years on that particular tour. I’ll tell
you more about that later.
Tony arrived in San Francisco on his way
to Travis Air Force Base, the departure
location for his flight to Japan, a day early.
As luck would have it, he met a fellow
technical school graduate on the flight to
San Francisco. It was a fortunate meeting
because now he had a buddy to see the
sights with in San Francisco. They did have
a good time together, and as it turned out,
they traveled together to Japan and were
assigned to the same unit.
Together, they boarded the C-118 Star
Lifter for what turned out to be a 36-hour
trip. It was a propeller driven aircraft, and
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thank God it was the first time, and the last
time, Tony ever traveled by Military
transport. They were dressed in their winter
blue uniforms. Top quality heavy wool
uniforms. It was just what they needed to
be wearing when the aircraft stopped over in
Hawaii, and then Wake Island in the middle
of the South Pacific. By the time they
arrived at Tachikawa Air Base just outside
of Tokyo, they were soaked through with
perspiration, and they could barely stand the
smell of each other.
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Chapter Three - Hello Japan!
Well, there he was in Japan. He could
not have imagined a worse predicament to
be in. Who would ever have thought that
his aborted attempt to go to California,
would take him so many miles around the
world past California? Nevertheless, the
only thing Tony was thinking about upon
arrival at Tachikawa was a place to stay, a
long hot shower, and clean clothes. He was
assigned to a cubicle in the Enlisted
Transient Barracks until he could arrange a
dormitory room at his new unit. The
barracks was an old Korean War era
Quonset hut. Talk about depressing. His
cubicle had a cot, a small clothes locker, and
a curtain for a door. Every thing about this
situation served to increase his
homesickness. His top priority at the time
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was to get a mailbox in the Mailroom so he
could begin getting letters from home,
especially from his “true love”.
Over the next several months Tony got
settled into permanent quarters, began
learning his new job, and becoming
acquainted with Japan. Everyday he went to
the mailbox to see if he had a letter from
you know whom. And every day he was
disappointed again. He couldn’t imagine
why he was not getting letters from her.
Tony was convinced after a while that
someone was stealing them. And then he
convinced himself that they were lost in the
mail because they had to come such a long
distance. He just knew that he had to find a
way out of Japan and back home so that he
could fix what ever the problem might be
that kept her from writing to him.
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Tony went so far as to begin feigning
various illnesses in the hopes that a doctor at
the hospital would recommend his
reassignment to the states, or even
discharge. It was all a waste of time, and it
did little to endear him to his supervisors.
Finally, a doctor told him to just grow up
and face reality. Tony’s guess is that the
doctor’s words did the trick. After several
months of waiting, and writing letter after
letter of his own, he accepted the fact that
there would be no letters in return. He
learned years later that she had met someone
else, who she eventually married and
divorced. More about that later.
So, Tony accepted the fact that he was in
Japan to stay, that is, to stay for the two-year
assignment. At that point in his military
career he had absolutely no money. Even
with the currency exchange rate at Yen 360
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to the U.S. dollar, his existence was payday
to payday. After picking up his laundered
uniforms, buying necessary toiletries, and of
course, cigarettes, he barely had enough left
over for a movie. Were it not for the
Service Club, Airman’s Club, five-cent beer
night, thirty-five cent movies, and fifty-cent
haircuts, he probably would not have
survived. The possibility of going off the
base to experience Japanese culture and
people was almost out of the question. On a
few occasions he did venture out the gate,
but it was simply to walk and sight see.
Since Tony had finally realized that he
was in the Air Force to stay, at least to stay
for his four-year commitment, he decided to
get with the program. There were four other
airmen in the office, and three Japanese
office staff ladies. Together, they provided
administrative staff support for the Aircraft
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Maintenance Division. Tony’s job was
basically to do what ever he was told.
As the most junior member of the staff,
he spent a lot of time doing errands. Twice
each day, it was his job to visit each of the
aircraft maintenance shops all over the base
to pick up the daily maintenance
documentation and deliver it to the
maintenance analysis section. It was great
because it got him out of the office. He also
got to meet an awful lot of people in the
various shops. Tony always stopped to
talk, and he was usually offered a cup of
coffee. Tony must have been quite a site in
his over sized fatigues. I apologize for
constantly referring to Tony’s young age.
But, you have to imagine a very short
seventeen-year-old boy in over sized
fatigues, making his way in a man’s world.
One day while he was chit chatting away in
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one of the shops, he noticed one of the
sergeants had left his uniform jacket
hanging on a chair. Tony put the coat on,
announced his instant promotion to Staff
Sergeant, and got a good laugh from
everyone. At the time, he had no idea that
he would actually attain that rank and more.
But, I think the sergeants in the room that
day did believe that Tony would someday
make it. For the entire time Tony was at
Tachikawa, he made the same trip twice
each day. He met lots of people and made
lots of friends. In fact, every year for the
past forty-five plus years he has been
exchanging Christmas cards with one friend
in particular.
Tony remembered one rather old Master
Sergeant who worked in one of the shops.
Tony would meet him every morning on the
bus to work. The Master Sergeant lived in
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the Senior Noncommissioned Officers
dormitory. They often would stop by the air
terminal and have breakfast together. He
was the first of many, who brought up the
subject of Tony getting his education back
on track. He was constantly urging Tony to
take the High School Equivalency
Examination at the Base Education Center.
Tony credits the old Sarge with giving Tony
his first Japanese lesson. When they went
together through the cafeteria line at the
terminal, each morning the Japanese short
order cook would greet Tony with “Hi!
Dozo!!”, which was his way of asking Tony
what he wanted to order. But, Tony took it
as “Hi Bozo”, as in Bozo the clown. When
he mentioned this to the old Sarge, the Sarge
had quite a laugh, and then explained to
Tony the cook’s meaning. I guess we could
say this was his first lesson in the difficulties
and misunderstandings involved in learning
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a second language. Now that Tony knew
the cook’s meaning, he began to become
very friendly with him and he would always
answer his question, “Scrambled eggs
dozo!”
Seeing the cooks each morning in their
white uniforms and aprons reminded Tony
of one of his previous part-time jobs back
home. He had worked in a Chinese
restaurant, first washing dishes and later
promoted to counter clerk. There were as
many as thirty Chinese workers in the
restaurant. Almost all had emigrated from
Hong Kong and lived in Boston. Each day
they came to the restaurant by van. With the
exception of those who were waiters, none
spoke English. When Tony first began that
job, he worked in the kitchen washing
dishes along side an elderly man in his
sixties. They got along wonderfully,
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although Tony did not understand Chinese
and the old man did not understand English.
He taught Tony everything he needed to
know about the job using only Chinese and
body language. Tony learned. Who could
have imagined that Tony’s first experience
with language communication at the
restaurant was just a warm-up for
experiences to come.
Then there was Frank. He was only a
couple of years older than Tony, and he had
one more stripe. A real “ladies man”. An
Italian-American from New York City. It
amazed Tony that he could speak Japanese
so well. And Frank was always traveling off
by himself to Japanese bars and clubs in
Tokyo. Tony never saw him in any of the
“G.I.” bars outside of the air base. Once in a
while he would see him at the Airman’s
Club with one or another beautiful Japanese
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ladies. They talked a lot in the office, but
never really hung out together. That is,
except the one New Year’s Eve that they
decided to do Tokyo together. It turned out
to be a disaster. They both drank too much.
Frank ended up at his girlfriend’s apartment,
and Tony woke up at 6 o’clock in the
morning, stretched out in a booth in a bar
that he did not even remember going into.
The bar, Tony later learned, was a “Gay”
bar.
Tony made his way back to the base,
looking like he had slept in his clothes,
which of course he had, and reeking of
alcohol. Tony spent New Year’s Day
alternating between being sick and sleeping.
He saw Frank later that evening. He was
looking great. Frank asked Tony how he
had made out with Yuko. Yuko!? Tony
couldn’t remember even being with a
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woman, let alone “Yuko”. Nevertheless,
Tony still remembers Frank to this day,
primarily because Tony admired his ability
to speak Japanese and to move so easily
about the Japanese community. Tony
should probably credit him with instilling
Tony with the motivation to learn Japanese.
That is, if Tony were to become a
womanizer like Frank, he would have to
learn at least some of the language.
Besides the old sarge, the other person
who seemed to take a compulsive interest in
Tony’s education was one of the Japanese
office staff ladies. She was in her forties,
single, and like so many older Japanese
ladies Tony has met over the years, seemed
intent on adopting him. Her name was
Betty. Like many other Japanese women
who worked for the U.S. Forces in Japan
after the war, she took an Anglo name.
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Tony thought it a shame that so many
women of those days seemed to feel the
need to identify with the Americans just a
little too much. In public, she would always
address Tony as Airman, but when it was
just she and Tony, she called him Tony
chan. “Chan” is a term of endearment used
by elders in addressing younger people. She
too was a constant nag when it came to the
subject of education. She knew about the
programs at the education center, and not a
day went by that she didn’t urge Tony to
visit the center. In retrospect, Tony
acknowledges that he does owe her a debt
for her caring and encouragement.
Another constant reminder of his failure
to graduate from high school stared him in
the face everyday. The bus stop where he
waited everyday to be taken to Tachikawa
Air Base from the dormitories at Yamato
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Air Station was no more than one hundred
yards from the Base High School. Every
morning, he would watch the school buses
arrive and all the kids laughing, joking, and
in general, enjoying their high school
experience. It was a constant reminder of
what he had passed over.
Finally, he gave in and registered for the
High School Equivalency test. I’m sure that
no one, including Tony, had counted on his
going out with friends the night before and
drinking far more beer than he should have.
In fact, he had remained off the base past the
midnight curfew, and had to climb through a
hole in the fence to get back to the barracks.
The morning of the test, Tony admits, he
was more than a little hung-over and just
plain sick. He just knew he had failed the
test. And if he did, that was all right with
him, because maybe everyone would stop
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nagging. But, as luck would have it, Tony
passed the test. Actually, being less than
clear headed probably helped him. Tony
figured he had nothing to lose, so he just
relaxed and worked through the test.
The real nagging was yet to come. In
those days, as now, educational achievement
was highly valued and promoted by
squadron commanders. Each month at
Commander’s Call, the entire unit met
together in the base theater, and among
other things, awards, diplomas, and the like
were presented. So, Tony had to endure the
embarrassment yet again of being called
before everyone to receive his High School
Equivalency Diploma. And be reminded
once again about being a high school drop
out. Now, he would not only be nagged by
the office staff, but everyone who attended
the Commander’s Call would soon start in
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on him as well. Tony soon realized that
everyone in the Air Force, from supervisors,
to commanders, to promotion boards placed
great value upon education as a means to
advancement.
Tony was not the only member of his
technical school class to receive orders to
Japan. In fact, there were seven of them
altogether. The other six had been assigned
to other units at Tachikawa. About eight
months after their arrival, they were all
considered for promotion to Airman Second
Class. All were selected, except Tony. You
can imagine his disappointment. That
disappointment soon turned to anger. Tony
found out that each of the men promoted
had been promoted primarily because of
Performance Evaluation Reports in their
records. Why no Performance Evaluation
for Tony? He had not changed supervisors.
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Had he done so, the system would have
required a performance report. Actually,
none of the others had changed supervisors
or jobs either. The difference was that the
supervisors of those promoted knew they
would not be promoted without a report, and
therefore they manipulated the system to
cause a report to be written. A confidant
told Tony that had there been a report in his
record, he would have been promoted also.
Imagine his embarrassment. Tony was
certain a couple of those promoted were
idiots, and later they proved themselves to
be so. Tony finally confronted his
supervisor. The gist of Tony’s complaint
was that his supervisor simply had not cared
enough about him to take care of him as
those other supervisors had taken care of
their men. Of course Tony’s supervisor was
not happy with Tony’s direct confrontation
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and he told him so. In fact, his exact words
were “With a mouth like yours you might
never get promoted.” Well, Tony took that
as a challenge.
From that point on, he worked as hard as
possible. His goal was not so much to
impress his supervisor, as it was to impress
his supervisor’s supervisors. In fact, Tony
enrolled in several correspondence courses
simultaneously. One course was
“Management for Air Force Supervisors.”
He got his first revenge on his supervisor
when the Squadron Commander called him
up before the monthly Commander’s Call to
receive his course completion certificate.
The Commander seemed a little surprised
when he called forward Airman Third Class
Tony to receive the certificate. After Tony
saluted him and received the certificate, the
Commander took several minutes to
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compliment Tony on his accomplishment
and to point out to the audience the initiative
demonstrated by Airman Tony in
completing a course normally reserved for
Noncommissioned Officers. After that,
Tony doubled his efforts and at each
monthly Commander’s Call he was called
forward to receive yet another certificate of
one type or another. Finally, his
supervisor’s supervisor directed that Tony
be nominated for Airman of the Month
based upon job performance and off-duty
education efforts. To make a long story
short, Tony appeared before the selection
board and was selected. Then he appeared
before the Airman of the Quarter Board and
again he was selected. Finally, he appeared
before the Airman of the Year Board and
was selected again. By the time the next
promotion board came around, he had more
than filled all the squares, and he was
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promoted to Airman Second Class. And,
when the time came for promotion to
Airman First Class he was ready as well.
Tony learned a lot about his job, the Air
Force, and helping others. Tony will always
owe a debt of gratitude to Theodore
Speight., a thirty something, black, Airman
First Class, who worked in the office and
was the Senior Clerk. Speight was not very
well respected by his supervisors. He had
been promoted and demoted a number of
times. His problem was drinking. He
always wore sunglasses, even on the
cloudiest days. Of course, his eyes were
blood shot constantly. He never spoke to
anyone in the office, but instead, just quietly
did his job, avoiding any involvement in
office conversations or politics. But, he
spoke to Tony often, usually in a whisper.
”Looky here man......”, he would say in a
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whisper, and he would then explain the
details of one or another administrative jobs.
He always made sure no one was around
when he was speaking to Tony. Then he
would say something like, “Go show those
idiots you know what to do.” Actually,
despite his many character flaws, Tony grew
to care for him in the same way one cares
for an older brother. Tony knew he was
there for him. Often, Tony would see
Speight out and about the base or city by
himself, and always drunk. Occasionally,
Tony would try to help him onto the bus or
into a cab. He was often so drunk that Tony
was certain he didn’t know it was Tony
helping him. But just as often, Tony would
hear him drunkenly whisper, “Looky hear
man, arigato (thanks)”, as he passed out on
the seat of the bus or cab.” When Tony was
promoted, and when he received recognition
for one thing or another, he would look out
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into the audience and there was Speight,
sunglasses well in place, not a smile on his
face, but clearly applauding with more
enthusiasm than anyone in the room. Years
later Tony learned that Speight had finally
died from alcoholism. He was found dead
in an alley in San Francisco. God bless you
Ted Speight, and “arigato” to you from
Tony and me.
Those days at Tachikawa, from the age
of seventeen to the age of nineteen, were
filled with adventures and misadventures.
Always, in the back of his mind was the
realization that in joining the Air Force, he
had made a choice, and whether he was a
success or failure, was up to him. So, he
worked as hard as he could to get ahead.
People came to trust him and count on him.
No matter the job, whether it was picking up
trash across the base following the annual
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“Friendship Day” in which the base was
open to literally thousands of Japanese
visitors, or rushing around the base after
duty hours by bicycle to process
administrative documentation to send
maintenance crew chiefs on urgent travel,
Tony did it.
And, he was trusted with classified
information. Can you imagine an eighteen
year old with responsibility for preparing
and transporting classified documents
around the base by bicycle? Actually, the
trust may have been misplaced. On one of
those trips, he actually lost a Military
Confidential message that he had picked up
at the Communication Center. To this day,
no one knows about it (well, I guess they do
now). After work, on the day he lost it,
Tony spent five hours tracing and retracing
his steps, looking under and over every
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bush, trying to find the message, without
success. Tony could only hope that a bird
had come along and picked it up to use in
her nest. Luckily, no harm was done, and
the free world is still safe (or is it?).
Now you shouldn’t get the impression
that Tony was all work and no play. In fact,
he seemed to lead two quite separate lives at
the same time. The one of course, was the
dedicated Airman doing his best to enhance
his career. But, the other life was far more
interesting.
As I previously stated, Tony’s social life
in the beginning was pretty much limited to
on-base activities because he simply had no
money. He spent a lot of time at the Service
Club watching free television and reading
free newspapers, at the library reading free
books, and at the Airmen’s Club where he
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could watch free entertainment while
nursing a 20-cent beer for hours on end.
Only on rare occasion did he venture to the
local G.I. Bar district.
Tony admits that he was very attracted to
Japanese women. The more he saw his
friends on-base in the company of pretty
Japanese women, the more infatuated he
became. He soon stumbled upon the trick to
having a social life despite having no
money. For whatever reason, Tony found
that if he had just enough money to order a
beer when he entered a bar, he could stay in
the bar and drink all night. It seems that he
was a bit of a novelty to the bar hostesses.
Most of them ranged in age from twenty-one
to forty years old. They were generally
struck by Tony’s young age, compared to
other Americans. In fact, he was not even of
legal age to be in the bars. Most of the girls
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treated him like a young brother, and in the
case of some, like a son. Invariably they
would buy his drinks. The system was
supposed to work the other way around. He
was supposed to buy them drinks for their
companionship. So, he had quite a good
time, drinking for free and enjoying the
company of many ladies of the night. Many
times, after the bars closed for the night the
ladies would go out for a late night snack
and invite Tony along with them.
To this day, Tony ponders the mystery of
how these ladies of the night learned to
speak English. Most were in their early
twenties, and a large percentage of them
never graduated from high school, let alone
university. In those days there was not a
Nova language school on every corner. Yet,
Tony could not recall ever not being able to
communicate with them. Tony certainly did
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not speak Japanese at the time. I suppose
something can be said for the power of
motivation. These ladies made their living
communicating with English speaking G.I.s.
And of course, long-term relationships were
what they had in mind. Simply stated, they
were immersed in English. They had no
choice but to speak English. All language
teachers in Japan, and the Japanese
themselves, often lament the fact that
although Japanese people are gifted at
reading English, it is like pulling teeth to get
them to speak. It’s a whole cultural thing
having to do with shyness and
embarrassment when not perfect. The ladies
of the night were not shy and certainly not
embarrassed about speaking. The more they
found that they could be understood, the
more they spoke, and the more fluent they
became. It’s as simple as that. No so called
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“Affective Filter” stood in the way of their
goal achievement.
To keep this book from becoming Xrated, I won’t go into all the intimate details
of Tony’s experiences. Suffice it to say, he
has many happy memories of his teen years
in the “Mizu Shobai” or “Water World”
(colored water passing as mixed drinks that
customers bought for bar hostesses). But,
the book would not be complete if I did not
talk about Tony’s relationship with Katy.
Katy deserves a chapter all her own.
Before I get to Katy, I should perhaps
explain a little more about Tony’s
misadventures with the ladies of the night.
Any person reading this book who was
stationed at Tachikawa Air Base during the
1950s and 1960s is well familiar with
“Ginny Rose” and “Shades”. These two
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ladies offered special services to American
servicemen that I will leave to the
imagination of those who have not had the
“pleasure” of meeting them. Those who
have had the “pleasure” know what I am
talking about. On the night of Tony’s
eighteenth birthday, he had the “pleasure” of
meeting them both thanks to some of his
generous friends. The next day, when he
realized what had happened the night before,
he felt pretty depressed. Tony vowed that
he would not go down that road again. He
also vowed that he would never again pay
for the “pleasure” of female companionship.
And, he never did.
Now you must understand that the
“ladies of the night” certainly did not make
enough money on drinks to pay their rent
and all of life’s other necessities. It was the
custom, if you will, for the girls to hook
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onto one special boyfriend. Usually the guy
moved in with the girl. She continued
working as a hostess, but usually returned
home to the special boyfriend each evening.
To be certain, it was usually, but not always.
It was the guy’s responsibility to pay the
rent, buy groceries, and in many other ways,
ensure that the girl enjoyed a respectable
standard of living. Sometimes the
relationships led to marriage, but more often
they did not.
Before Tony met Katy, he had spent
considerable time making the rounds of all
the G.I. bars. And, he soon learned the
system of how the bar hostesses tagged their
“customers.” Basically, the first time you
entered a bar, the first unattached girl with
whom you made eye contact claimed you as
hers. It made no difference if they were fat
and ugly and you treated them with
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contempt, if you hoped to come back to that
bar, you belonged to her. On occasion Tony
would try to beat the system by ignoring his
designated hostess. It never worked. Tony
admits that in each bar there were many
more attractive girls that he would have
been much happier with than the one who
had tagged him. So, he soon learned not to
make eye contact with anyone when he
entered. He would head straight for a bar
stool and order a beer. Eventually, he would
spy what he considered “the pick of the
litter”, and he would then very carefully
calculate how he would make her
acquaintance. Tony soon developed a
reputation for being picky. But, it also
worked to his advantage in that the girls
knew that Tony knew how the game was
played. He had many an enjoyable evening
of talking, dancing, and drinking, without
being hit on to buy drinks for some “over
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the hill” hostess. And best of all, he knew
that when he drank more than he could
handle, one of the lovely ladies would escort
him to her apartment (if she didn’t have a
live-in boyfriend) to sleep it off. You can
imagine the rest.
Tony became well known in the
Akebono section of Tachikawa City. He
recalls one night when he was driving his
three wheeled truck (the size of an electric
golf cart) through the bar district, and failed
to negotiate a corner, causing the truck to
turn over on its side. It was not a big truck.
Actually a little smaller than an electric golf
cart. Well, by the time he climbed out and
surveyed the situation, several girls, dressed
in evening gowns, spiked high heels, and
sporting elegant hairstyles, were on the
scene. The guys in the crowd just laughed
and scoffed. But, they scoffed no more
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when the ladies gathered around the truck
and all together pushed it back up on its
three wheels. And of course, they fussed
over Tony to be sure he was all right. Lest
you think Tony had girls competing for his
attention, let me set you straight. It actually
was a bit of a bother. He found himself
constantly explaining why he had no money
(even if he did) or why he had not been in
the bar in awhile (actually he was in the bar
next door with a new love interest). The
Japanese hostesses in actuality were quite
possessive and very jealous. Tony soon ran
out of energy and excuses and he slowed
down his activities considerably.
Tony had his first and last experience
with Japanese Sake (rice wine) during that
time. One of the ladies invited Tony to her
apartment. It was unbelievably cold. She
decided that Sake would be just the thing to
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warm Tony up. Well, he took a drink of that
“Sake” and his lips turned numb. He
couldn’t even speak. Because of that
experience, he has never tried Sake again.
Of course she had other methods to keep
him warm, and I will leave those to your
imagination. To his surprise, Tony met her
again several years later when he was
shopping in the Commissary at another base
in Japan. Tony heard someone say his name
and he turned to look. It was her. They
talked and even went to lunch together. It
was like they were old sweethearts
rekindling romance, rather than
remembering a one-night stand. Now, I am
sure that you have guessed, that since they
met again on base, that the only way she
could be shopping in the Commissary would
be if she were married to a service member.
She was of course married and even had a
child. Tony admits that even today, when
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he sees older Japanese women on-base with
their American husbands, he often looks for
a sign of recognition from the old days in
Tachikawa.
Back to the story! Tony began to spend
less and less time in the bar district and
more time on the base. He particularly
enjoyed hanging out at the Airman’s Club.
For a five dollar per month membership fee,
he received four free haircuts in the club
barbershop, a free meal on membership
night, twenty-cent beers and mixed drinks,
and unbelievably excellent entertainment.
Some of the biggest Japanese stars of the
1970s and 1980s got their start playing the
military club circuit in the 1960s. I’m told
that one member of a female singing group;
“The Gay Little Hearts” went on to marry
Wayne Newton in Las Vegas. There was
also great entertainment by Air Force guys
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who formed singing groups to perform in
their off-duty time. Saturday at the
Airman’s Club rivaled anything in Motown
or Vegas.
It was at the club that Tony became
friends with many black enlisted men. I
guess he admired the way they dressed.
They always wore tailored silk sharkskin
suits. Talk about “cool”. Tony had to have
one. So, off he went to Tachikawa City in
search of a tailor shop. Into Lucky’s Tailor
shop he went. He negotiated a price of
$35.00, selected the material (silk sharkskin
of course), had his measurements taken, and
walked out of the shop with a “lay away”
ticket. It took three months to finally pay
for it, and he promptly repeated the whole
process again, two more times.
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In the process, he became very friendly
with “Lucky”, the owner of the shop, and
his wife and children. Lucky had come to
Japan from China. What really interested
Tony was that he spoke English without a
hint of accent. His pronunciation of English
was practically flawless. Tony mused over
this often during the years, and he continued
to notice that anytime he encountered an
Asian person who spoke in the same manner
as “Lucky”, that person was inevitably
Chinese. He learned much later in life that a
contributing factor to the Chinese persons’
ability to speak English is the fact that
English and Chinese share similar grammar
systems, whereas the Japanese system is
significantly different.
Anyway, back to the suits. Over the
course of many months, Tony finally had
three “cool” suits with shirts, ties, and shoes.
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I cannot overstate how difficult it was for
Tony to budget the $10.00 payments twice
monthly. No sooner did he have the suits
paid for, then they promptly went into the
pawnshop, which ironically, was located
three doors from the tailor shop. It became
a ritual each payday, to go to the pawnshop,
retrieve his suits and several days later pawn
them again. They finally ended up as
permanent residents in the pawnshop. Tony
knew though, that on the very few occasions
when he actually got to wear the suits, he
too was “cool”.
As a result of “hanging out” at the
Airman’s Club Tony became friendly with
many black enlisted people. In those days,
Tachikawa City was basically segregated.
All the “whites” frequented the nightlife
outside of the main gate, and all the “blacks”
frequented the nightlife outside of Gate
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Two. Rarely did you see people cross the
line. But Tony did! Many times he would
go out Gate Two with his friends. Of
course, he received a lot of “looks” from
those who did not know him, but his friends
always stood by Tony. Actually, he had a
great time, most of the time. On one
particular night though, Tony over indulged
in Akadama Wine, the favorite cheap wine
of most of his “black” friends. When he
began to puke, Tony thought he was dying
for sure. The puke was, of course, red, and
he was convinced that he was bleeding to
death. Fortunately, his friends and their
girlfriends took care of him and he survived
to tell the story.
The 1960s was not a happy time for race
relations in the United States. And of
course, those feelings spilled over into the
military. The night Malcolm X was
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assassinated Tony had the misfortune of
being the only white person on the bus that
took single enlisted people from Tachikawa
Air Base to the dormitories located on
Yamato Air Station about five miles away.
If you’ve ever ridden on an Air Force Blue
Goose bus, with its notorious lack of padded
seats, and apparent lack of any shock
absorbers or springs, you can imagine the
ride. It was the last bus that night. The
news about the assassination spread like
wild fire earlier in the day. Emotions among
the black enlisted men were running high,
and the fact that they had all been drinking
outside Gate Two only made matters worse.
It began slowly with a few racist remarks
about white people in general, and then a
couple of the passengers began to direct
their remarks to Tony. He kept his mouth
shut, but before long the taunts were more
persistent and one of the guys spit at Tony.
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Thank God Tony had a few friends on the
bus, and they quickly intervened. They
were unable to calm the racial epithets, but
they did protect Tony from physical injury.
But, Tony was really mad. He couldn’t
imagine why they had singled him out. The
bus driver, a Japanese National, was
probably more scared than Tony was. That
is probably why he speeded up the bus and
ran a few stop signs as he headed for
Yamato. The driver stopped at the Main
Gate and in rapid speech told the guards on
duty what was happening. Two Air
Policemen (now called Security Policemen)
entered the bus and got Tony off. They
escorted him to his dormitory, said they
would write a report, and that Tony should
report to his Commander first thing the next
day.
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Tony had a hard time sleeping that night.
He couldn’t imagine why he had been
attacked. Honestly, in retrospect, it is easy
to understand, but at the time Tony took it
entirely personal. The biggest single thing
causing him worry that night was the fact
that he had to report the incident to his
Commander in the morning. His
Commander, Major Titus, was black. When
Tony woke in the morning, the memories of
the night before came flooding back. But,
he had to do what he was told. On the way
to the shared bathroom, Tony passed one of
the guys from the night before. He didn’t
speak, but Tony could read concern on his
face. Tony thought he was worried about
what Tony would say to the Commander.
Finally, Tony reported to the Commander
and rendered the proper salute. The
Commander told him to sit and tell him
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what happened, which Tony did. To Tony’s
surprise, the Commander confided to him
his embarrassment over the incident and
gave Tony his assurance that the men
involved would be disciplined. Then he
asked Tony if he knew the names. Tony
replied that he did, but that he did not want
to tell him. This seemed to miff the
Commander only a little. In fact, he was
probably relieved. He asked Tony if he
feared reprisal. Tony told him that he
didn’t, that he understood why the guys
acted out the way they did, and that he
would rather no action be taken. Tony felt
certain that they were his friends before that
night, and they would be his friends in the
future. So, the Commander gave Tony the
expected assurances that Tony could come
to him at any time. Tony thanked him,
saluted, and left. One of the clerks in the
Commander’s office must have had his ear
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to the door. Shortly after that Tony ran into
a couple of the guys. They thanked Tony
for not giving up names. They talked for a
while. And after that, Tony felt as
comfortable among his black friends as he
had ever felt in the past.
In retrospect, it was fortunate that Tony
lived overseas for much of the 1960s. He
missed all the race riots and violence in the
United States. Ironically, later in his career
he served an additional duty assignment as
his squadron’s Race Relations
Representative. In that position he was to
serve as a sounding board for both black and
white members of the unit and try to
mediate or resolve differences.
Another thing he missed was America’s
firsthand reaction to President John F.
Kennedy’s assassination. Of course, his
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death affected those of us who were
overseas just as profoundly as it did those at
home. Tony does remember an
overwhelming sadness. All activities at the
base came to a stand still. The clubs and all
the other entertainment venues on base were
closed. Most of the guys headed off base to
their beloved bars and the ladies of the
night. Strangely, the ladies of the night
were as affected by the assassination as the
guys were. There were many tears that
night and the nights that followed.
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Chapter Four - And Then There Was Katy!
The first time Tony met Katy was in the
“Bar Minx”. For no particular reason, he
decided to stop in to this bar for the first
time to check it out. As luck would have it,
it was Katy’s turn for a new customer.
There she was, all 5 feet of her, in spiked
high heels, and silver colored evening gown,
her hair piled high on her head. Tony was
smitten. True to form, he held out as long as
possible before finally giving in to her
requests to by her a drink. The thing that
struck Tony the most about her was her
voice. It was sultry and had a little bit of a
rasp. Motown music was playing on the
jukebox and she sang right along with the
various artists. Perhaps she learned her
English from listening to and singing along
with music.
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They danced several times, drank a lot,
and the next thing Tony knew she asked him
if he wanted to go with her to the restaurant
around the corner. Tony was floored
because he expected that she would
probably have a boy friend and that she was
just toying with him. But, closing time
came, and off they went. Several of her girl
friends joined them at the restaurant where
they spent an hour or so eating and joking.
Then the big test. She would either say
“good night”, or she would say, “Let’s go to
my place.” Fortunately for Tony, she said
the latter. There was never any mention of
money from either of them. So, that night
Tony began a relationship with Katy that
lasted about a year and a half.
At first, he would show up at the bar
every evening just before closing time and
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escort her home. Later, he got in the habit
of just waiting for her to come home. She
had a neat little three-room rental house, and
he would spend the time at home watching
her little black and white television. Often
he would just go to bed, knowing that she
would arrive later and crawl into bed just
like a married couple would do. Tony
listened to Johnny Carson’s Tonight Show
on the radio, and of course he listened to the
news about the war in Vietnam. He still
recalls the night he was lying in bed and had
a “near death” experience. He was listening
to the radio when suddenly he felt a ringing
in his ears. His eyes were closed at the time.
When he felt the sensation of the ringing, he
tried to open his eyes, but couldn’t. He felt
as if his body was frozen. He kept trying to
open his eyes, and finally they popped open
and the ringing sensation was gone. Maybe
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he had fought his way back from death.
Who knows? But, it makes for a good story.
Katy and Tony weren’t married, and as
far as Tony was concerned, they never
would be. Shortly into their relationship,
when the subject of future marriage came
up, for some reason, Tony opened his wallet
and showed Katy a picture of his toddler
niece. He told Katy that he could not get
married to her because in high school he got
a girl pregnant, and did the right thing by
marrying her. Of course, it was all a lie. He
told Katy that he didn’t love his legal wife
and that he married her for the sake of the
child. Now, Katy was a pretty street-smart
lady, but she accepted his story. Tony
thought in retrospect, she was holding out
hope that he would eventually fall so in love
with her that he would divorce the girl back
home.
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Tony believed it was that hope that
caused Katy to continue on in the
relationship with the attitude that eventually
they would get married. Tony is the first to
admit, he was the worst possible cad. To
say that he was “a kept man (boy)” would
not be an overstatement. For one thing, he
was just turned eighteen at the time, and
Katy was twenty-four. To Tony she was
simply too old. For another thing, as I have
already made clear, he had no money. And
finally, he was smart enough to know that he
had yet to figure out what he was going to
do with his life, but he knew that he didn’t
want marriage to force him into a decision
to make the Air Force a career.
Life with Katy was actually very good.
Little did Tony know that when Katy
decided that Tony would be her steady live96

in boyfriend that it would cause her and he
so much trouble in the beginning. A few
weeks into the relationship, a pounding on
the door awakened them one night. Katy
went to investigate, but luckily she did not
open the door. On the outside was one of
her former customers demanding that she
open the door so that he could beat the s--out of her new boyfriend. Despite her small
size, she was a tough little lady. She held
her ground and told him repeatedly to
takeoff. He continued to pound on the door,
and Tony began fearing that the guy just
might break in the door and do what he said
he would. Katy finally opened a drawer in
her kitchen and pulled out a knife. She
opened the door just enough for the guy to
see the knife. She made it clear that she
would use the knife if he didn’t leave. He
muttered a few expletives and left. Needless
to say, Tony didn’t sleep too soundly that
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night. She eventually told Tony that he was
her live-in before she met Tony, and that he
had been on temporary assignment
elsewhere when she and Tony met. He
came back to Japan from his assignment,
shocked to find that he had been replaced.
There were a few more minor incidents
with former customers in the next few
months, but eventually every thing settled
down. She continued to work in the bar, but
she was faithful to Tony in that she returned
home every evening just like clockwork.
On the weekends they would go to movies,
or the clubs on base, shopping, visiting, and
acting just like a married couple. The
difference being that Tony contributed no
financial support to the relationship.
Little did Tony know at the time, his lack
of support, which he could not have
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provided even if he wanted to, was forcing
Katy into debt. She was borrowing money
from her boss and coworkers to pay the rent.
One day she announced that they were
moving. She said it was to escape the
possibility of former boy friends showing up
unexpectedly, but Tony later learned it was
because she was being evicted for
nonpayment of rent. So, off they went to a
much smaller and actually, cozier apartment.
About that time she finally told Tony that
she simply could not go on without some
sort of additional financial help. You may
laugh, but Tony actually began giving her
twenty dollars each payday. It was all he
could afford. Her rent was fifty dollars, so
forty dollars per month was a big help.
Forty dollars per month on his salary
was, and you must believe me on this, a big
burden. But fortunately for Tony, John, one
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of the Noncommissioned Officers at work,
knew about his living situation because he
had seen Katy and Tony together several
times. He asked Tony if they were going to
marry, and Tony told him all the reasons
why they would not. He told Tony he was
surprised at his response because typically
when Airman like Tony, away from home
for the first time, get into a relationship, it
invariably resulted in marriage. Tony told
him about his deception regarding the
imaginary wife and child. John had a good
laugh, but he also said he admired Tony’s
decision to not fall into the same trap so
many others had already fallen into. He was
very supportive, and suggested he could get
Tony a part-time job as Night Steward at the
Base Youth Activities Center. All Tony had
to do was open the center, ensure security
while the center was open for the youth
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activities, and close the center at the end of
the evening.
It was easy money to say the least.
Eventually, John, who ran the squadron
coffee shop on a part-time basis, said he
would pay Tony fifty dollars per month to
do the bookkeeping for the shop. Why not,
all Tony was doing at the Youth Center,
between openings and closing, was sitting at
a desk reading magazines. He could do the
bookkeeping at the center. Now, he was
rolling in dough. He was now able to pay
for the movies, and other things Katy and he
did together, and even bring home some
groceries.
And, he bought his first car. It was 1952
Mercury! What a car! Tony bought it from
another guy at work and paid fifty dollars.
The seller let him buy it by paying him five
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dollars per payday. The car lasted less than
six months, but during that time Katy and
Tony drove everywhere. He would often
pick her up at work at the end of the night.
Her friends at the bar were really envious.
But, alas, it was not meant to last. One day
he pulled up to a Stop Sign at an intersection
on the base. He put it into first gear after
stopping, and then began to proceed through
the intersection. Just when he let out the
clutch, both front wheels broke off from the
axle, and there he was, blocking traffic, and
thinking, “Oh my God, why have you
forsaken me now?”. Well, eventually he
was able to get it towed to a junk yard, and
the junk yard paid him twenty-five dollars
cash, which was just about what he still
owed on it. From that point, until he left
Japan, it was back to buses, taxis, and foot
power.
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I should say a little more about John at
this point. John was one of many military
people, guardian angels actually, in Tony’s
lifetime that took an interest in him, and
therefore must share the credit for his
eventual success. Many years after Tony
had left Tachikawa, graduated from
university, married, become an officer, and
was living with his wife and their daughter
in Montgomery Alabama, Tony received a
call one night. His wife answered the
phone. Tony could hear her in the kitchen
speaking in Japanese into the telephone.
Suddenly, she motioned for Tony to take the
phone. It was John. He had learned of
Tony’s graduation and commissioning, and
had tracked Tony down, with considerable
difficulty, to wish him congratulations.
John had become aware of what Tony had
done as a result of his reading a letter to the
editor in The Japan Times that Tony wrote
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shortly after he was commissioned. At the
time, John had retired and was managing the
Officers Club at Andrews Air Force Base.
Tony and John talked for an hour or more.
It was a great conversation. John was so
excited and proud. It was as if Tony were
talking to his own father, who had already
died. John and Tony kept in touch by mail
after that, but a few years later after moving
to San Diego to be closer to his own sons
who were then in the Navy, he had a heart
attack and died. God Bless you John!
Of course, as I said, John got Tony the
jobs that allowed him to break out of
poverty and earn some self respect in his
relation with Katy. But he did more. He
often talked to Tony about his future and he
suggested time and again that Tony give
college a try. He went so far as to
eventually drive Tony to the Education
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Center, walk him in, and introduce Tony to
the counselors. At John’s urging Tony
enrolled in his first course with the
University of Maryland. It was Business
Enterprise 101, with classes two nights per
week from 6:00 until 9:00. Why not? He
could still do his part-time jobs. It would
silence the nagging at the office. And it
would give him something constructive to
do while waiting for Katy to return home
from work each night. So, Tony settled into
the life of part-time student. To his surprise,
he passed the course with a grade of “C” and
promptly enrolled in Principles of
Accounting for the next semester, which of
course he failed, but not one to give up so
soon, Tony enrolled in Economics the
following semester and failed that as well.
So much for higher education. And that was
the end of it, or so Tony thought at the time.
He put it out of his mind, and concentrated
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instead on doing his Air Force job. Still in
the back of his mind was disappointment in
his own failures, and concern about what
life after the Air Force would be.
Back to Katy. They continued to live
together for about a year and a half. Katy
eventually came to accept the fact that
marriage to Tony was not in her future.
They had great times together and she
helped Tony out financially more often than
he helped her. It was really a pretty
wonderful time for the both of them. But, to
Katy’s credit, she knew that eventually
Tony’s tour would be up and he would be
gone. Toward the end, she began coming
home later and later, but she always came
home. Even her friends at the bar had
grown a little cold towards Tony. They
actually were tired of Tony’s taking
advantage of Katy, and Tony supposes they
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were telling her to move on. Little did he
know at the time that there was another guy
involved. She was not cheating on Tony,
and maybe that’s what made her friends so
angry. They knew that the guy was serious
about Katy and that Katy would have a
chance at marriage with him. But, as her
boss told Tony later, she would not give up
on Tony so easily.
In fact, one night when Tony went to the
bar to pick her up, he got into an argument
and eventually a brawl with the bar tender,
who was not much older than Tony. It
started after the bar tender persisted in
telling Tony that he was no good for taking
advantage of Katy. Eventually, he got so
wound up that he forced Tony out of the bar
and into the street. Of course all the while
Katy was trying to get between them. He
finally had Tony in a headlock and he bit
107

onto Tony’s ear and held on. Tony tried
everything to shake him loose, and finally
Katy just fell down crying in the street. The
bar tender released his bite and the blood
continued to flow. Tony still has the scar to
remember it by. That night, after he
returned from the Emergency Room, she
finally announced that a customer at the bar
had asked her to marry him. She said she
had been putting him off, but she was
resigned to the fact that Tony was never
going to marry her. She was of course,
right. But, it was with a heavy heart that
Tony packed up his things and moved out.
Tony knows to this day, that in some
unexplainable way, he did love her, but it
was not meant to be.
During the couple of months that Tony
had left in Japan, he tried to put her out of
his mind, and he also tried to make up for
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the year and a half that he had stayed home
alone. Every night he was in the city. Tony
tried all the bars, and all the girls, that he
had been missing. Tony was a pretty busy
guy. But, he was a cad to the end. One
night he stumbled into the Bar Minx. Of
course, Katy was not there because she had
quit her job and was in the process of getting
married. Tony sat with Naomi, Katy’s
closest friend at the bar. They sat and talked
and drank for several hours. They finally
left together to get breakfast at the old
restaurant where Katy and Tony often went.
One thing led to another and they ended up
in Naomi’s apartment. They had been in
bed about an hour, when they heard a
knocking at the door and a female voice. Of
all the times for Katy to drop by to talk with
Naomi! Naomi panicked just as Tony did.
How could she ever explain to Katy - - her
best friend? Naomi said through the closed
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door that she had a customer and asked Katy
to come back later. We can only speculate
whether or not Katy suspected that Tony
was the “customer”, but through some
miracle, she said,”O.K.”, and Tony and
Naomi could hear her walking down the
hallway to the outside door. They waited
about ten minutes, got dressed, and Tony
climbed out the second story window,
climbed atop a fence, and slipped away.
Tony never knew if Katy knew.
The last time Tony ever saw Katy was on
the night he left Japan for the United States.
He was in the Air Terminal cafeteria at
Tachikawa Air Base, drinking a coffee,
while waiting for his flight. He suddenly
looked across the dining room, and two
tables away, was Katy and her new husband.
Tony avoided eye contact, but his heart was
heavy. He quietly slipped out of the
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cafeteria and that’s the last he saw of Katy.
A year and several months later, he was
back in Japan on a Rest & Relaxation trip
from Vietnam. He stopped by the Bar Minx
to inquire about Katy, and was told that she
and her husband, and daughter Cassidy had
gone to the United States. I guess we can
speculate about Cassidy, but neither Tony
nor I know the answer to the question you
are thinking.
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Chapter Five - Welcome Home!
That last night at the terminal was really
rough for Tony. Many of the people getting
ready to board the same flight had dozens of
well wishers on hand to see them off. Tony
had no one. He only had the image of Katy
and her new husband. With an hour or more
until flight time, Tony wandered out of the
terminal and into the parking lot. The moon
was full and the stars were shining in the
sky. He began to think back on his two
years and ten months in Japan. He couldn’t
help, on the one hand being happy about
going home to see his family, but on the
other hand, really sad because he was
convinced he would never see Japan again.
It was difficult to hold back the tears, and
eventually he just let them come.
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Tony flew to Travis Air Force Base
outside of San Francisco. There he took the
Greyhound into the city, and then boarded a
flight for Boston out of San Francisco
International. As was the case the last time
he went home, he made no advance calls to
say exactly when he would arrive. Tony
arrived at Logan International and then
called the house to let them know he was
home. His mother said his Dad was
working at Frederick’s Pharmacy at the
time.
By the way, this was the same drugstore
that Tony had worked at doing deliveries
and stocking shelves. His mother worked
there also. Eddy and Sam, the two Jewish
pharmacists who were partners in the
business, took care of Tony’s family very
well. Especially, after his Dad lost his job
as a machinist at M, M, & M, after twenty113

five years of continuous employment. This
had happened while Tony was in Japan.
Apparently the company found it could cut
costs by moving operations to a Southern
state where the prevailing wages were much
lower. His Dad had two choices, accept
severance pay or move to Kentucky. He
chose severance, and after considerable
search, he finally found work as a handy
man and custodian at the Mt. Auburn
Hospital in Cambridge. Of course his salary
was no where near what he had been
earning, so in-order to pay the mortgage and
brother Lawrence’s continuing medical bills,
he had to work nights at the drug store.
So, Tony got into a taxi and off he went.
He wanted to arrive at the drug store before
his Dad got off work, so that he could
surprise him. He had the taxi stop around
the corner, out of sight of the store. He got
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out and straightened his uniform. There he
was in his dress blue uniform, three stripes
on each arm, and a row of ribbons on his
chest. He entered the store, leaving his
suitcase outside, and walked straight to the
register where he immediately spied his
father. Sam, one of the pharmacists saw
Tony and recognized him right away. He
gave a wave and a smile, but stayed where
he was. As Tony approached his Dad, his
Dad looked up from the register and very
smartly said, “Yes Sir, can I help you?”
Tony honestly thought his Dad was going to
salute. But, his Dad didn’t recognize Tony
right away. It was only when Sam made
some comments of welcome home that it
donned on his Dad. Tony could see, with all
his heart, how proud he was. His Dad
turned to the closest customer and
announced for everyone to hear, “This is my
son! Look at him, look at him!!” Sam told
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Tony later that it had been a couple of years
since he had seen Tony’s Dad so happy.
Well, the next two weeks were
unbelievably wonderful. Tony spent a lot of
time with his Dad during that time. His Dad
couldn’t do enough for Tony. Now, no one
had told Tony that during the past two years
his Dad had been very sick, in and out of the
hospital with attacks of emphysema. Tony
never suspected. But, one day his Dad was
up in his bedroom taking a nap before he
had to go to work at the drugstore. Tony
noticed that it was getting late. He went up
to his Dad’s room to wake him, but there
was no response. He called out to his
brother Lawrence and told him to call his
mother who was already at the drugstore
working. She told Lawrence to call an
ambulance. Apparently this drill of calling
the ambulance was not new. The ambulance
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finally arrived and Dad was loaded into the
back. Tony told Lawrence to ride with his
Dad, and that he would follow in his Dad’s
car. Tony was really in a panic as he
followed the Ambulance, wondering what
hospital they were taking him too, and
cursing the driver for going too slow. The
ambulance pulled up to the Emergency
Room entrance and Tony searched for a
parking space. Tony finally entered the
Emergency Room to find Lawrence sitting
in the Waiting Room. Lawrence said the
nurse would let them know soon what was
going on. Finally, after what seemed
forever, she came. She was grim faced, said
they did all they could, and extended her
condolences. Tony couldn’t, and wouldn’t,
believe that his Dad was dead and insisted
that he be allowed to see him. With some
reluctance, she led Tony to where he was
and pulled back the curtain and the sheet.
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Tony couldn’t contain himself and began to
cry like he had not cried in years. “Why
God?”, he cried, “Why did he wait for me to
come home before finally giving up and
dying.” I suppose only God knows the
answer to the question, but Tony likes to
believe that he suffered the pain of a slow
death because he wanted to see Tony. And,
Tony will believe that until he dies himself.
In the few days prior to the funeral, Tony
would often sit in the living room chair that
his Dad always sat in. He couldn’t help
crying. But, it angered him a little that no
one else in the family seemed as moved by
his death. Well, in retrospect Tony has
decided that it was because he had been
expected to die for quite some time.
Perhaps it was a final relief for his mother,
brothers, and sister. Poor old Dad, rarely
wore a coat in winter, smoked two packs of
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cigarettes a day, and probably drank four
pints of whiskey every weekend. Tony
remembered when he lost a lung to cancer.
His Dad’s concession to that was that he
switched from unfiltered Pall Mall longs, to
filtered Lucky Strike regulars.
It was a wonderful wake and funeral.
Tony’s Dad was well known in Stoneham,
population 20,000. Relatives, friends,
acquaintances, from all over. Even friends
of Tony’s from his teenage years attended,
including his former girl friend. His brother
Peter and his wife came from California. It
was an Irish Wake in the finest tradition.
Finally he was put to rest on a hill in
Lindenwood cemetery. One of the grounds
people that dug the grave told Tony that his
Dad had picked out the spot under a tree on
the hill because he wanted to finally get “to
the top of the hill”.
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If you have the impression that his Dad’s
death had an unbelievable effect on Tony,
you are right. I have had many an occasion
to drink with Tony. I could always be
certain that eventually Tony’s commentary
would turn to his Dad. Tony remembers
when they were still living on Elm Street,
when he was about eight years old. His Dad
was working on the roof, but true to his
habit, he had consumed his usual pint.
Suddenly he lost his balance and fell from
the roof and landed on his back. Thank God
he was drunk. It probably saved his life.
Tony remembers his brothers laughing and
Tony remembers his own crying. And that’s
the way it was. Tony had then, and now, a
love for his father that will never fade.
To this day, Tony can locate his grave at
Lindenwood with his eyes closed. On the
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several times he has visited over his
lifetime, it was usually overgrown with
grass. When his mother died many years
later, she was buried along side him. But in
all those years, Tony does not believe his
brothers Harry or Peter ever visited the
grave. Joan, his younger sister, and
Lawrence may have visited the grave during
his mother’s lifetime, but probably not often
enough. But, Tony’s own daughter, who
never knew her grandfather, visits the grave
and cleans it off each time business travel
brings her to the East coast. Go figure!
Tony’s Dad died at the age of fifty-six.
When Tony’s own fifty-sixth birthday was
approaching, Tony all too often made a
comment that he himself was approaching
the end of his life. To Tony it didn’t seem
possible that he would ever out live his Dad.
Well, Tony did not die at the age of fifty-six,
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and quite honestly, I hope he will still be
around at the age of ninety-six. Despite
years of smoking, he seems to be as healthy
as men half his age. On Tony’s sixtieth
birthday, he celebrated with the traditional
Japanese “Red Jacket” presented by a group
of his students..
Following the funeral, Tony only had a
few days before reporting to his new duty
station in Waco, Texas. It was during that
time Tony learned just what dire financial
straits his family was in. There simply was
no insurance money. His mother would
never be able afford to make the payments
on the house. Brother Peter apparently
knew a little more about his Dad’s dark side
than Tony did. His brother was convinced
that there was a gambling bookie in town
that surely owed their father money. So, off
he went one day to the barbershop that
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Tony’s Dad frequented. He came back with
a couple of thousand dollars. Not much, but
every little bit would help. Eventually,
Tony’s mother sold the house, made a bad
investment with the small profit, and ended
up in a one-bedroom apartment with brother
Lawrence.
On the day Tony left for Waco, his
mother told him that she had talked to a
local elected government official, about the
possibility of his enlisting higher up officials
to persuade the Air Force to grant Tony a
humanitarian assignment to Hanscom Air
Force Base near home. His mother believed
that he would be able to help her financially.
Perhaps Tony could have. But, he put the
thought out of his mind and headed off to
Waco. Texas. The furthest thing from his
mind was a change of assignment. He was
off to start a new life.
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Chapter Six - Deep in the Heart of Texas
When Tony left Texas after technical
training a few years prior, he swore he
would never go back. But, there he was.
The flight landed at Waco Municipal
Airport. The airport shared a runway with
James Connelly Air Force Base. The base
was in the process of converting to a civilian
technical school, but there were still a few
support facilities for the military people who
worked at Twelfth Air Force Headquarters
in downtown Waco. Twelfth Air Force was
unique among commands in that it was
decided that for force protection, it would be
more survivable if located away from the
base.
A driver from the motor pool met Tony
at the airport. He was a chatty fellow.
124

Actually, he was a Puerto Rican American
from New York City. He talked almost
nonstop on the way to the headquarters,
pointing out various things along the way,
and generally doing his best to make Tony
feel welcome. Waco is located in the hill
country of central Texas. The scenery was
much different than he had experienced
previously in Amarillo.
Tony was pretty nervous when they
finally arrived. After all, this was a major
headquarters, headed by a General officer,
with an important mission in support of the
Vietnam War. Tony needn’t have worried,
because in the few months he was at Waco,
he had the pleasure of working
simultaneously for two of the kindest
Colonels that he had ever met, up to then
and since. Colonel Carl Taylor and Colonel
Jack Kelly! Both Texans, and both graduates
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of Texas A&M. He was to be the
administrative assistant in their directorate,
along with a Master Sergeant, and civilian
secretary. His job was basically to maintain
administrative files, publications, take care
of the mail and classified correspondence.
The job was not particularly difficult, and
Tony was always looking for extra work.
During the next several months, he just did
the best he could to impress everybody.
Apparently it worked.
Juanita Branch, the secretary, began
calling him by the nickname “Airman
Outstanding”. All in all, it was an enjoyable
assignment. Tony bought a used 1959
Plymouth and generally settled into what he
thought would be a long-term job. There
were about twelve single enlisted guys
living in the dormitory, each with their own
room. They would carpool into work
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downtown each morning, stopping on the
way at a classic Texas style roadside diner.
Tony will never forget Lolita. The first time
they went to the dinner, and he saw this little
blond cross between “Lolita” and “Poteet
Canyon”, he was smitten. Her Texas drawl
was just too much. Talk about a flirt. She
had a way of making the guys, and in
particular, Tony, feel very special. Tony
never told his coworkers how he felt
towards her, and actually I don’t think Tony
let on to her either, although women do have
ways of knowing these things. Anyway,
Tony just decided she was out of his league,
and finally one day she didn’t show up for
work. She had gotten married. Ouch!
During the time Tony was in Texas, he
and several friends made a least two trips to
Mexico. Once they went to Nueva Laredo
“Boy’s Town”, and once to Del Rio. Both
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these border towns were basically brothels.
The first time they crossed over the Rio
Grande border Tony thought he was in
another world. It was hot, dry, and
unbelievably dusty. Tony watched the
Mexicans working in the fields as they
drove along. Tony remembers thinking that
they looked to him exactly like the old
farmers in Japan. He wondered how so
many Japanese had come to Mexico. Of
course, they were Mexicans, not Japanese.
Now, being young men of nineteen and
twenty years of age, they had only one thing
on their minds. They visited as many clubs
and brothels as they could. It was
unbelievable! In one club, a Caucasian girl
who was a customer and obviously very
drunk, was dancing on the dance floor.
Before she was finished dancing, she had
striped naked. There were many other acts
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of debauchery going on, and the guys loved
every minute of it. That is until Tony got
robbed. He had hung his clothes on a hook
in the little room and commenced doing
what one is supposed to do in a brothel.
Later, when he opened his wallet to pay for
drinks at a bar, he noticed that his money
was gone. Apparently, there was a hole in
the wall through which the girl’s accomplice
reached and helped him or her self. Well,
that put a damper on the trip. It may have
only been twenty dollars, but that was a lot
of money to Tony. The next time they went
to Mexico, Tony was a little smarter. By the
way, did I mention how beautiful all these
women of ill repute were. Take Tony’s
word for it.
Back in Waco, he was beginning to get a
little restless. The conversation with
Colonel Taylor and Colonel Kelly was
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always about Vietnam. He finally decided
one day, without mentioning anything to his
bosses, to drop by the Personnel Office and
volunteer for Vietnam. Tony felt obligated
to join the action. But, he had forgotten that
his mother was working through local
politicians to get him reassigned home.
Apparently, the word came down from Air
Force Headquarters to grant Tony his
request for reassignment. However, Tony’s
request for reassignment was to Vietnam,
not home. The wheels moved very quickly,
and the next thing he knew he had orders to
Tan San Nhut Air Base in Saigon, with a
stop along the way to attend Postal
Specialist School at Ft. Benjamin Harrison
in Indiana. When Colonel Kelly found out
about this, he called Tony into office, and
very seriously asked Tony if he really knew
what he was doing. He told Tony he could
get him out of the assignment, but Tony
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insisted that he really wanted, and needed, to
go. Colonel Kelly finally told Tony he was
proud of him, and that Tony’s Dad would be
proud, too. He wondered how Tony would
explain the assignment to his mother. Right
after word of Tony’s assignment to Vietnam
got out, there was a rush of applications
from many other enlisted men in the
headquarters, who were also a little bored
with life in central Texas.
So, less than six months in Texas and
Tony would be off on a new adventure.
During the last few weeks, he found out that
Colonel Taylor had also received orders for
Vietnam. Colonel Taylor would always
tease Tony in the office, saying that he was
going to kidnap Tony from the Post Office
to come to work for him. Little did Tony
know that his teasing was prophetic!
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The day came for Tony to head out for
Ft. Harrison. He packed the car, studied the
map, said his good-byes and off he went. It
took two days to get there, because he had a
little mishap on the way. He was speeding
along a darkened highway late the first
night. Actually, he was following a truck.
Suddenly, some foreign object flew off the
truck, under Tony’s car, and burst his tire.
He had all he could do to maintain control,
but he was able to pull it over into the grassy
center strip. Talk about dark, he could
barely see the tire on the car. He opened the
trunk, pulled out the spare, and promptly
came to realize that the spare was flat. He
was both angry and scared. But, not to
worry. Soon a car pulled up behind him and
a “Good Samaritan” stepped out along with
his wife. After exchanging pleasantries, the
man decided that he would take Tony to the
nearest garage to get a new tire. Can you
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imagine, this perfect stranger bought Tony a
new tire, waited while it was mounted, and
drove Tony back to where his car was, and
helped him put it on the car. The man
refused any payment. You see, he told Tony
he was a minister, and that he lived close to
Ft. Leonard Wood in Missouri. Apparently,
he had many young Army members of his
congregation that were also off to Vietnam.
He said it was his duty to help Tony, just as
it was Tony’s duty to go to Vietnam. Of
course, Tony has never forgotten that man.
Tony finally arrived at Ft. Harrison.
Now that was an experience. The Postal
School was a joint service school, training
both Army and Air Force. The problem for
the Air Force guys was that they all had
considerable rank over the Army students.
But, a decision had been apparently made in
the past that they would all be treated the
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same while in training. That meant, living
in an “open bay” barracks, gang latrine, and
calisthenics every morning. Well, Tony
figured it was only for six weeks, so he
would just grin and bear it. He made a few
friends in the barracks and whenever they
had free time they would travel into
Indianapolis and in general, try to make the
best of it. On one of those trips, Tony
suddenly realized that he would have to do
something with his car. So, he pulled into a
Used Car dealer. He explained his situation
to the manager, and to his surprise, after
learning that Tony was going to Vietnam,
the manager bought the car for exactly what
Tony had paid six or seven months earlier.
Finally graduation day came. Tony
lucked out and was selected “Honor
Graduate’. Everyone packed their bags and
got off that Army Base as quickly as they
134

could. Tony was on his way to California to
visit with brother Peter and his family before
heading out to Vietnam. Peter agreed to
hold onto Tony’s worldly goods, consisting
of one foot locker, while he was in Vietnam.
And, Tony’s mother had flown out from
Boston to visit with Peter and his family for
a few weeks. So, it was a pretty nice
sendoff.
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Chapter Seven - Good Morning Vietnam!
The first couple of days in Vietnam were
pretty hectic, and unbelievably hot. For
Tony, first it was into Saigon to check into
the Air Postal Squadron Headquarters, and
then receive his duty assignment. Tony was
to work in the Postal Sorting Center at Tan
Son Nhut Air Base. Then it was off to the
base to check in and get a bed assignment.
The dormitory was nothing more than a
wooden shack, with louvered sides, a tin
roof, and screens all around. Tony found an
empty cot and some blankets, but there was
no wall locker. He was told that he could
dig around outside. Lockers were available
in boxes next to the building, but they
needed to be set up. In the mean time Tony
just hung his clothes on nails stuck in the
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wall. He found the shower building and
outhouse style latrine building about a block
from the dormitory. Tony just knew he had
arrived in hell. One of the guys showed him
to the mess hall, and then to the enlisted
club where they both promptly got drunk.
Finally, they made it back to the shack, to
cold showers, and slept. When asked his
memories of Vietnam, even to this day,
Tony will always say that the worst thing
about Vietnam was not the risk of possibly
being killed, but the living, eating, and
sleeping with other men, twenty-four hours
a day, seven days a week.
The next day, the Gods bestowed
blessings upon Tony. He had no sooner
checked in to his new job, received
orientation, and was actually doing the job,
when the Lieutenant in charge approached
him. He asked if Tony knew a Colonel
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Taylor. Of course Tony did! Well, good
old Colonel Taylor had been anticipating
Tony’s arrival, and had worked a deal with
the Lieutenant. Actually, he probably put a
lot of pressure on the Lieutenant. In any
event, the next day Tony was to report to the
505th Tactical Air Control Group, as
administrative assistant to the commander,
none other than Colonel Taylor.
Now for most people, the idea of
Vietnam brings back memories of horror,
death, and the like. Tony readily admits, it
was not so for him. First, he got to move
out of the shack that the Air Postal people
had placed him in. He was now living in a
concrete building, with his own living space,
and hot water. What’s more, he was close to
the Dining Hall and the Enlisted Men’s
Club. Although he did work seven days per
week, the actual job was not all that
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demanding. Primarily, he was a typist. He
did that and whatever other jobs were
assigned. Tony filled his share of sand bags
during the time at Tan Son Nhut. But,
typing those letters, however, was more of a
nightmare. First of all, they were almost
always letters to the next of kin from
Colonel Taylor. It was pretty sad. And, the
job was frustrating. The frustration was
brought about by the unbelievable humidity
in Vietnam. Tony could not make any typo
mistakes because as soon as he tried to erase
the mistake, the eraser would tear through
the always-damp paper. There were days he
thought he would throw the typewriter at
someone.
Tan Son Nhut was a great place to be.
Tony got to see all the USO shows that were
in country. Bob Hope, Martha Ray, and any
number of other talents. And, he was close
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to Saigon. His good friend and coworker,
Dave, and Tony spent lots of time in
Cholon, the Chinese section of Saigon. The
first time they went to Saigon, they walked
out the main gate, and there waiting for
them was a small posse of “Cowboys”.
They were called Cowboys, because they
drove Lambrettas, like Cowboys rode
horses. And, they were also similar to
bandits, in that they stole taxi passengers
from the regular taxis. The idea was to
negotiate an unbelievably low fair, jump on
the back of the bike, hold on for dear life,
and off you went. They weaved in and out
of traffic, up on sidewalks, down alleys, and
just about any which way they pleased to get
you to your destination. Tony remembered
one night when Dave and he were mounted
on separate bikes. The drivers got into a
sort of drag race with some other drivers.
Can you believe it, one of the other
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passengers was none other than Martha Ray
herself.
Oh, back to that first night with Dave.
Well, they told the drivers they wanted to
meet woman. No sooner said, than done.
They arrived in an alley in Cholon. The
driver called out to the Master of the brothel,
Tony and Dave paid the drivers, and the
Master led them in to the building. Now, I
can’t go into too much detail, because you
know Tony’s wife and daughters will be
reading this book. But, Tony describes what
he believed was one of the cutest little
Vietnamese girls in all of Saigon. At the
time, he guessed her age to be eighteen. Of
course, he was only twenty at the time, so
her young age was not a concern. Years
later, when he recalled his memories of Le,
and in particular some of her mannerisms
and physical characteristics, he began to
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think that she might have been even younger
than he thought. Nevertheless, they had
many great times. Whenever Tony and
Dave were able to get a day off, they would
head to Cholon, meet up with Le and her
friend, and spend some great times touring
Saigon.
One time that Tony remembers in
particular, was the night he suddenly felt
something drop onto his back from above.
After the initial shock and his jumping up
off the bed, Le, who had been laughing
uncontrollably, told him that a rat had fallen
from the rafters. Tony thinks he may have
gotten his revenge on that rat, because one
day when he was eating what he thought
was a sliced chicken breast sandwich; Le
announced with a broad grin on her face that
it was the rat that had fallen on him. Tony
breaks into a broad grin remembering how
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she was so cute when she was explaining in
her broken English.
Another time, Dave and Tony were
returning to the air base the next morning.
There were an unusually large number of
Vietnamese guards on the gate that morning.
When they cleared through security and
were walking to the barracks they saw the
reason why. Strung up on the barbed wire
fence were the bodies of seven or eight
insurgents from the night before. They had
been killed trying to break into the base and
were hung up on the fence by the
Vietnamese guards to send a message to any
others who might try to infiltrate. On
another occasion, when Dave and Tony
stayed in Saigon for the night, they were
briefly reported by their unit as missing in
action. Unbeknownst to them, while they
were spending the night with Le and her
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friend in Saigon, the base had been attacked
with mortars. When the dust settled, each
unit then accounted for its people.
Unfortunately, Dave and Tony were
unaccounted for. When they finally showed
up the next morning, wondering what all the
fuss was about, they got their butts chewed
by the First Sergeant. But, they continued,
as long as they were close to Saigon, to do
what boys do.
Anyone who has been to Saigon can
vouch for the fact that those women were
beautiful. Especially, in their traditional
Vietnamese dresses. The one thing that
Tony never did get used to was the
Vietnamese language. That and the beetle
juice stained teeth of the old women. The
language, which Tony can only describe as
sing song tonal, actually pained his ears. He
had been used to listening to Japanese, and
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Tony reports, there is a big difference.
Years later, when listening to Vietnamese
speaking English in the United States, the
tonal sounds still bothered his ears. As for
the beetle juice- it was just plain gross. It
was difficult for Tony to imagine that these
old women were once beautiful young
ladies.
One of the many great things about
working for Colonel Taylor was that he gave
Tony unlimited use of his staff station
wagon. Many mornings Dave and Tony
would take a break, jump in the car, and
head to the Coffee Shop located near the Inprocessing Unit at the airport. It was on one
of those mornings that Tony had an
unbelievable reunion with former classmates
from his hometown. Dave and Tony had no
sooner sat down, when Tony heard his
name. He looked in the direction of the
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voice, and there was Billy B. Tony couldn’t
believe it, there was Marine Private First
Class Billy, a former very close friend from
Stoneham. He was one of the guys who
repeated the ninth grade with Tony. And, at
the same table were Jerry, Timmy, and three
or four others. It was like a class reunion.
Of course such a coincidence really was not
that unusual. Basically, if you were a young
man in America in the middle l960s, you
were either married, in college, or in
Vietnam. The greatest thing about the
meeting was that Tony outranked every
single one of them. He had a great time
chatting. And, he enjoyed the obvious
respect that they directed his way. Of
course, they remained in high school and
graduated, while Tony was growing up in
Japan. Tony saw Billy a couple of more
times during his Vietnam tour. Billy
survived Vietnam, despite being a Marine,
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only to be killed years later while serving on
the California Highway Patrol. There were
several guys from Stoneham killed in
Vietnam. The one guy who Tony will
always remember was Paul. In junior and
senior high School, everyone called him
“Bugs Moran”, after the famous gangster.
Bugs was one of the great kids. He was a
friend to everyone, and the girls in particular
were drawn to him. Tony was shocked
when he learned that Bugs had become a
Warrant Officer Helicopter pilot. Bugs was
killed when his chopper went down. Tony
confesses he might never ever get over that.
Unfortunately, about six months into his
tour at Tan Son Nhut, Colonel Taylor
announced that his headquarters was to
move to Bien Hoa Air Base. The idea was
to disperse headquarters type units away
from Saigon. So, one day they all loaded up
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a couple of flat bed trucks, strapped on their
M-16 rifles, and convoyed to Bien Hoa. It
was a big base. Although it was an Air
Force base, the Army’s 173rd Airborne
Brigade and lst Air Cavalry shared the base.
Tony’s barracks was located right next to
the dirt road that the 173rd used whenever
they left or returned from field operations.
On some mornings, the red clay dust kicked
up by all their vehicles was so heavy that
Tony could barely open his eyes. And of
course his bunk and he were covered with
dust from head to foot. Being at Bien Hoa
was a little more dangerous than Tan Son
Nhut, but Tony never felt a sense of danger,
knowing the Army was there. On the other
hand, some of his coworkers were pretty
well affected by the move. Tony remembers
one old Technical Sergeant who literally
cried every night in his bunk. He had a wife
and children, and he believed with all his
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heart that he would be killed. It was a
routine occurrence, to be woken in the
middle of the night by the security detail and
told to evacuate to the bunkers. Despite the
old sergeant’s fears, he eventually
completed his tour and returned safe and
sound to his family. Others were not so
lucky.
Dave and Tony returned to their
womanizing ways. There was a Vietnamese
Officers Club on the base. Of course the
Vietnamese Officers were almost always out
and about fighting the war. But, their wives
made frequent use of the club. Several
nights a week, Dave and Tony would slip
into the club for dancing, drinking, and
whatever. One night Dave and Tony were
in a brothel in the village outside the base.
This was not a fancy brothel at all.
Basically, there was a row of makeshift beds
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separated by curtains. It was a dinghy and
dim place. Dave and Tony were doing what
one does in those places, when suddenly
there was a lot of shouting and they could
see flashlights streaming into the building.
It was a raid by the Army Military Police.
Well, there was Dave and Tony standing at
attention in their birthday suits. Of course,
the Military Police tried to sound very
serious, telling them that there were
suspected Viet Cong in the area, and telling
them they had better get their butts back to
the base. The girls were giggling and
enjoying the whole scene. But, Dave and
Tony reluctantly got dressed and made their
way out of the building. You can imagine
the teasing they got from the Military Police
as they walked past them.
For some reason, Tony never really
grasped the danger of Vietnam. At least
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once a week he would drive from Bien Hoa
to Saigon on business of one sort or another.
He was always by himself, and always with
a loaded M-16. But, in the entire year, he
never fired a weapon once. He even flew as
the “back seater” in a 0-2A Bird Dog
Forward Air Observer aircraft. Prior to his
arriving in Vietnam, many of those
airplanes, which were actually Cessna Piper
Cubs, were shot down by rifle fire from the
ground. The mission of the airplanes was to
fly low over the treetops, identify enemy
locations, and call in the fighter aircraft.
Fortunately for Tony, as a result of lessons
learned, the aircraft were fitted with lead
shields under the seats to protect the
occupants from being shot in the butt from
below.
The real danger for the Air Force
“wimps” at Bien Hoa, was not from the
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enemy, but from the Army troops. Those
guys spent the majority of their tour in the
field, just like you see in the movies.
Occasionally they would be allowed to
remain at the base for a few days to rest and
recover before heading out again. During
those few days, they made up for lost time
as far as alcohol consumption was
concerned. Even when they were back on
the base, they were living in tents. You can
imagine that the sight of Air Force guys, in
their clean uniforms, freshly shaven faces,
and all that, caused more than a little
jealousy and anger from the Army “Grunts”.
Shortly after Tony transferred to Bien
Hoa, the promotions to Staff Sergeant were
announced. Well, the Gods were with Tony
and he was promoted. His joy was short
lived. First, he had to contend with the
anger of many of the enlisted guys in his
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own unit who had been passed over. Many
were ten or more years older than Tony,
with considerably more time in the Air
Force, and many with families. On the one
hand, there were many congratulations, but
on the other hand there was much
suppressed anger. But, at least the
frustration was nonphysical. The night the
promotions were announced, Tony made the
mistake of accepting an invitation to
celebrate at the Army Enlisted Club located
next to Tony’s building. Big mistake! The
club was filled with grunts just back from
several months in the field. The one guy in
Tony’s own unit who was most angered by
Tony’s promotion, had set him up. As the
night wore on Tony noticed the guy spent a
lot of time talking to the grunts at the next
table who were quickly becoming
inebriated. It finally happened, one of the
grunts stood up and approached Tony’s
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table. He offered congratulations on Tony’s
promotion, and quickly followed up with a
“hay maker” that sent Tony flying into
darkness. When Tony came to and was
helped up, the Army guy was gone, as was
the guy from Tony’s unit who had set him
up.
The pain of being knocked out was
certainly severe, and the discoloration
around his eye and nose was not pretty. But,
the worst thing was that when Tony went to
the dispensary, the doctor told him that he
should not try flying for a few weeks. That
was the worst possible news. Dave and
Tony had already set up their one week out
of country Rest and Relaxation trip to Japan.
The flight was scheduled for ten days later.
Tony spent those ten days nursing his
bruises and fractured sinuses. He also spent
the next ten days proudly sporting his new
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Staff Sergeant stripes. It was really an ego
boost to be asked by so many people,
including Vietnamese workers on the base,
how he had managed to be promoted to
Staff Sergeant so quickly. Tony has always
suspected Colonel T. had more than a little
to do with it.
The day finally came for their flight to
Japan. Tony really felt like he was going
home again. Of course, Katy would be
gone, but it had only been about a year since
he had left Japan, so he just knew that many
of the girls from the bars would still be
there. Tony looked forward to showing
Dave Japan. By this time they had become
very close friends. They traveled from Bien
Hoa to Saigon, where they boarded a
commercial flight for Japan. When they
arrived in Japan it was early evening. They
had to travel all the way to Camp Zama to
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be processed in to Japan and receive
briefings on how they were to behave, etc.
But, it was getting late and Tony wanted to
get to Tachikawa City before the bars
closed. Dave and Tony jumped into a taxi
after finishing their business at Camp Zama.
They arrived in the bar district of Tachikawa
at about eleven in the evening. Only one
hour until the bars would close. So little
time, so much to do. They hadn’t even
found a hotel yet, but they were determined
to make contact with the ladies of the night
before closing time. So, they told the taxi
driver to stop in front of the first bar they
came to, which just happened to be the Bee
Hive Bar. In they went, suitcases in hand.
At that point, they had unbelievable luck.
Had it been any other bar, they would have
been spotted as easy marks. Instead, the bar
was quiet and there were no other GIs
inside. There were four or five ladies
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working that night. Junko and Noriko
welcomed them as if Dave and Tony were
old long lost friends. The girls took their
bags, placed them behind the bar for
safekeeping, and sat down with Dave and
Tony in a booth. Well, the bar closed at
midnight, but they stayed talking and
dancing and drinking until about two
o’clock in the morning. Junko then
announced that it was time to go to the
restaurant around the corner to eat a late
dinner. This was the very same restaurant
that Katy and Tony had been to many times
before. While eating, Junko brought up the
subject of where Dave and Tony were going
to stay during their one week. Dave and
Tony both drew a blank. Actually, they
hadn’t had time to think about it. Junko
used the restaurant telephone to call around
to try to find them rooms in a hotel. All
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were booked, except for one double room at
Kay’s Hotel.
So there they were, their first night in
Japan and they had hit pay dirt. They
checked into the hotel. The room was very
small, with only two twin beds. The four of
them spent the night together in that room.
You can only imagine what went on when
the lights went out. The next afternoon,
Junko and Noriko left, but insisted that Dave
and Tony show up at the Bar Bee Hive later
that evening, which of course they did. It
was a great week, Junko and Noriko took off
from work several nights and went with
Dave and Tony to the movies, to the base
clubs, restaurants, and all in all, they did
what they came to Japan to do. That was,
rest and relax. When you spend twenty-four
hours per day with a person, as Tony did
with Junko, you get to know a lot about the
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person, and they get to know a lot about
you. What Tony could not understand about
Junko at the time was, why was such an
attractive woman attracted to Tony, why did
she have no problem playing hooky from
her job to be with him, and why did she
never bother him for money? It was just one
great vacation week. It was really difficult
for Dave and Tony to leave at the end of the
week. They were both sure they would
never see Junko and Noriko again. But, alas
the Gods were looking down on them. More
about Junko later!
Dave and Tony arrived back in Vietnam
and to the routine workday schedule. In all
the months Tony had been in Vietnam, he
had given little thought to the Post Office.
As far as he was concerned, he would never
have to work in the Post Office. But,
Colonel Taylor’s tour came to an end.
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Within a few days, Tony was summoned to
report to the local Post Office Detachment.
His guardian was no longer there to protect
him.
So, off he went to become a finance clerk
in the post office, selling U.S. Money
Orders and stamps. The big job was the
money orders. Every payday, the line in
front of Tony’s cashier window stretched at
least 100 people deep. The soldiers and
marines were paid in cash and they
immediately came to the post office to
convert the cash to money orders. The
problem for Tony was that occasionally he
would make a mistake and give back too
much change or give them money orders in
amounts larger than they ordered. Never
once did any soldier or marine tell Tony that
he had given them too much money. At the
end of the day, when the records were
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tallied, Tony had to make up the shortages
out of his own wallet. Tony could not recall
ever having made any money. But, his stint
in the post office was not to last too long.
Fortunately, because he would have ended
up totally broke at the rate he was going.
One day, he just happened to be standing
in the wrong place at the wrong time.
Someone had dropped a glass on the floor
and it broke into pieces. Tony turned,
tripped over a chair, and put out his hand to
break the fall. Unfortunately his hand went
straight to the broken glass. To make a long
story short, the next thing Tony knew he
was lying on the floor of the post office,
blood gushing from his left hand. Actually,
each time his heart beat, a spurt of blood
gushed several inches into the air. He had
lacerated the ulna nerve. That is a major
nerve that runs from your fingers all the way
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up your arm. One of the other Sergeants
had seen Tony fall and immediately rushed
to him. He took-off his undershirt and
wrapped it around Tony’s hand. It soon
became blood soaked, and Tony was rapidly
going into shock. The old Sergeant picked
Tony up into his arms and carried Tony to
the big two-ton stake truck parked behind
the Post Office. All Tony could remember
was the Sergeant telling Tony to hold on.
And, it’s a good thing Tony did, because
that truck hit every rut in the dirt road
between the Post Office and the Dispensary.
When they arrived at the compound where
the Dispensary was located, the Sergeant
leaned on the horn and tried to enter the gate
without stopping. It was the wrong way on
a one-way road. The gate guard practically
threw himself in front of the truck, not
knowing whether Tony and the Sergeant
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were the enemy, who had commandeered an
Air Force truck, or what. The Sarge
slammed on the brakes, practically putting
Tony through the windshield. Now the
blood was spurting again. The guard looked
in at Tony and there was instant recognition.
“Tony, what has happened to you?” It was
Bob Yancy, one of the Yancy boys from the
only black family in Tony’s hometown. He
recognized Tony. Immediately, he started
blowing his whistle and shouting for
everyone to get out of the way so that the
truck could get through.
They finally made it to the Dispensary,
and the next thing Tony knew he was on the
operating table. He stayed on that table for
hours while the corpsmen cleaned and
scrubbed the wound again and again, and
the doctor poked and probed and finally
sewed. It was while the doctor was
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bandaging the hand that Tony finally had
enough wherewithal to tell the doctor that he
had no feeling in his hand. The doctor
actually was a little angry with Tony. He
wanted to know why Tony had waited until
he closed the wound before telling him that
he had no feeling. Of course, the real reason
he was angry was because Tony’s comment
was a sure sign that the doctor had failed in
his effort to repair the lacerated nerve.
The doctor then spent considerable time
consulting with the other doctor and talking
on the telephone with the surgeon at the
Army Field Hospital. He finally told Tony
that there was nothing more he could do for
him. Tony was to return to his quarters and
come back to the Dispensary the next
morning for transportation to the Army
Field Hospital.
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When Tony finally got dressed and made
his way out of the Emergency Room, he
found that the old Sarge and Bob were
waiting for him. I should point out that both
of these men, who had done so much for
Tony that day, were black Americans.
Again, the 1960s were a difficult time for
race relations, both in the military and out.
These guys didn’t let race stand in the way
of doing the right thing. So, they took Tony
back to the barracks, got him a takeout
dinner from the chow hall, and generally
made sure Tony was comfortable. The next
morning they were both there to take Tony
back to the Dispensary.
Tony stayed at the Field Hospital for
about ten days. At first he thought they
were going to operate on his hand and then
send him back to duty again. But, it was
decided that he needed a specialized hand
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surgeon. So, Tony was scheduled on a
flight to the hospital in - guess where? Yup!
Tachikawa USAF Hospital, Japan!!! Tony
was told to make arrangements to have his
personal property delivered to the hospital to
take with him on the Air Evacuation flight.
When he contacted his unit and told them
what was happening, they took care of
everything for Tony. Actually, Tony told
them to throw most of his uniforms in the
trash. In the time he was in Vietnam, Tony
could not recall his fatigue uniforms ever
being dry, due to the intense humidity. He
was convinced that the mama-san at the
dormitory was washing them in swamp
water, because they always smelled.
During the next ten days Tony basically
just hung out at the Field Hospital waiting
for his turn to go. The problem was,
however, that he never felt his injury was
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very serious. Everyday the soldiers in the
beds on his ward were changing. Some of
those guys never made it, and others with
amputations or bullet wounds were in such
bad shape that Tony really began to feel
guilty. The uselessness of his left hand, to
Tony, was small potatoes compared to what
these guys, helicoptered in from the battle
fields were going through. Nevertheless,
whenever the nurses asked him what
happened to his hand, they never seemed to
believe him when he said it was injured in
an accident. They were sure Tony was just
being modest. And of course, the number of
high-ranking officers who visited Tony from
his former unit just added to the mystery.
Wearing Army issue pajamas all the
time, Tony’s rank was not visible to most of
the staff. Occasionally, when a doctor or
nurse was looking at Tony’s medical record,
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they would turn to Tony and ask if the rank
recorded on the record was correct. To
them, it was quite unbelievable that a just
turned twenty-one year old could be a Staff
Sergeant. It just added to the mystic even
more. So, Tony just began enjoying the
celebrity. Finally it was off to Tachikawa.
He had managed to turn what is normally a
twelve-month tour into a ten-month tour.
And, what was even better, he was going to
Tachikawa. So what that it cost him
permanent disability of his left hand! All
Tony was thinking about was seeing Junko
again.
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Chapter Eight - Welcome Home Again!
It was an uneventful flight to Tachikawa
aboard the Air Evacuation Airplane. Of
course, Tony continued to feel a little guilty.
He was surrounded by soldiers in litters,
with various battle wounds, so severe that
they were on the long trip home. First they
would go to Tachikawa for initial treatment,
and then on to military medical centers in
the United States. Tony heard an awful lot
of moaning and groaning, and it made him
feel like he had cheated the system a little.
They were transported from the flight
line at Tachikawa directly to the hospital.
After some brief administrative matters,
Tony was taken to the orthopedic ward and
assigned a bed. Wow, it was worse than the
airplane. There were at least forty beds on
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the ward, and all filled with battle injuries.
But, what could Tony do? He enjoyed a
long and hot shower, put on clean Air Force
issue pajamas, and enjoyed the first great
meal in a long time.
The next day, he was told to report to the
Orthopedic Clinic. The hand surgery
specialist examined his hand, and poked and
prodded. Satisfied that the ulna nerve had in
fact been severed, he scheduled Tony for
surgery the next day. So, that night Tony
was prepared for surgery, and the next day
off he went. The surgery was uneventful.
When he awoke in the Recovery Room, he
had a cast from his elbow to his fingertips.
He thought it weighed a ton. His hand was
immobilized at a ninety-degree angle, the
idea being to stretch the reconnected ulna
nerve as much as possible. After a period
of time, he was returned to the Ward, and
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still groggy from the anesthesia, he slept
well into the next day.
The doctor came to the ward late in the
day. He explained the procedure, such
matters as pain medication, showering, and
follow-up therapy. The cast was to remain
on for at least six weeks, and Tony was to
remain at the hospital for that period of time.
He finally said the words Tony was waiting
to hear. He would not be returning to
Vietnam. The hospital administrative
personnel would be notified to arrange for
his reassignment to another base either
overseas or in the United States.
During the next week Tony was pretty
much confined to the hospital. He was
getting pretty bored. He couldn’t wait for
the time to come when he would be able to
get hospital passes to leave for the day, and
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eventually for the weekends. In the
meantime, the hospital administrative staff
had been to see him. They asked him where
he wanted to be reassigned. Of course,
Tony said, “Right here in Japan!” They
were a little surprised at his request, but the
next thing he knew, he had orders to report
to the 35th Tactical Fight Squadron at
Yokota Air Base, five miles from
Tachikawa. God had taken care of Tony
again.
Finally, he got a pass to leave the
hospital. He could have taken a bus to the
main gate, but a taxi was a lot quicker. You
can imagine the look on Junko’s face when
Tony opened the door and entered the Bee
Hive Bar. Surely she had thought that she
would never see Tony again. She was a
little speechless. Then she noticed his cast.
Tony milked his injury for everything he
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possibly could. They had a great time that
night, but because it was his first pass and
because it was a weeknight, he had to return
to the hospital. Eventually, he began
spending every weekend at her house. She
would take off from her job at the bar and
play nursemaid to Tony. He loved it!
After a few weeks, it was time to
remove the cast. Tony did not have any
expectation that the nerve had been
successfully reconnected. Plus, he was not a
very good patient. He was supposed to
basically keep his arm immobilized, but
there were times when Junko was just a little
too rambunctious, if you can believe Tony.
As it turned out, he was right. Despite
considerable therapy, his hand was no more
useful than it was prior to surgery. The
doctor expressed his regrets and offered to
try again, but the tone of his voice indicated
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to Tony that he really didn’t think it would
be worthwhile. Tony told the doctor that he
might be interested again some time in the
future, but for now he was tired of the
hospital and just wanted to get on to his
assignment at Yokota. So, it was agreed
that Tony would return to the clinic again in
six months for reevaluation. Actually, six
months later there was still no change and
he had become accustomed to using his right
hand, rather than the left. So, he just
decided to forego any additional operations.
Eventually, when Tony retired from the Air
Force, he received a ten percent disability
rating from the Veterans Administration for
the loss of full use of the hand.
When he finally left the hospital to report
to his new assignment, he thought he had
seen the last of it. Who could have
imagined that a few years later his first
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daughter would be born there? And, who
could ever have imagined that a couple of
years after that, he would return to the
hospital as Commander of all the enlisted
personnel. But, I’m getting ahead of myself,
so back to Tony’s story.
He went by bus from Tachikawa to
Yokota, reported into the Personnel Office,
did the necessary processing and then
reported to his new unit. Luckily for him,
his rating as a Postal Specialist was only
temporary, and his job at the 35th Tactical
Fighter Squadron was to be as an
administrative specialist in the Operations
Section. To his surprise, when he arrived at
the unit he was told that he was one of only
a few people currently assigned to the unit.
The unit’s aircraft and pilots were in the
process of converting from the F-105
Fighter to the F-4 Phantom Jet Fighters.
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That turned out to be a good deal for Tony,
because he was able to quickly learn the job,
meet the few people assigned, and basically
establish himself in the unit.
In the process, he became particularly
good friends with the First Sergeant, John.
He is another one of those many people who
took care of Tony on his way up. The First
Sergeant was particularly impressed with
Tony’s rapid promotion to Staff Sergeant
and his injury. Shortly after Tony’s arrival,
he was summoned to the Wing headquarters,
along with John. The Wing Commander
had set up an awards ceremony for several
newcomers to the base, including Tony.
Most of the award recipients were officers,
receiving the Air Force Commendation
Medal for duty at their previous
assignments. Tony’s award, as the
Commander pointed out for all to hear, was
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unique. He was given a higher award, the
Bronze Star Medal for Meritorious Service
in a Combat Zone. Colonel T. was still
looking after him. Now, Tony would insist
that I make this point clear right now. It was
not the Bronze Star Medal awarded for
Valor in Combat. Medals such as that went
to guys like Billy, Bugs., and even the Army
grunt who had punched Tony out at Tony’s
promotion party. It was for “meritorious
service”, that is, for doing his job more than
well, a job that just happened to be located
in a combat zone. Tony did his job pretty
well, but he would want everyone to know
he was absolutely not a hero. Have you got
that?
John laughed about the contradiction in
Tony’s Air Force persona, and his off-duty
antics. He was also very curious about
Junko. He couldn’t understand how Tony
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had become a “kept” man in only a few days
in Japan. They both had a good laugh when
Tony told him the story about meeting
Junko while in Japan on R & R, and
spending most of his time in the hospital,
actually out of the hospital with Junko. It
also explained for him, and Tony’s
roommates in the barracks, why it was that
he had never slept in his barracks bed.
Actually, he would have rented a room and
lived by himself to avoid spending time in
the barracks. Remember what I said was his
worst memory of Vietnam?
During the next couple of months Tony
spent a lot of time with John. John
introduced him to a friend of his who was
selling a car that he had just brought over
from the United States. This was late 1967,
and here Tony was, because he had saved
considerable money in Vietnam and had
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also received a pretty good bonus when he
re-enlisted, able to buy a 1965 Volkswagen.
Tony was enjoying life. Wonderful girl
friend, nice car, great job, good friends, and
money! The money situation was a far cry
from his first assignment in Japan.
His direct supervisor in the Operations
Section was a young Lieutenant who had
recently finished a tour in Vietnam. He was
one of the first pilots assigned to the unit,
and spent a lot of time checking out the fly
ability of the Phantoms as they arrived from
other bases. Can you imagine? The
Lieutenant, who by the way was a really
great guy, survived Vietnam, only to crash
and burn while test flying one of the
Phantoms at Yokota. He came in too high,
overshot the runway, and crashed into some
high voltage electric lines north of the base.
His death really came as a shock to
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everyone. It really affected Tony. He began
to think seriously about what he was going
to do with the rest of his life. Up until that
time, the Air Force had truly been an
adventure, but Tony never seriously thought
he would make it a career.
Well, Tony shared his thoughts with
John. He too took the Lieutenant's death
quite hard. They spent quite a few hours
talking. They both agreed that if Tony was
going to stay in the Air Force, he should try
to change to another Air Force Specialty.
Neither of them saw much future in Tony’s
continuing as an administrative specialist.
So, the injury to his hand turned out to be a
blessing in disguise. In order to be fully
qualified as an administrative specialist, you
had to have the ability to type 60 words per
minute. It made no difference that you
never typed at all in your job. The
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mandatory requirement was 60 words per
minute. Now, with no feeling in his left
hand and an inability to move his fingers
laterally, how could he possibly type that
fast, let alone without error?
John introduced Tony to the NCOIC of
the Wing Maintenance Training Control
Branch. He and Tony hit it off right away.
He was really knowledgeable about the ins
and outs of retraining. But, he wanted Tony
to work for him. So, after some convincing
by both Johns, Tony decided to retrain into
the Maintenance Training career field. John
had the paperwork processed and approved
before Tony could change his mind. The
next thing Tony knew, he was the NCOIC of
Maintenance Standardization and Evaluation
Testing. It was his job to administer the
testing program for the thousand or so
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aircraft maintenance specialist assigned to
Yokota.
It was a wonderful job, particularly
because the maintenance guys came to
believe that Tony actually knew something
about aircraft maintenance systems, which
of course, he did not. Working for Tony
was Sgt. Bill. Bill was a little older than
Tony, and married with two children. He
was a great family man, sportsman, and
friend. Unfortunately, he was not
particularly bright, but he was a hard
worker. He often asked Tony for advice
about how he could get ahead in the Air
Force. He had about twice as much service
time as Tony did, yet Tony outranked him.
Tony remembers his profound advice to
him, even to this day. Tony said, “You
know Bill, everyday you and I walk to the
Post Office and then to lunch together. Did
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you happen to notice that the tree on the
corner is gone?” Of course, Bill replied,
“What tree?” To that Tony said, “That’s the
problem. You don’t look beyond what
you’re doing right now. Everything and
every day is the same to you. You never
question, you have no curiosity, and you
only react.” Well, Bill was a little upset
with Tony’s apparent put down, but several
weeks later, he granted that Tony was
probably correct. From that point, Tony
sensed a change in Bill. He began to
question. He questioned not only about
today, but tomorrow, and the next day as
well. Much as Tony has always done
himself.
Actually, Tony only gave Bill the advice
because he asked. In retrospect, Tony thinks
he was really advising himself. Tony
mentioned this little anecdote because it
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brought to mind a discovery he made about
the Japanese during all his years in Japan.
To Tony, they just don’t seem to have any
natural curiosity. Trying to get a Japanese
person to engage in lengthy conversation is
next to impossible. As any English teacher
will tell you, the Japanese are adept at
answering questions designed to illicit
detailed responses with only a simple “Yes”
or “No”, or more often “Maybe”. In the last
few years Tony has become a little obsessed
with observing the Japanese. One thing he
has noticed again and again, is their absolute
skill at avoiding eye contact, and avoiding
conversation. Tony observes that they
almost always walk with their eyes facing
the ground. When they enter elevators they
don’t look to see if anyone else is running
for the elevator before promptly pushing the
“Door Close” button. To avoid eye contact,
and therefore conversation, on the train, they
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close their eyes and feign sleeping. It’s all
really quite interesting once you get used to
behavior that you might at first consider
rude. Tony also observed that one good
thing about the avoidance of eye contact was
that it made for great girl watching. Even if
the girl sensed that you were staring at her,
she would avoid looking at you directly, and
therefore, wouldn’t usually give you one of
the scowls that an American woman might
give you. This is according to Tony.
So, in some respects Tony attributed
Bill’s lack of success to a “head in the sand”
type attitude to things going on around him.
And perhaps much of Tony’s success has
been due to his unending questioning and
reasoning about things around him. Tony
recalls that many, many times when
supervisors prepared evaluations of his
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performance over the years, the word
“perception” came up again and again.
Now by commenting on this
phenomenon as it applies to the Japanese,
Tony would not want to sound like he is
criticizing. Simply stated, the Japanese
guard their privacy and mind their own
business. That is quite in contrast to we
Westerners. Many Japanese would probably
say that we are unreasonably nosy, and we
would counter by saying that what they
mistake for being intrusive questioning is
just our natural curiosity about those we
meet. This is again, according to Tony.
Sometimes in Tony’s university classes
(more on his career as an educator later) he
tries to incite debate by sharing his
observations. He usually doesn’t get much
disagreement, and of course, the students are
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too kind to turn the discussion towards
criticism of Americans. One little
experiment Tony always likes to try on them
is to ask them the name of the student they
are sitting next to. You wouldn’t believe
how many times Tony gets a blank stare in
response. Of course, he then asks them to
introduce themselves. But, Tony can’t help
but feel it is strange that two people can sit
next to each other in a classroom for weeks
without knowing each other’s names. Only
once was he proven wrong. Satoko-san, a
first year student of Tony’s in a class of
about forty students, was a particularly good
student. She genuinely wanted to learn to
speak English, actually was quite good at it,
and she had a great sense of humor. So
Tony tried his experiment with her. To his
surprise, and the surprise of her classmates,
she was able to announce the name of every
student in the class, apologizing at the end
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because in the case of one student, she knew
only his family name. She was definitely
the exception. And it’s not only university
students. Tony has tried the same
experiment with much smaller Business
English classes in various Japanese
companies with the same result. Tony
concludes that the general attitude is that
they would only bother to find out such
private information as a classmates’,
coworkers’, or neighbors’ name on a “need
to know basis”.
Back to the story! For the next four
years Tony continued to work in Training
Control. Eventually, through attrition, he
became the Branch NCOIC. He enjoyed
considerable respect in the unit and in
particular from the Colonel in charge of
Wing Aircraft Maintenance. But, Tony
continued to lead a little bit of a Dr. Jeckel
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and Mr. Hyde existence. That is, on the job,
he was as dedicated as the next man. Off
the job was another story.
He continued his relationship with Junko.
In fact, he moved in with her completely.
Occasionally they would have a lover’s
quarrel, and she would throw him and all his
clothes out the door. Usually, after a few
days or weeks they would be back together
again. Tony used the same story on Junko
that he used on Katy, that is, the one about
his being reluctantly married to a girl back
home because of his daughter. Tony was
not sure she really believed him, but she
never pressed him about marriage. That’s
because she had a secret of her own that will
be revealed shortly. Anyway, despite their
many spats, usually about Tony’s
unwillingness to part with money, they
continued together for almost three years.
189

In many ways, she was every man’s dream.
She was a couple of years older than Tony,
and everyone who knew her wondered what
an attractive woman like her was doing with
Tony. She never seriously bothered Tony for
money, and in-fact she was generous in
spending her own money on him. She
continued to work at the Bee Hive all the
while they were together. Now, she was not
perfect. She liked to drink and gamble.
And, she was a little bit of a nymphomaniac
(which is not a bad thing, is it?).
It was during the times that Junko threw
Tony out that he managed to get into the
most trouble. He began hanging out in the
bars in Fussa, the city outside of Yokota Air
Base. There was one girl in particular that
he was smitten with. Her name was Yukari
and she worked in the Playgirl Bar. The
problem was, she was not attracted to Tony.
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Tony spent a lot of time, effort, and money
trying to win her over. But, she had a
boyfriend named Pete. Pete and Tony later
became friends, but during the time Tony
was trying to win her over, Pete and Tony
were not friends at all. At one point, in
desperation, Tony asked her to marry him.
And for a short time, she was ready to do it.
Tony had gone so far as to tell his mother
and other family members that he was going
to get married. Thank God, Pete let Tony
know that during the time Tony thought they
were engaged, she was cheating with Pete.
Those who know a little something of the
story, still tease him to this day about the
major mistake he almost made. By the way,
she eventually married Pete, moved to the
United States, and they had two children
together. Then they divorced. Pete retained
custody of the children, and Yukari returned
to Japan to her old lifestyle. She actually
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came to Tony’s work place one time after he
was commissioned. Apparently her plan
was to get Tony to end his marriage for her.
As they say, Tony might be dumb, but he’s
not stupid.
During the times that Junko threw Tony
out, she managed to keep tabs on him
through the bar hostess grapevine. She
seemed to always know exactly where Tony
was and when he was there. One night she
called the bar in Fussa where he was
drinking with his friends. She wanted Tony
to come back to the house. The problem
was, Tony was drunk, and too dumb to let
being drunk stop him from jumping into his
Volkswagen and heading out for Tachikawa.
It was about ten kilometers from the bar to
Junko’s house along a dark, narrow, twolane country road. Along each side of the
road was an open dirt ditch, similar to a
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storm drain. The GIs called the ditches,
“Benjo Ditches”. Benjo is a Japanese slang
word for toilet. Anyway, there he was doing
about twice the speed limit and he was
drunk as he could be.
When he saw the lights coming in the
opposite direction, he panicked, and lost
control. The next thing Tony knew, the car
was upside down and plowing through the
Benjo ditch. The windshield was gone and
all the dirt from the ditch was flying in while
the car continued sliding. It finally stopped
when it hit a utility pole, but not before
wiping out a farmer’s small footbridge that
he used to get across the Benjo ditch.
Tony crawled out through the space
where the windshield had been, and in the
process severely lacerated his arm on the
broken glass. When Tony stood up to
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survey the damage, he could see a strip of
skin about one inch wide and six inches long
hanging from his arm. He was covered
with dirt from the Benjo ditch from head to
foot. It wasn’t long before he could hear the
sounds of a police siren. Fortunately for
Tony, someone from the base had seen the
accident and immediately called for an
ambulance from the Tachikawa Hospital.
Even more fortunate for Tony was the fact
that the ambulance arrived before the police
did. They whisked Tony into the ambulance
and to the hospital before the police,
Japanese or Air Force, had a chance to see
or speak to him.
When Tony got to the Emergency Room
the technicians and doctor set about the
painful process of cleaning the wound. The
amount of dirt in the wound was
unbelievable. To say that the Volkswagen
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plowed the farmer’s field is not an over
statement. The doctor kept Tony in the
Emergency Operating Room for about six
hours. He was actually finished with his
work in about an hour and Tony spent the
remainder of the time sleeping. All that
while, an Air Force Policeman was waiting
outside to interview him. The doctor knew
Tony was drunk and he knew the serious
trouble Tony would be in if the policeman
found out. Tony will always be thankful for
the doctor’s stall tactics. He probably saved
Tony from a sure demotion. But the bad
news was - Tony no longer had a car. Plus,
he had to pay for the farmer’s bridge, and
for the electric company to restore power in
the area that was knocked out when Tony hit
the utility pole.
Not having a car put his relationship with
Junko in a difficult way. Of course, she was
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very sympathetic to his injuries. The real
problem was that Tony no longer had
transportation. That made it almost
impossible to get to her house every evening
and return every morning. So, they decided
that they would just be together on the
weekends. They continued like that for
several weeks until Tony was able to buy
another car. Do you remember Pete, the guy
who eventually married Yukari? Well, as I
said before, Pete and Tony became pretty
good friends. Pete had the hottest Honda
convertible sports car you could imagine.
Cherry Apple red, racing stripes, red and
white striped upholstery, white top and boot.
He sold it to Tony and Tony was back in
business again. Everywhere Tony went in
that car, people’s heads turned, including
that of his future wife, but more on that
later.
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Now you may recall that one of Junko’s
passions was gambling. Not just casual
gambling. She was well known throughout
Tachikawa City. In fact, through her Tony
became friendly with many small time
Yakuza (gangsters). This turned out to be
fortunate for Tony. One night Tony was
driving his Honda down one of the alleys in
the bar district. He had no Stop Sign when
he approached a small intersection;
unfortunately neither did the driver
approaching the same intersection from the
left. Of course, neither of them stopped and
the result was they collided. As usual, it
was a big problem for Tony, because he had
been drinking. Normally, such an accident
would be ruled a “no fault” accident, since
neither of them had a Stop Sign. But, the
fact that Tony was drinking would have
tipped the balance in the other driver’s
favor.
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They both got out and surveyed the
damage. Tony heard the other driver ask a
bystander to call the police, and shortly after
that Tony could hear the siren of the police
car in the distance. Within seconds, one of
the Yakuza that Tony had met through
Junko arrived on the scene and began
shouting at the other driver. Tony doesn’t
know exactly what was said, but when the
police arrived, Tony’s Yakuza friend did all
the talking and the other driver admitted to
being at fault. Saved again!
In early 1968, Tony began to think
seriously about giving college another try.
His boss encouraged him to go to school as
a way to do something productive off duty,
besides chase women in Fussa. Even Junko
was encouraging Tony to do something. So,
he went to the Base Education Center and
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enrolled in Accounting I. There were times
during the course that he was tempted to
drop out, but he stuck with it and passed
with a “C”. Then he took Accounting II and
got another “C”. Tony soon realized that at
the rate of one course per semester, it would
take him at least eight years to finish. So, he
took a chance and registered for two
courses. That meant four nights per week,
from 6:00 until 9:00. But, once he made up
his mind, for some reason, he was able to
plow ahead. Actually, he received another
“C”, but in the other course, he got an “A”.
The rest is history. Tony began taking
courses in March 1968 and fours years later,
in March 1972, he graduated -- with
“Honors” and a 3.4 Grade Point Average,
thank you very much. Tony would not want
you to think it was easy, because it was not.
Some semesters he actually attended classes
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six days per week. And often, the courses
he needed were not available at Yokota, so
he would have to travel to other bases in the
area to pick up the courses. The thing that
kept Tony going was the encouragement he
got from his peers, supervisors, and even
Junko, every time he was named to the
University of Maryland Dean’s List. Also,
was the nagging understanding that if he
stayed enlisted and achieved the highest
enlisted rank, he would still not be making
much money. Junko was a big supporter,
often forcing Tony to study when he really
didn’t want to. For some reason, she knew
all about the University of Maryland, and
she would often tell Tony that if he wanted
to continue getting ahead in the Air Force,
education was the key. Now the reason why
she knew all this is a part of her secret,
which I will get to soon. By the way, Tony
was no longer with Junko when it came to
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the last couple of years in University.
Tony’s future wife took over where Junko
left off. In fact, on the day they got married,
Tony had to return to the base in time to
take a Math Mid-term Examination. She
often reminded Tony that when their first
daughter was an infant, he wasn’t much help
to her because he left the house everyday at
six in the morning and returned at ten in the
evening. Even on Saturdays Tony was
attending classes.
Perhaps now is the time to reveal Junko’s
secret. It was in early 1970. Life with
Junko was pretty simple. She and Tony had
no problems to speak of, and Tony was
generally keeping out of trouble by working
at the job and attending classes. One
Saturday afternoon, after Junko had already
left to go to work, there was a loud knocking
on the door. Tony peered through the
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window to see who it was and got the shock
of his life. There were two American men
standing at the door. One was in uniform.
Tony could see that he was a First Sergeant.
Tony did not recognize either of them and
could not imagine what they were doing at
Junko’s house. They knocked again and
Tony summoned the courage to open the
door. The uniformed man introduced
himself as being the First Sergeant of the
Medical Squadron at Tachikawa Air Base.
The other man introduced himself as John,
Junko’s husband. Tony is sure the blood
drained from his face when he heard that.
To his surprise, they didn’t ask Tony who he
was or why he was there. Apparently, they
already knew all that. They asked to speak
to Junko. When Tony said she wasn’t there,
John asked Tony where she was, and after
Tony told him, he simply said “thank you”
and “good-bye”. After they left, Tony sat
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down on the couch and tried to calm down.
He couldn’t believe what had just happened.
Junko was married. Tony later found that
she had been married since shortly before he
first met her. She married John just before
he left Japan for reassignment to the United
States. The plan was that she would join
him after he got settled into his new
assignment. But, she never did. Instead,
she spent three years living with Tony and
keeping her secret. No wonder she never
pressured Tony about getting married.
After Tony recovered his composure he
decided that he had better get out of there
right away. He had no idea what was going
to happen, but he feared the worst and could
see his Air Force career disappearing before
his very eyes. So, Tony packed all his
clothes into the Honda and never looked
back as he drove off to the dormitory at
203

Yokota Air Base. He spent the next few
weeks jumping every time the telephone
rang in the office. But, eventually, it all
seemed to be just a memory and he put it out
of his mind.
Certainly, classes took up much of his
time. And, he still had an Air Force job to
do, which he did pretty well. There was
quite a cast of characters who worked for
Tony in the Training Control Section over
the years. They supported Tony and he
supported them. But, one of the most
influential was Ms. Togashi, a middle aged
mother of two. Tony first met her when he
went to work for Master Sergeant John right
after he retrained. Many people came and
went over the five years Tony was at
Yokota, but Mrs. Togashi was there from
the beginning until the end. She nicknamed
Tony her “naughty son”. She witnessed all
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the trials and tribulations with Junko, saw
Tony get into and out of trouble a number of
times, his accidents, his successes on the
job, as well as his failures, and finally in the
end, she was directly responsible for Tony
meeting and marrying his wife.
Of course, Tony confided in Mrs.
Togashi about what had happened with
Junko. She expressed much sympathy for
his predicament, but her words of
consolation were interspersed with frequent
smiling and laughing. Mrs. Togashi had a
plan that she had already set in motion.
That plan involved Tony’s future wife. I’ll
get to it in the next chapter. In the
meantime, indulge me by reading about one
last incident in which Tony did not “get
away free”.
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Earlier, I mentioned that in the late
sixties the “drug culture” was alive and well
in the G.I. bar districts of Japan. It seemed
like every bar hostess in Fussa was taking
one kind or another of “uppers”. And, it
was not unusual for them to slip one into the
drink of an unsuspecting customer. The
unsuspecting customer, on one occasion,
was of course, Tony. He doesn’t know
when it happened. But, he does remember
lifting his head up from the bar. Apparently,
he had passed out. At the time he had
forgotten that he was no longer with Junko.
For some reason he left the bar and in his
stupor he got into a taxi. Tony thought that
he was going to Junko’s house. Tony
remembers a brief skirmish with some Air
Force military police and then waking up in
a holding cell at the military police station.
The details of what had happened, he got
from his First Sergeant who came to bail
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him out. Apparently, he had been
belligerent to the taxi driver, and instead of
taking him to Junko’s house, the driver took
him to the Main Gate of Yokota Air Base
where Tony promptly refused to pay him,
and then got physical, first with the driver,
then with the Japanese National Security
Guard at the gate, and finally with the U.S.
military police.
Tony couldn’t believe he was actually in
jail. And, he absolutely could not believe he
had done all that he was alleged to have
done. The First Sergeant told him to go to
the dormitory and stay out of trouble, and
that he would be in touch with Tony soon
regarding punishment. Tony was sick with
worry. He was also convinced that this time
his Air Force career had really come to an
end. There was no getting out of this one.
He told no one about what had happened
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and tried to resume his job as if nothing had
happened.
A few days later he was called to the
Squadron Commander’s office. Just Tony’s
luck, the Squadron Commander had been
reassigned a few weeks prior, and the
“acting commander” was a Captain on
temporary duty from the Security Police
Squadron. Among the charges against
Tony, which included “drunk and disorderly
in station”, and “failure to pay a just debt”,
were charges of “assaulting a police officer
and resisting arrest”. It was one of the
Captain’s police officers that Tony had
assaulted.
Unbeknownst to Tony, the Colonel in
charge of the Maintenance Division had
interceded. Despite the Captain’s wanting
to have Tony before a court martial, Tony
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was instead offered what the military calls
non-judicial punishment. If Tony agreed to
the charges, the commander would punish
him, and that would be the end of it, except
that it would be a “blemish” on Tony’s
record. So, Tony agreed to the punishment,
which included a monetary fine and a
suspended demotion. If Tony behaved
himself for the next six months he would
retain his Staff Sergeant rank, if not, he
would be automatically reduced to Sergeant.
Before deciding to sign and accept the
official punishment, the commander advised
Tony to seek legal counsel. Stupid Tony,
since he could not remember the events of
that night, assumed that he was guilty as
charged and accepted the punishment
without getting legal advice. His father had
taught him to “take your punishment like a
man”, and that is what Tony did.
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And that was a mistake. You see,
around the time that this incident occurred
Tony was taking Business Law courses at
the university, and his instructor was one of
the Base Staff Judge Advocates (lawyers).
At the time Tony was too embarrassed to
tell the lawyer what happened. But one
evening, during a break, the lawyer asked
Tony about it. It seems some legal
documents had crossed his desk with Tony’s
name on them. Tony reluctantly told him
the story. He was upset with Tony right
away, not because of the incident, but
because Tony had waived legal counsel. He
said he could have easily defended Tony.
That in fact, there was a number of cases
occurring around the same time in which Air
Force guys had been unwittingly drugged by
bar girls. He said he could easily have
shown that Tony was not responsible for his
drugged condition, and therefore not
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responsible for his subsequent misbehavior.
Oh well, as far as Tony was concerned, what
was done was done.
The real disappointment was yet to come.
While serving a “suspended demotion”,
according to the rules, one is rendered
ineligible for promotion. Guess what?
While serving the suspension Tony was
selected for promotion to Technical
Sergeant. The left hand didn’t know what
the right hand was doing. In any event, the
Commander and First Sergeant promptly
had Tony’s name stricken from the
promotion list. Tony felt miserable at the
time, but he had the last laugh, so to speak.
When the six months were up, a new
promotion cycle had occurred, and he was
promoted again. The First Sergeant tried to
have him removed from the list again, but
this time he was up against Tony’s Colonel
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boss. So, there was Tony, a Technical
Sergeant at the age of twenty-four, with less
than seven years service, a feat most did not
accomplish until they had considerably more
time in service.
Actually, he got to the First Sergeant and
Commander three more times, once when
they found that he was getting married, then
when Tony graduated from the University of
Maryland, and then, when they found out
Tony had been accepted for Officers
Training School. You see, the First
Sergeant and the Squadron Commander had
taken considerable heat from Tony’s boss
and Tony’s boss’s boss when Tony accepted
the non-judicial punishment. Both the
Commander and First Sergeant were
convinced that Tony got what was coming
to him, and Tony’s bosses were just as
convinced that they had over reacted.
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Anyway, can you believe it? Tony got to
the Commander one more time. It was less
than two years later, after Tony had been
commissioned and was at his first duty
assignment, Air University, at Maxwell Air
Force Base in Alabama. One day Tony was
in the barbershop and getting his shoes
shined. Suddenly, he looked over at the
barber chairs and noticed a familiar face. It
was none other than the officer, now a
Major, who had given him the suspended
reduction punishment. You just know that
Tony could not suppress his smile. Tony is
certain his former Commander saw him, but,
they never made eye contact and Tony never
acknowledged him. Tony left the
barbershop feeling just a little bit smug.
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Chapter Nine - The Girl Next Door
Mothers throughout the world tell their
daughters that men are basically animals,
and that they are after one thing only. If you
give in to them too willingly, they accept
and move on to their next prey. They
caution their daughters to hold out, because
once a man meets a woman that will not
give in to him so easily, he ends up
marrying her. Such was the case with Tony
and the proverbial “girl next door”.
She graduated from high school in 1968.
Her brother-in-law was a supervisor in the
Data Entry Section of the Maintenance
Analysis Branch. Her brother-in-law
trained and supervised the data entry
operators. It was natural, Tony supposes,
that he managed to get her a job in the
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section. Actually, the first time Tony saw
her was around 1969 when he drove past her
and her friend in his Honda sports car. He
looked in the rear view mirror and he could
tell they were commenting on him, or the
car, or both. Nevertheless, at the time he
didn’t know who she was or where she
worked, and of course, he was living with
Junko at the time.
Sometime in late 1969 the powers that
be decided to move the Training Control
Branch to another building. The building
was recently renovated and the intent was to
bring together a number of maintenance
management branches under one roof. So
they moved. At the same time, her section
moved into the same building. It was then
that Mrs. Togashi set her plan into motion.
Tony got into the habit of playing with the
ladies in the data entry section. At first, it
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was just friendly banter and teasing. And,
he would always compliment his future on
her miniskirts. Of course, she didn’t really
understand what Tony was saying because
she did not speak English. Often times,
during the morning, he would stop by the
bakery to pick up donuts for Mrs. Togashi
and himself. One day Mrs. Togashi
suggested that he pick up some for the girls
in the data entry section as well. So, he did.
That was the beginning. Of course Mrs.
Togashi would make a big deal of Tony’s
generosity, and was always building him up
to the girls in the data section, and his future
wife in particular.
This went on for about six months, but
Tony was still living with Junko until that
fateful day when her husband showed up.
Mrs. Togashi was in her glory now, because
she knew Tony had moved back to the
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dormitory and was available. At first she
would just make seemingly casual
comments about Tony asking his future to
go out with him. Soon she became more
insistent. Finally, Tony and his future
started dating. At first the dates were very
innocent, the movies, the Noncommissioned
Officers Club, dinner, and parks. It was a
much different situation than it had been
with Katy, Junko, Yukari, or any of the
other women Tony had been with. He felt
like he was dating the “girl next door”,
which actually, he was, because the data
entry section was right next-door. Bill was
as persistent as Mrs. Togashi about making
sure Tony continued to date his future and
treat her right. As was said earlier, Bill was
a family man and both he and Mrs. Togashi
had decided that Tony’s playing days were
over.
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Eventually, a couple of months into their
dating, Tony returned to his former style,
and they ended up spending the night
together in a hotel. She had called her
mother and told her she was spending the
night at her friend’s house. Well, that night
marked the beginning. It was shortly after
that they began talking about marriage. Of
course there was a small problem. Her
parents, and more importantly, her older
brothers would never hear of it. They had
already become aware that she and Tony
were dating because her brother-in-law had
told them. Her brother-in-law did not paint
a pretty picture regarding Tony’s character.
Of course, he was right, but he could have
kept quiet. Another problem was that she
already had a Japanese boyfriend, arranged
by her father. Ouch! But, she and Tony
continued to fall in love (or was it lust –
more later) and eventually she decided that
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she was going to marry Tony no matter what
her family said or did.
The first step was for her to move into
the Female Japanese Employee’s Dormitory
on the base. They continued to date, while
she continued to battle her family to get
permission to marry. Her family was
absolutely against it. Her father even
became sick over it. They continued dating.
Tony was very happy walking hand in hand
with his future from the dormitory to the
club and the many other places they went
together. Tony had resigned himself to
making the big step. In those days, before
permission could be granted to marry, the
military required that the prospective spouse
undergo a background investigation. When
the investigator contacted her family, the
proverbial s_ _ _ hit the fan. Her two older
brothers had vowed that they would claim to
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be communists to prevent the approval from
going through. She was alerted that her
brothers were coming to the base to take her
home. But, she pre-empted them and went
to her older sister’s home to try to get her
and her husband’s help. She stayed there for
several days, long enough for Bill and Tony
to find an apartment. When they finally
found the apartment, Tony got word to his
future through Mrs. Togashi. In the middle
of the night, she slipped out of her sister’s
house through a window. At first she went
to Mrs. Togashi’s house and then the next
day she and Tony moved into their
apartment.
It was a neat little apartment, new, and
the rent was about $75.00 (that was in 1970
when the exchange rate was 360 Yen to the
dollar). They managed to furnish the place,
all two rooms of it, with donations from her
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friends and his. Within a few days, after
several trips to the Base Exchange store and
the commissary store, they had set up
housekeeping.
During those few days and the next
several weeks, everyone in her family was
out looking for her. Her sister’s husband
literally walked the streets of Fussa trying to
find them. His persistence paid off and he
did finally find them. To his credit, he
would only tell her family that he had found
them, and that she was safe, but he did not
tell them where they were. He had decided,
after talking with Mrs. Togashi, that she and
Tony were really serious about getting
married. He supported them then, as he did
throughout their marriage. And, he was
successful in eventually getting her parents
to accept the inevitable.
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After a month or so had passed, she
finally agreed, through her sister, to allow
her mother to visit them at the apartment.
When her mother came, they spent hours
talking, and after that, her mother became
their greatest ally. As a matter of fact, her
mother bought the wedding ring that Tony
wore during their entire forty-year marriage.
The next step was to get to her father. It
was decided that her childhood friend and
her husband would go with them to see her
father. She felt that having her best friend,
who was the same age and already had a
daughter of her own, along would make the
confrontation easier.
They finally arrived by car in her village,
which was located in the Okutama
Mountains on the very edge of Tokyo. To
get to the house, which was located on a
small plateau on the other side of the Tama
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River, they had to park and walk across a
footbridge suspended high above the river.
Tony thought he was stepping back into
another time. As they approached the house
Tony really became scared. The house itself
was over one hundred years old, built by her
grand father. Her father, who at the time
was sixty years old, had been born in the
house and lived there all his life. Even
thirty-five years later, Tony still loved going
to that house. The house now belongs to her
oldest brother, to eventually be passed to his
oldest son. It has been renovated and
modernized several times since they
married. And, the footbridge has been
replaced with a concrete bridge that can now
be driven across. Nevertheless, it will
always be another place in time for Tony.
Her mother was very welcoming and did
her best to make them comfortable. Finally,
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it was just her father and Tony. Here was
Tony, in another place and time in the
world, Tony speaking very little Japanese
and her father speaking no English. In a
manner of sorts, Tony asked him for his
daughter’s hand in marriage. Her father
used the phrase, “Yoroshiku
Onegaishimasu”, a thousand times during
their conversation. Tony took the phrase
eventually to mean, “Please take care of my
daughter”. At first Tony thought he was
saying, “please take a hike”, but, since he
poured Tony a glass of beer each time he
said it, Tony finally decided that he too had
accepted the inevitable. Once her father had
been satisfied, life became a lot easier. Her
two older brothers and two older sisters
suddenly cast aside all their objections, and
all was right with the world. Apparently her
family now realized that Tony was not a
foreign monster.
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Now, you must understand that her
family’s initial objections were certainly
understandable. Tony’s future wife was an
“Opps!” baby. Instead of having one father
and one mother, she had two additional
fathers and two additional mothers. You
see, there is twenty-year difference between
her and her oldest sister and ten years
difference between her and her next oldest
brother. Tony has pretty much figured out
over the years, that she (whose name comes
from a real Japanese princess) was a
princess to her brothers and sisters. Tony is
certain that they spoiled her in every way
imaginable. In fact, they continue to spoil
her throughout the marriage. You can
imagine how they felt when they discovered
that their “princess” had been stolen away
by a gaigin (foreigner).
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That initial resistance was short lived.
No man has a right to marry into a more
supportive family. It is true that
international marriages are difficult in terms
of cultural differences. Theirs was always
difficult. Even after thirty-five years of
marriage they had difficulties bridging the
culture gaps. Nevertheless, her family was
with them for all those many years. As
grandparents and uncles and aunts to their
children they were unbelievable. Tony says
that even to this day, he feels closer to her
family than he ever did to his own.
A college professor friend of Tony’s
from the University of Maryland, Joe ,
stayed at her family’s house for a weekend
about a year after they were married. Joe
had lived in a cabin in upstate New York
when he was writing his Doctoral
dissertation. He was a real romantic, and he
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equated her family home to “the cabin in the
woods” from Thoreau. He could not get
over the irony of the fifth child of a working
class man from Boston traveling thousands
of miles and marrying the fifth child of a
working class man from Japan..
Now that the dust had settled, and
permission from the family was granted, it
was only a matter of time for the
investigation to be finalized. Tony’s future
returned to her job in the data entry section,
Tony continued his studies at the University
of Maryland, and all was well with the
world. Finally, the investigation was
complete and they had finished the
processing at the hospital, family services
and the chaplain’s office. They decided
upon November 6th, 1970 to make the trip
to the American Embassy for no other
reason than it happened to be convenient at
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the time. Tony recruited Jack, a friend and
fellow Noncommissioned Officer and his
wife to serve as their witnesses. Jack was
the brother of George, who was a classmate
back in Tony’s Stoneham school days. Jack
was also married to a Japanese woman.
They all remained friends for quite a while,
but eventually lost track of each other, as
often happens to military people.
On November 6th they made the train
trip to the American Embassy in Tokyo.
There were several couples ahead of them,
so they just sat and waited. Tony was sure
his soon to be wife was having second
thoughts, as was he, but eventually their turn
came and they both signed in the designated
locations on the marriage forms. The next
stop was the local government ward office
(city hall). The Japanese clerk responsible
for registering marriages seemed to really
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enjoy his job. He actually recited a poem in
Japanese about marriage, sang a song, and
got the entire office staff to join in applause
when she and Tony signed the register.
Finally, he gave them copies of a couple of
poems he had written and a copy of the
Wedding Certificate written in Japanese.
Well, now they were officially married.
They hurried off for a quick wedding lunch
for the four of them to celebrate, and then
dashed to the train to get back to Fussa.
You see, Tony had a mid-term examination
in mathematics to take that night. He simply
could not be absent. So, on their wedding
night, Tony’s bride was home alone, and he
was off to school. In fact, after class he was
so excited about getting married that his
good friend Rick and Tony stopped by the
club to celebrate. One drink led to another
and the next thing Tony knew he was on the
telephone calling his brother in California to
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tell him the news. And, that was basically
how Tony’s own family became aware that
he was now married.
There were a lot of people who were
surprised that Tony had finally married, but
they were even more surprised about who he
had married. All his friends, including the
First Sergeant who was mentioned earlier,
were sure that Tony would end up married
to some “lady of the night”. But, Tony had
married the “girl next door”. Even Junko
found out about their marriage. One day
when Tony went into his office he saw a
note on his desk. “Tony is a fink!” it said,
printed in the unmistakable handwriting of
Junko. Apparently she asked a friend of
hers to deliver it to Tony.
A couple of weeks later, Tony’s new
family decided to have a Wedding Party. It
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was at the party that he first came to realize
what a wonderful and close-knit family he
had married into. That little house was
packed that day with brothers, sisters, aunts,
uncles, and cousins. Even Mrs. Togashi was
there because it was, after all, she who got
this whole thing started. The more the beer
flowed, the more uninhibited everyone
became. There were many speeches, much
dancing, singing, and unbelievable bonding
going on at “the little cabin in the woods”
that day.
After that, Tony and his bride settled into
married life, happy in the knowledge that
her family had accepted their marriage. She
returned to work, and Tony returned to his
university studies. One night when Tony
came home from class, and as was his habit,
he turned on the gas heater for the bathtub.
It was a Japanese style apartment and
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bathtub. Water had to be heated by a
propane gas-heating element attached to the
bathtub. The tub had a cover that remained
closed while heating and when the tub was
not in use. That night, Tony failed to check
to see if there was any water in the tub
before starting the water heater. And of
course, as luck would have it, there was no
water. Tony and his bride were in the small
kitchen studying his Japanese lesson when
they started to smell something strange.
Neither of them could imagine what it was.
Almost at the same time they stood up and
opened the bathroom door. Their Japanese
tub had been reduced to melted plastic and
smoke began to fill the apartment. Luckily
they caught it before it damaged more than
the tub. She called her mother in a panic, as
she often did. And as her mother often did,
she came to their rescue. Tony’s brother-inlaw worked for Sanyo Electric. The very
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next morning her mother and brother
showed up at the apartment, replaced the
tub, and the landlord or other apartment
residents never knew. Throughout their
marriage Tony’s mother-in-law was
generous to a fault, and bailed them out of
difficulties more times than Tony can
recount.
They celebrated their first Christmas
together in that little apartment complete
with an artificial Christmas tree. Tony
lavished Christmas presents upon his bride
that first Christmas, in much the same way
that parents do with their children. But, she
had a special Christmas present for Tony. I
mentioned earlier the events of their
wedding day, and the fact that they had no
wedding or honeymoon in the traditional
sense. But, they must have done something
traditional, because almost nine months to
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the day from their wedding day, their
wonderful daughter was born.
When she first realized she was pregnant,
she immediately called her mother. During
the first couple of months of the pregnancy,
her mother spent much time with them,
often spending the night. She wanted to be
absolutely sure that her daughter had a
healthy pregnancy. It was quite an
experience for Tony to watch a new life
grow inside his wife. Tony recalls that not
only was she extremely pretty during her
pregnancy, but also extremely strong.
Sometimes it looked like she had swallowed
Mt. Fuji. As she got bigger, Tony began to
realize her talent for sewing. She actually
made most of her own maternity clothes.
She continued working in the data entry
section right up until her delivery date.
Actually, she was still being paid for a
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couple of months after the delivery, thanks
to the generosity of the Japanese
Government, but then she resigned once and
for all.
She received her prenatal care at the
clinic on Yokota Air Base. However,
because she would deliver at the Tachikawa
Hospital, they were required to go there a
month early to attend a special orientation
class to familiarize them with the delivery
process and procedures. On the day they
attended, they were walking down the main
corridor when Tony suddenly recognized a
man walking towards them from the other
direction. As he got closer, he knew who it
was. It was John, Junko’s husband. Tony
immediately broke out in a cold sweat,
fearing that Junko’s husband would confront
him right there. To Tony’s surprise, when
they got closer he simply smiled and said,
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“Good morning!”. Tony’s wife asked him
who the guy was, and Tony answered that
he was just a friend.
One day the mother to be came out of the
bathroom at the apartment and announced,
all too calmly, that her water had broken.
They were told that the baby was due in
early July and they were hoping that she
would be born on the Fourth of July,
Independence Day! Perhaps the new baby
had decided that she didn’t want to share her
birthday with America, so she held out until
the next day. They were ready, and had
already packed a bag. Off they went, first to
the clinic by car, and then to the hospital by
ambulance. Luckily there was no traffic and
the whole trip took less than one hour.
Upon arrival she was whisked into the Labor
Room and Tony was told to wait in the
Expectant Fathers Waiting Room. In less
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than an hour a nurse came to bring Tony
back to the Postpartum Room to introduce
him to his new daughter. It was
overwhelming. Tony couldn’t contain the
tears of happiness. The new daughter
wasted no time in being born. She did
decide to come out feet first, rather than
head first, but she was absolutely the
healthiest and most beautiful baby that was
ever born. Tony stayed with his bride and
daughter for a while, but he was anxious to
get back home and start spreading the news.
The nurses asked if they had decided
upon a name. They named her Tammy
Patricia. She was named “Tammy” for the
character played by Debbie Reynolds in the
movie of the same name. And “Patricia”
from Tony’s mother’s middle name. The
nurses asked him what the name would have
been if Tammy were a boy instead of a girl.
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He told them that they had not considered a
boy’s name because they just knew it would
be a girl. Many times people have asked
Tony if he was disappointed that he had no
sons. The answer is always an emphatic
“NO!”. When pressed, Tony would explain
that he did not want to go through the pain
and trouble of raising a son who might be
just like himself. He remembered being
picked upon by other boys in school, and the
fact that he was never good in sports, and
the fact that the girls were always attracted
to other boys. Tony’s memories of his own
childhood convinced him that he did not
want to risk the possibility of a son
experiencing the same. Girls are what Tony
ordered, and girls are what God gave Tony
and his wife.
It was on the drive back to the apartment
that day that it all came crashing down upon
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Tony. He cried tears of happiness, but also
tears of fear. Together, Tony and his wife
had created a life. The realization of that
responsibility was just too much for Tony.
He prayed to God that day. He asked for the
strength of character needed to be a good
father and he vowed that he would become
the best father possible and provide Tammy
with every advantage she deserved. He
knew then that he had to finish university
and become an officer.
Of course, Tony’s mother-in-law and
sisters-in-law spent much time with them for
the next few weeks. Tony’s wife was up
and about in no time. And Tammy was just
as happy and healthy as could be. They
continued living in the apartment for several
more months. They were basically a happy
little family. And Tammy was spoiled by
all the family in every way imaginable.
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One of the courses Tony was taking at
the time at university was Elementary
Japanese. There were about fifteen students
in the class, which was taught by a Japanese
high school teacher, working part-time for
the university. He was also a Methodist
minister. It did not take him long to realize
that much of the Japanese Tony used in
class was actually inappropriate for men to
use. As you know, all Tony’s time in Japan
prior to meeting his wife was spent amongst
the “woman of the night”. All the Japanese
he had learned up until then was learned
from the ladies. Even his wife would tease
him about some of the Japanese feminine
expressions he used. The fact that she spoke
very little English helped Tony in that
course and the three courses that followed.
Actually, he received the grade of “A” in
Japanese I, II, III, and IV. That was no easy
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feat given that the teacher was particularly
demanding. By the time Tony got to
Japanese IV, there were only two of the
original fifteen class members. Tony and his
wife would stay up late every night while
she drilled him and helped him to master
each course.
It was during that time that they decided
that they wanted Tammy to be bilingual.
They did no research, instead they just
decided that Mom would speak only
Japanese to Tammy and Tony would speak
only English. At the time Tony had no
knowledge of the theories about second
language acquisition. They just decided. Of
course, Tony knows that some so called
experts argue that a child should become
fully developed in their first language before
attempting a second language. They say
that the learning of a second language at the
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same time will only interfere with the first
language development. Tony would not
argue with the experts, but he can say that
Tammy, and then Treacy after her, heard
both Japanese and English from the time she
was born until she entered Kindergarten.
Admittedly, when she began to speak, it
was predominantly in Japanese. But, she
always understood Tony and answered him
in English - most of the time. When Tammy
did begin attending Kindergarten, the
teacher mentioned to Tony one day her
dismay that Tammy was a quiet and shy girl
and that she didn’t seem to understand
English nursery rhymes. She then advised
Tony that Tammy should only be hearing
and speaking English at home. Tony
politely disagreed. He pointed out that the
shyness was typical behavior for the
Japanese culture, and he suggested that with
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so many mixed Japanese and American
children in the class, that she might consider
using Japanese nursery rhymes, in English.
Tony also pointed out that Tammy regularly
played with her little English only friends in
the neighborhood and had no problems.
Regardless of what the experts say, Tammy
grew up bilingual. In fact, she graduated
from the University of California and is now
an executive working for a major health care
company in New York City, with a sixfigure income. Learning two languages at
the same time certainly didn’t hurt her, and
perhaps even helped her, by exercising her
brain just a little more. And Treacy, two
years younger, also graduated from the
University of California, spent a year at
International Christian University in Japan,
worked for the Mayor of Izumo, Shimanae
Prefecture, had her own Japanese language
cable television show, and weekly
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newspaper column, and scored the highest
level on the National Japanese Language
Test. She is now an executive at the
Discovery Channel in London, England.
Tony’s methods do not seem to have hurt
their language development. I have
digressed. Now back to the story.
As winter of 1971 turned into spring,
Tony and his bride decided that they would
not be able to bear the summer humidity if
they stayed in that apartment. So, they
applied for base housing and a few weeks
later they were offered a two-bedroom
apartment at the Green Park Housing
Annex. The apartment was absolutely great
for the three of them. The apartment was
one of about six hundred, all within the
same four-storied building. During the war
it was an aircraft production factory. You
can’t imagine. Within this building there
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was a base exchange, commissary, chapel,
officer’s club, noncommissioned officers
club, medical clinic, dental clinic, and
several other community support functions.
And very close by, outside of the building,
was the elementary school. All the
conveniences you could want and all under
one roof. There were rumors that some
American wives spent their entire tour
within the building and compound, never
venturing out into the Japanese community
that was only steps away. Now that is sad!
One draw back about living at Green
Park was the commute to Yokota every day
to work. It was usually about an hour,
sometimes more, each way. Nevertheless,
Tony’s bride loved it because it was located
between Kichijoji and Mitaka, on the Chuo
Line. She had gone to high school in
Okigubo, also on the Chuo Line. But, the
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drive was a killer for Tony. Often times he
would leave the apartment at six in the
morning to try to beat the traffic. Most
nights he would not get home until ten
because of his classes. But, they settled into
a routine and really enjoyed living at Green
Park. Every weekend, one or more of
family members came to visit, or they went
to visit them.
Another drawback was that Green Park
was also quite a way from the hospital at
Tachikawa. One Saturday, after Tammy
had eaten her baby food breakfast, she
suddenly began to swell. Every part of her
body was swollen within thirty minutes.
Tony couldn’t even recognize her. The
Green Park clinic was closed for the
weekend, and Tony was not about to wait
for an ambulance to come all the way from
Tachikawa. They were in complete panic,
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just knowing that they were going to lose
Tammy. Tony turned a normally one hour
or more drive into a thirty minute drive,
running stop lights, passing every car on the
road, lights flashing. When they got to the
Tachikawa Emergency Room Tony didn’t
even park the car. He took Tammy from her
mother’s arms and went running into the
ER, expecting everyone would spring into
action. Actually, the technicians and doctor
were quite calm. After about ten minutes of
examination and monitoring the doctor
appeared and calmly told them that Tammy
had merely had a reaction to some food item
that she ate. Her vital signs were all fine
and the swelling had already begun to
subside. Thank God!! They never did
figure out what had caused the reaction, but
they had their Tammy back.
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All was well with the world again until
Tony came up with the idea that he wanted
to bring his mother to live with them. He
had this idea that since his father had died
she was having a difficult time financially.
Tony had been sending her a small amount
of money each month. Money, which Tony
later learned, was used to finance her trip to
Ireland and to pay for gifts to his sister’s son
and loans to his sister and her husband. But,
at the time Tony didn’t know that. What he
did know was that she was working and
taking care of his brother Lawrence.
Lawrence, two years older than Tony,
had been battling one disease or another
ever since he was born. He spent more time
in hospitals than out. At the time, the
diseases that took brother Arthur’s life when
he was eleven years old and Tony was six
years old, and eventually took Lawrence’s
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life as well, were unknown mysteries to the
doctors. Many years later it was determined
that the diseases were probably a result of
environmental pollution in the ground water
under the house where they both lived
shortly after their birth.
At the time Tony decided to have mother
come to live with them, Lawrence was being
taken care of financially by the government,
and he was also working. Tony just had this
naive notion that mother needed a break in
her life, and that Tony would provide that
break. Big mistake! Tony had no idea at
the time that his wife was against the idea
from the beginning. She gave no clue,
either directly or indirectly. But, she was
from a new generation of Japanese woman.
A generation which did not want anything to
do with the idea of taking care of one’s
husband’s aging parents. But, as far as
249

Tony knew, she thought it was a wonderful
idea.
So, Tony sent her a one-way ticket. She
made arrangements for Lawrence to live in a
studio apartment close to where his sister
lived, and tied up her other loose ends. She
stopped in California on the way to visit
with Tony’s older brother Peter, her
“favorite” son, who by the way was not
contributing to her support, and the next
thing Tony knew, she was arriving at
Haneda Airport.
The first couple of weeks were the
honeymoon phase. Everyone got along
well. Mother met all of the Japanese family,
who despite their inability to speak or
understand English, went out of their way to
make her feel comfortable and welcome.
But soon the honeymoon was over. Tony’s
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wife bore the brunt of the “ugly American”,
because of course, Tony was off to work and
school everyday. Mother soon settled into a
routine of sleeping until ten or eleven each
day, taking a leisurely bath, expecting to be
served “brunch”, and then hijacking Tammy
to take her for afternoon walks. Those
walks turned into hours, during which time
Tammy was often sitting or sleeping in a
soiled diaper. Of course, Tony’s wife would
wait patiently, some times frantically, in the
apartment for the “queen” to return.
Invariably, when she entered the apartment
she would announce that Tammy needed a
diaper change. After that she would settle
into a chair in the living room to read one of
her romance novels. In the meantime,
Tony’s wife would put Tammy down for a
nap and try to enjoy a little time watching
television. This was impossible to do
because the “queen” would immediately
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begin asking her questions about the
program. Please remember, his wife’s
English was almost nonexistent, and of
course, in those days all the television
programs were in Japanese.
A good friend of Tony’s, at the time,
Tom, invited them all to his house for
Thanksgiving Dinner. Tom had listened to
Tony’s laments about living with the
“queen”, and decided that maybe he could
help by introducing her to his own wife, also
Japanese, and his children. It was about a
two-hour drive to Tom’s house. At the time
Tony was driving a Honda mini car. If you
think the Honda Civic is small, believe me,
it’s a bus compared to that Honda mini car.
Of course the “queen” sat in the front seat,
quite comfortable, and gabbed the whole
way. Meanwhile Tammy and her mother
were crammed in the back seat. When they
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finally arrived, his wife needed to be helped
out of the car, and she could barely stand.
The “queen” had a great time gabbing away
all afternoon with Tom and his wife, all the
while ignoring Tony’s wife.
	
 
Tony’s wife did her best, but she soon
realized that the only way to avoid the stress
was to lie down in her bedroom with
Tammy and take a nap herself. It wasn’t
long before the “queen” became bored and
became friendly with their neighbors. The
neighbors were not the kind of people that
Tony would have included in their circle of
friends. But the “queen” was happy as
could be. A couple of nights per week she
would announce she was having dinner with
her friends, and the next thing they knew,
she was going out almost every night. Often
she would come home smelling of alcohol,
and one night she didn’t make it to the
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bathroom before vomiting in the hallway.
Of course, Tony’s wife cleaned it up, but
instead of the “queen” thanking her, she
turned belligerent. Now of course, Tony
was not there when this all went on, but
from that point until they finally sent her
packing, a month or so later, Tony’s wife
never spoke another word to her.
When she finally opened up and told
Tony about the “nightmare” she was living,
Tony confronted the “queen”. Gently at
first, but within minutes he finally told her
she was no longer welcome, and that as soon
as he could come up with the airfare she
would have to leave. Finally, it was decided
that she would leave right after Christmas
because she “felt an obligation to spend
Tammy’s first Christmas with her grand
daughter.” It was a great Christmas for the
“queen”. His wife had not told her family
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about the many problems of living with the
“queen”. Her family thought that all was
well. That Christmas they all came for
dinner, and they all had Christmas presents
for the “queen”. Of course, all those
wonderful gifts eventually became gifts
from the “queen” to her friends back in the
states.
The day for the “queen” to leave finally
arrived. It was early in the morning. The
“queen” woke up, prepared herself, put her
bags in the hallway, and announced that she
was ready to go. Tony’s wife stayed in the
bedroom with Tammy. Finally, when she
was certain that Tony and his mother were
about to leave, she came out of the room,
wished her a safe trip, and allowed the
“queen” to kiss Tammy good-bye. That
drive to the airport was the quietest Tony
had heard the “queen” since her arrival. He
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tried to be civil, but it was hard to hide his
disappointment. He did tell her he was sorry
things didn’t work out. She tried to use the
drive as an opportunity to attack his wife,
but Tony would have not have it at all. She
finally realized it was over and remained
quiet. Tony got her to the boarding area at
the airport, said his good byes, and left her
there. And that was the end of it.
Up to this point I have referred to Tony’s
mother as the “queen”. You haven’t heard
the last of her. In future chapters you will
revisit her a couple of more times.
However, in the future I will be referring to
her as “Rita P.”. Before she finally left, one
of the many things she scolded Tony about
was his habit of addressing the envelope
when writing letters to her. He never gave it
a thought before she scolded him. He was
in the habit of addressing the envelope to
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Mrs. Herbert S. She made it clear to Tony
that she was Mrs. Rita P. ...... And that is
how Tony addressed her from then until she
passed away many years later. Even later,
when Tony’s wife was really irritated with
Tony and wanted to get in a good jab, she
called him “Rita P.”. Enough about Rita P.
for now! As I said, you will meet up with
her again.
In the next few months things returned to
normal. His wife was no longer depressed,
and Tony was about to finish his studies at
the university. Finally, in March 1972, four
years after he had gotten serious about
university, he finished all his one hundred
twenty semester hour requirements. It was a
miracle. Funny thing was, when he stopped
by the administration office to file his
graduation application, everyone in the
office seemed a little surprised. Several
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times they asked Tony if he was sure he had
completed all the requirements. Tony
wanted to shout at them, but he remained
calm. They even called the Director into the
discussion. This was the same Director that
warned Tony in the beginning that he would
have to be serious and work hard to
graduate, given that he was a high school
dropout. Maybe they just weren’t paying
attention during the four years.
This might be a good time for me to give
you one of Tony’s favorite lines. Many
times he has been asked over the years how
it was that he was able to graduate from
university with “honors”, never having
graduated from high school. First, Tony
explains that the Stoneham school system
that he attended for elementary, junior, and
part of high school has been consistently
named among the best in the entire United
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States. Then he explains that most products
of the Stoneham schools learn more in nine
years than the rest of the country learns in
twelve years. And finally, he tells them that
the six “blue haired ladies” from elementary
school taught him everything he ever needed
to know. By the way, he can still remember
their names - Ms. Gloveski, Ms. Verell, Ms.
McDonough, Ms. Buck, Ms. Berry, and Ms.
Abbott. From Tony and me -- Thank you
ladies!
It was great for Tony to finally have his
nights and weekends free. They could
finally become a real family. But, always
thinking about the future, and remembering
the promise he made to Tammy when she
was born, he quietly submitted his
application to attend Officers Training
School. The only ones who knew he applied
were his immediately senior officer and the
259

personnel clerk. He didn’t tell anyone else,
because he didn’t want to deal with the
embarrassment if he was not selected. Tony
didn’t need, or ask for, his First Sergeant’s
or Squadron Commander’s endorsement.
The University of Maryland held its Far
East Division Graduation Ceremony in June.
It was a proud night for Tony and for his inlaws. Her father, mother, brothers, and
brothers-in-law all attended. Her sisters
stayed at the apartment to baby-sit Tammy.
Her father was unbelievably excited. First
of all, because he had never been in a
military Officers Club before and second,
because he was so proud. He understood
none of the speeches that night, but he did
understand that his “gaigin” son-in-law had
done something good. Of course in Tony’s
own speech, he attributed his success in
university to his wife, who had spent much
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time at home alone during his school days.
He didn’t thank Junko, but in retrospect, he
should have because she also helped a lot.
After the ceremony, his father-in-law took
them all out to a restaurant for more
celebration. It was a wonderful night. By
the way, Tony never even got so much as a
congratulations card from any member of
his own family.
Shortly after that, he received notification
that he had been accepted to attend the
three-month Officers Training School in San
Antonio Texas,. After that, he was told, he
would become an Education Staff Officer at
the Air University located at Maxwell Air
Force Base in Alabama. Tony wishes he
could have been a “fly on the wall” to see
the expression on the First Sergeant’s face
when he got the news.
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When the news got around, there was a
steady stream of well-wishers coming by the
office. Enlisted people are always happy to
see one of their own beat the system and
“make it”. During the next several weeks,
Tony and wife made their plans. She and
Tammy would stay at her parent’s home
during the three months. Their household
goods would be packed and shipped to
Maxwell AFB by the government. He even
started a physical conditioning program to
be sure that he was in shape when he got to
the school - do you remember the Richard
Gere movie “Officer and a Gentleman”?
So, in July 1972, right after Tammy’s
first birthday, off he went to San Antonio, to
become an officer and a gentleman.
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Chapter Ten - The Lieutenant
When Tony first arrived at Officer’s
Training School he was simply too busy to
even think about his wife and Tammy back
in Japan. He arrived in uniform because he
wanted to make sure the staff knew he was
an enlisted person training to be an officer.
But of course, they already knew that. The
first thing they did was send Tony into a
room with some other new officer trainees
(OTs) and had them remove Tony’s stripes.
The idea was that Tony was to think only of
moving up, and to forget the past. But of
course, the stripes had been on the shirt
through many launderings, so the outline of
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the Technical Sergeant stripes was clearly
visible.
The trainees were assigned to dormitory
rooms, two men to a room. Luckily, Tony’s
roommate and he hit it off pretty well from
the start, and they helped each other quite a
bit over the next few months to get through
the course and to graduate. If you have ever
seen the movie, “An Officer and a
Gentleman” in which Richard Gere played
the part of a Navy officer trainee, you have
some idea of what the training was all about.
Except for the intense Texas summer heat,
the training was pretty uneventful.
Well, almost uneventful. There were two
major physical fitness requirements to be
passed by all trainees. One was the mile and
a half run in less than twelve minutes and
the other was the requirement to swim twice
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the width of the pool (100 yards) unassisted.
The run was not a problem since Tony was
in pretty good shape and had been training
back in Japan in anticipation of the
requirement. But, the swimming was
another story altogether. All Tony could
think about was that his inability to swim
kept him from earning the Life Saving Merit
Badge in Boy Scouts, and that kept him one
merit badge from the highest rank of Eagle
Scout. Now, that inability was going to
possibly keep him from becoming an
officer. He confided in the Training Captain
about his problem and together they decided
that since Tony was not going to go to pilot
training, the ability to swim took on a little
less significance. The Captain finally
decided that the requirement was to swim
twice the width of the pool unassisted, but
the requirement did not specify specific
swimming strokes or style.
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On the day of the test Tony waited
anxiously in line, watching all those young
and recently graduated college men and
woman effortlessly swim. Then came
Tony’s turn! First, he decided that after he
dove in, he would stay under water as long
as possible. When he finally came to the
surface he was a good distance across the
pool. He eventually made it, but he must
have looked a sight. First the side stroke,
then the backstroke, and finally the dog
paddle. But, Tony made it! The cheers
from his classmates were great, and
knowing that they supported him made it all
that much easier to finish the rest of the
course.
One weekend, when they finally had
earned enough merits to get a weekend pass,
a friend of Tony’s who had his car with him,
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agreed to take Tony to the local Chevrolet
dealer so that Tony could buy a car. In
Japan, he had already decided upon the car
he wanted and had made arrangements with
the bank for financing. (I mention this
story here because it’s a story Tony often
shared with his Nissan Motors business
English students when they good-naturedly
compare Japanese and American car
quality.) Tony talked with the salesman for
a long time, and eventually they both agreed
on a price. Tony test drove the car a few
miles and made his decision. When he left
the dealership he was the proud owner of a
brand new 1972 Chevrolet Malibu. He
would have liked to drive the car all
weekend and explore Texas, but the rules
were that he had to get it back to the base,
register it, and park it until he could get
another weekend pass.
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The very next weekend, he got a pass and
immediately jumped in his new car for some
serious driving. No sooner had he turned
the first corner, than he heard a clanking
sound, metal on metal, coming from
somewhere near the rear of the car. Every
turn he made, the same sound! Tony was
mad and wondered out loud, between
expletives, how could this possibly be! He
immediately headed for the dealership. I’ll
skip the dialogue and make a long story
short. After only a few minutes, the
mechanic came to the salesperson’s office
and announced that the problem was fixed.
What problem? One of the lug nuts that
hold the wheel to the car had come off and
was rattling around inside the wheel cover.
As the mechanic walked away laughing he
told Tony that the car was probably
assembled on a Friday afternoon, when
factory workers were in a hurry to get to the
268

local bar, or on a Monday morning when the
factory workers were hung-over from
having gone to the local bar. The moral of
the story, never buy a car assembled on
Friday afternoon or Monday morning. The
story always got a good laugh from the
Nissan students.
One day when the trainees were all
seated waiting for class to start, Captain T.
entered the room carrying a copy of The Air
Force Times, the unofficial newspaper of the
Air Force. When he got to the front of the
room, he asked Tony to stand while he
began reading about the new enlisted
promotions that were announced in the
newspaper. Finally, when he got to the
Master Sergeant list, he announced Tony’s
name. The class broke into applause and
cheers. Of course, it was anticlimactic,
since of course, Tony was going to become
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a Second Lieutenant and he would never
assume the rank of Master Sergeant. Still,
Tony was proud that the instructor and his
classmates knew that he had made the rank
of Master Sergeant with less than ten years
service.
Another day, they all went to the Officers
Open Mess to celebrate his promotion
(actually, non-promotion). Everyone was
overly generous in buying Tony drinks, and
the next thing he knew he was on the
telephone to Japan talking to his wife and
Tammy. Of course, Tammy had no clue
because she was still only one year old. As
is tradition among Japanese families, the
phone was passed from person to person
until eventually Tony was talking with his
father-in-law. In his limited Japanese, and
having drunk far too many beers, Tony
began to sob and tell him how much he
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loved him and all sorts of other mushy stuff.
I guess in his own way, he felt like he was
talking to his own father. But, her father
never forgot that day and spoke of it many
times in the years to come.
Finally, graduation and commissioning
day came. Hats in the air, just like in the
movies! By the way, Tony graduated as a
designated “Superior Graduate”. Did you
expect any less? There was only one Honor
Graduate in the class of several hundred.
But, Superior Graduate was important
because it guaranteed that they (there were a
few of them) would be automatically
granted Regular Commissions in the Air
Force. Basically, it was an assurance of
tenure. Although his plan at the time was to
only stay long enough to retire at twenty
years service, being a Regular Officer
provided that Tony could stay longer if he
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wanted. At that point his plan was to retire
as a Captain with twenty years service. As
you will see later, that plan was ultimately
revised.
Anyway, after their good byes and
promises to keep in touch, they each headed
off to new assignments. Tony drove to
Montgomery Alabama and within only a
few days, had checked into his new
assignment and found a place to live for the
family. Then, it was off to Japan to get his
wife and Tammy and bring them back to
Alabama.
True to his past record, he did not let
them know exactly when he would arrive.
He just showed up at her father’s house by
taxi. When he slid open the door, stepped
into the entrance hall “genkan”, and
announced he was back “tadaima”, the first
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person Tony saw was Tammy, eating cake,
with more on her face than in her mouth. It
was the most wonderful sight in the world.
She looked at Tony, instantly recognized
him, and came running to give him a kiss
and hug with her sticky hands. Of course,
Tony’s new officer uniform got a little
messy, but he didn’t care.
They stayed at her father’s house another
week. They visited all the relatives and
many of Tony’s former friends, superiors,
and subordinates at Yokota Air Base. And
of course, Tony made up for the twelve
weeks apart (Treacy was born nine months
later). Finally, they were off to Alabama
and their new life.
Many gaigins (foreigners), including
Tony, often lament the seemingly
insurmountable culture shock experienced in
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coming to Japan. It is nothing compared to
what his wife must have experienced on her
very first trip to the United States. After a
long flight to Travis Air Force Base in
northern California, a bus ride to San
Francisco International Airport and another
flight to Atlanta, Georgia and finally to
Montgomery, Alabama, they arrived late at
night. To say that the airport was located in
the “boon docks” is an understatement. Can
you imagine the thoughts going through her
head as they got off the airplane and walked
to the terminal building? There were
probably no more than twenty passengers on
the flight. The air terminal itself was
practically deserted.
They finally claimed their baggage and
left the terminal to find a taxi. Now, you
must understand that taxies in Alabama
were nowhere near the class of taxies in
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Japan. The drivers didn’t wear crisp
uniforms, and the taxies looked as if they
had seen much better days. The driver, an
elderly black man, tried his best to be
friendly, but Tony could tell that his wife
was scared to death. The drive from the
airport to the house was only thirty minutes,
but it seemed longer because there was
nothing to see outside the window as they
drove along. Everything was dark, quite
unlike the drive from Haneda or Narita
Airports. Surely she must have thought she
had arrived at the end of the world.
Tony could see that she was genuinely
relived when they arrived at their new home.
In the few days Tony was there before he
went to pick up her and Tammy in Japan, he
had received their household goods
shipment from Japan, and had bought a
bedroom set and a few other essentials to set
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up housekeeping. So, when they entered the
house, at least things looked a little familiar
to her.
They got Tammy down to sleep in her
new bed and then they collapsed into bed
themselves. Surely, Tony’s wife had
unpleasant dreams that night, and perhaps
shed a few tears as well. But, the next day
they were up and about and tackling all the
chores that go with moving into a new
home. In short order, they met the
neighbors, checked out the local shopping,
and tried without luck to find a Japanese
restaurant. But, after Tony started into his
new job at the base, he found that she and
Tammy went out most afternoons exploring
the local neighborhood. Despite her
inability to speak more than a few words in
English, she had a knack for making friends.
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In the meantime, Tony was learning his
new job as an Education Staff Officer in the
Directorate of Junior Reserve Officer
Training Corps (JROTC) programs.
Basically, JROTC is a prepackaged training
course in military science that the Air Force
placed in high schools around the country.
The curriculum and instructors were, and
still are, provided by the Air Force. Tony’s
job was to market the program to new high
schools. It was a great job because it
allowed Tony to travel around the country
visiting high schools. The down side was
that his wife and Tammy were left home
alone. But, as has always been Tony’s good
fortune, he had great supervisors. In this
case, Lt. Colonel Otis Loosier and Colonel
John Summers. They and their wives went
out of their way to take care of Tony’s wife
and Tammy.
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After several months, they were finally
able to move into a large two bedroom
duplex on the base. It was great for the
family, primarily because of the great
neighbors. I guess you could say that his
wife was put into an immersion language
program in that she had no choice but to try
to speak and understand English. They
both knew however, that there would be
other Japanese wives living on base, and
sure enough it was not long before she had
several Japanese friends. One Japanese
friend, the wife of a retiree, actually owned
a Japanese restaurant and grocery store a
few miles from the base. So, their time in
Montgomery turned out to be pretty
enjoyable, despite their initial misgivings.
Remember all those nights and
weekends Tony spent getting his
undergraduate degree? It was a strange
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thing about that kind of schedule. When it’s
over you enjoy the free time, but eventually
you begin to get the feeling that you might
be wasting time. The feeling got to Tony.
He decided that since he was an Education
Officer that he ought to have a Masters
Degree in Education. Plus, it had been in
the back of his mind since his undergraduate
days that when he retired he would like to
become a public school teacher. So, he
enrolled in the Masters program at Troy
State University and began again with
classes several nights per week and
weekends.
It took only one year to complete the
program, but even during that short period it
was a wonderful experience. Most of
Tony’s classmates were practicing teachers
and administrators in the Montgomery
School System. Montgomery, like many
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other schools in the south, had a history of
racial segregation in the schools. Even
when Tony was there, they were only
beginning to become integrated. One
classmate in particular, a black man who
was principal of a formerly all white school,
and Tony hit it off quite well. He was
interested in Tony’s stories about Japan and
in particular Tony’s experiences with
racism.
He was also interested in Tony’s opinion
that all high school teachers should be
required to experience the world of work or
the military before being allowed to teach in
the classroom. Tony explained that he
thought too many teachers were guilty of
favoring students who were just like
themselves. Most of the teachers Tony
recalled from high school were themselves
members of the “in crowd” in school,
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excelling at sports or other “in” activities,
and from middle and upper class families.
He couldn’t recall any teachers from the
“greaser” groups, that is, the kids from “the
other side of the tracks”. Of course, the “in
crowd” kids went on to university, only to
return as teachers themselves, and
perpetuate the cycle of ignoring those who
were not like themselves. That was, and is
still, Tony’s opinion.
Over the course of the year, the black
principal, as well as many of the other
teachers and Tony became very good
friends. I suppose they found it interesting
that the student who could have been named
“least likely to succeed” in the high school
yearbook, had in fact succeeded. They spent
many interesting times together and Tony
was invited to visit them in their schools on
many occasions. Tony got as much
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education from them in their classrooms as
he got from his classes. In the end, Tony
was named to “Who is Who Among
Students in American Universities and
Colleges” for the year 1972, based on the
nomination of the black principal and the
endorsement of Tony’s classmates.
Of course, Tony’s wife was also
particularly busy, because as I said earlier,
Treacy had been “made in Japan”. Her next
big challenge was to deliver a child in a
hospital where nobody spoke Japanese and
where her mother was unable to assist. But,
not to worry, military hospitals have been
dealing with similar situations for a long
time. And of course, as was the case when
Tammy was born, Tony could not have been
happier that Treacy turned out to be a girl.
The nurses couldn’t believe that a woman as
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tiny as Tony’s wife had given birth to a
nine-pound girl.
Shortly after they took Treacy home from
the hospital, Tony had to make a trip to
Okinawa to make a presentation to the
Department of Defense high school
administrators. It was great in that he was
able to stop off for a few days to visit with
his in-laws in Japan. But, something had
happened with Treacy and when Tony
called home from her parent’s house, his
wife told him that Treacy had been
readmitted to the hospital for “failure to
thrive”. Tony was in shock at the news,
primarily because he didn’t really
understand what “failure to thrive meant”.
He was convinced Treacy was going to die.
Needless to say, he was on the first airplane
home, praying and worrying all the way.
But, he needn’t have worried so. His boss
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and his boss’s family, as well as the
neighbors, had rallied around to give her
support, and by the time Tony got there
Treacy was back home, happy as could be.
Thank God! Shortly after that, they made
the decision that they had two wonderful
daughters, and that was enough. Tony
certainly did not want to risk the possibility
of having a son, so they decided Tony would
have a vasectomy. And that was it! By the
way, according to Tony, it was the worst
pain he had ever felt in his life. Worse than
the injury in Vietnam!
As I said, Tony had a great job, great
superiors, and the family was happy. But,
he began to think about the future. He knew
that there were many officers at Air
University who spent their entire careers
going back and forth between assignments
at training bases, Air University, and
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Headquarters U.S. Air Force. With his
current specialty, there was no possibility of
being stationed in Japan again. So, he began
to look around at other career fields, and
started talking with his colleagues in the
office. Finally, his good friend, Major Paul,
suggested that Tony look into the Medical
Service Corps. He convinced Tony that not
only was it a good job in the Air Force, but
upon retirement it was a good job in the
civilian world as well. As Major Paul
suggested, Tony decided to “go with the
money” and apply for the Medical Service
Corps. Much to everyone’s surprise, he was
selected.
Soon the four of them were off to
Wichita Falls, Texas for three months of
specialized training in health care
management. If Tony’s wife thought
Montgomery was the end of the world, she
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was wrong. Wichita Falls, in the panhandle
of northern Texas was the end of the world.
It was so flat and desolate that you could
just look out the window and see absolutely
nothing for miles and miles, except the flat
prairie. Well, it was only for three months.
Nothing very exciting happened during that
time. Eventually they were on their way
back to their first medical assignment.
Guess where? Fifty miles down the
highway from Montgomery, to Craig Air
Force Base in Selma, Alabama. Yes, the
place where the famous civil rights freedom
march to Montgomery began, led by Martin
Luther King himself.
Of course, things were changing in the
Deep South in those days. No longer was it
illegal for a white person and black or Asian
person to marry together. Actually, they
kind of enjoyed their brief assignment in
286

Selma. They lived in a nice little twobedroom bungalow on base. Occasionally
they visited friends in Montgomery. The
neighbors were great, and of course the job
was too. Sometimes they would get in the
car and drive around the back roads of
Selma. It was another world. Dirt roads,
old shanty houses, black people sitting out
on the porch visiting with friends and
relatives! It was really the deep south of
legend.
But, you know Tony. He was still
determined to get the family back to Japan.
One of the prime reasons he became a
Medical Service Officer was because he
knew that there were many assignment
possibilities to Japan, what with the
Tachikawa Hospital and many clinics spread
around the Kanto Plain. So, one day he
called his Assignment Management Officer
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at the Air Force Personnel Center. He didn’t
know Tony, and Tony didn’t know him. He
was a black Major from the north. He did
know that Tony’s wife was Japanese. He
asked Tony if they had experienced any
racial discrimination. Tony told him that
not only had they not had any bad
experiences, moreover everyone was
especially kind to them. He asked Tony to
think about his answer and then he asked
again. The light went on in Tony’s head.
He understood what the Assignment
Manager was fishing for. This time Tony
said yes, perhaps they had experienced a
little discrimination. Within two weeks
Tony had assignment orders for Japan.
They were in Selma for a grand total of six
months. Tony will always be thankful to
that Major.
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It’s probably a good thing they moved
quickly. Tammy was beginning to speak
more and more, and as she did, she was
developing a southern accent. That was
probably from playing outside with the
neighborhood children everyday. She was a
happy little girl, and not at all shy. One day
two black men were painting the outside
trim on their house. Tammy was interested
and the next thing Tony heard was “Hey
man, what ya’ll doing?” Tony knew it was
time to move on!
Oh, just so you know, Tony didn’t spend
all his time plotting to get back to Japan. He
spent some time working too! Actually, he
received the Air Force Commendation and
was named Junior Officer of the Year at Air
University. Tony also received the same
medal for his job performance and a
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promotion to First Lieutenant while at Craig
in Selma.
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Chapter Eleven - Welcome Home, Yet
Again!
So, almost two years to the day that they
left, they were on their way back to Japan.
For Tony, as much as his wife, it was like
returning home again. He was to be the
Medical Squadron Section Commander at
the Tachikawa Hospital. You remember the
Tachikawa Hospital. The same place Tony
was treated for his Vietnam injury, the same
place that Tony accidentally ran into
Junko’s husband, and the same place that
Tammy was born.
At the time, there were about five
hundred enlisted personnel assigned to the
hospital. They were medical technicians,
administrative personnel, and various other
support personnel necessary to make a
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hospital operate. The officers, that is the
doctors, nurses, and other allied health
professionals reported to the Hospital
Commander and the enlisted reported to
Tony. Actually, his job was more akin to
Human Resources or Personnel Officer. It
was a job that most medical service officers
tried to avoid because it was not seen as a
pure health care management job. Plus, you
had to deal with all the discipline problems
that enlisted people get into. Perhaps you
recall some of Tony’s own problems as an
enlisted person. I guess the old adage was
about to come true, that is, “what goes
around comes around”. But, I’ll get to that
later.
They decided to live with her parents
until they could move into base housing.
They knew it would only be a short time,
and it was a good opportunity for her mother
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to enjoy her grand children. So, every
morning for about three months, Tony drove
the long distance between her home in the
Okutama Mountains to the hospital at
Tachikawa Air Base. The up side was that
Tony was able to drop her father off at his
place of work every morning. They got to
know each other very well in those three
months. Sometimes Tony would look over
to the passenger seat and imagine his own
father sitting there.
During the first week or two in his new
assignment, it was important that he get to
know the senior noncommissioned officers
in the unit. He needed their support if he
was to succeed in his job as Commander.
So, very quickly he had the First Sergeant
accompany him to all the sections of the
hospital for “grin and grab” (smile and hand
shake) introductions. Tony was sure to wear
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all his award ribbons on his shirt so that it
was obvious to everyone that he had
previously been enlisted. Enlisted people,
then and now, have a history of supporting
those who came from the enlisted ranks far
more than those officers with no prior
enlisted time. Of course, Tony was warmly
received and he sensed that he would have
no problems leading those men and women.
One of the sections they visited was the
Hospital Registrar Office. As they entered,
Tony made eye contact with the senior
enlisted man. He looked vaguely familiar.
Guess what? It was Junko’s husband, a
hundred pounds heavier, and a few more
stripes on his arm. Tony was at a loss for
words, but the Sergeant broke the ice. He
welcomed Tony to the office, firmly shook
his hand, and informed Tony that he was
now divorced from Junko and remarried.
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He told Tony he understood that Tony had
been in the dark about he and Junko being
married, and assured Tony that there were
no hard feelings. John and Tony ended up
becoming great friends, spending many
nights together at the enlisted and officer’s
clubs drinking beers and swapping stories.
So, the good news was that Tony had the
respect of ninety percent of the enlisted men
and women in the unit. The down side was
the other ten percent. Remember his own
stories about his misbehaving days? They
were nothing compared to what Tony would
have to deal with during the next year.
Tony can’t recall the exact number of
enlisted people that appeared before him for
some sort of disciplinary action or another.
Drug abuse, spouse abuse, insubordination,
driving while drinking, theft, physical
appearance (weight control), you name it
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and Tony had to deal with it. It was not
enjoyable taking a person’s stripes from
them. Tony always tried to be
compassionate, and I think most of those
affected understood his compassion.
Occasionally the disciplinary action would
extend to elimination from the Air Force and
even Courts Martial. During all those
disciplinary hearings, Tony never forgot that
he himself had had some rough spots as an
enlisted man. He listened intently to every
person as they explained their side of the
story. In the end, I believe Tony always did
“the right thing”. Tony once overheard a
conversation among some of those who had
appeared before him. “Fair, but firm”, is
what they said, and also what Tony
believed.
Being the commander was not all bad.
Each week the First Sergeant and Tony
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would inspect the rooms in the men’s and
women’s dormitories for compliance with
various Air Force standards. The women
were the funny ones. Each week, knowing
that Tony would be in their rooms while
they were at work, they would do crazy
things like leaving sex toys or pornographic
magazines on their bed for Tony to discover.
One time Tony was called to the women’s
dormitory to handle what was supposed to
be a serious matter with one of the women.
When the first Sergeant and Tony knocked
on the woman’s door and received
permission to enter, there were three
mischievous ladies in their underwear. Of
course, it was just good-natured fun.
Maybe!
Fortunately for Tony, he had a Chief
Administrative Clerk, Staff Sergeant Marsha
who was not only very attractive, but also a
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hard worker, got things done, shared his
compassion for fairness and doing the right
thing, and she served as a buffer between
Tony and the enlisted people. She was very
good at running interference. She certainly
made up for the weaknesses in Tony’s First
Sergeant, who had many character problems
of his own. Marsha was unbelievably loyal,
in fact too loyal, because over time Tony
learned that she had become infatuated with
him and was just waiting for a chance to
move in. When she finally told Tony of her
feelings for him, Tony was shocked. This
woman was really, really attractive and
could have any man she wanted. Five feet
eight inches, blond, intelligent, kind, always
dressed immaculately in her uniform, and
unbelievably sexy in her civilian clothes.
She had been married to an enlisted guy
who had been using drugs. She herself
turned her husband in. Well, as much as
298

Tony was tempted, he was happily married
at the time. After Tony explained this to
Marsha she simply continued her
outstanding work in the office as if nothing
had happened. Eventually, she went on to
marry again, first a Captain, who was a
pilot, and finally a General in the Air Force
Reserve. She herself eventually became an
officer. Marsha knew what she wanted in
her life and she got it.
Unfortunately for Tony, he worked for an
idiot Lt. Colonel. He had no interest in the
squadron problems and avoided
conversation with Tony whenever possible.
Eventually, at a party one night that Tony
and his wife attended, Tony had too many
drinks, and decided to tell his boss off.
Fortunately, most of what he had accused
his boss of was true, and even his boss knew
that much. So, even though he was a little
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bit cool towards Tony in the days that
followed, he began to take more of an
interest in the problems Tony had to deal
with as the Squadron Commander. His
boss’s boss, Colonel (Doctor) B. had gotten
wind of the confrontation. And as it turned
out, he seconded Tony’s thoughts. Dr. B.
became one of Tony’s biggest supporters,
not only when Tony was the Squadron
Commander, but when he moved on to other
jobs in the hospital as well. In fact, Dr. B.
and Tony continued to keep in touch for
years after the doctor retired from the Air
Force.
Despite the fact that there was a number
of other Medical Service officers in the unit,
most avoided having too much conversation
with Tony. You see, the job of Squadron
Commander was sort of a “right of passage”
for Medical Service officers. No one
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wanted the job, but eventually everyone
would have to do it. His colleagues thought
by keeping their distance from him, they
could avoid the possibility that one of them
would have to take his place.
So, Tony began to consider the senior
noncommissioned officers his main
colleagues. More and more they began
socializing off the job. Many of them Tony
had known when he was an enlisted man
himself from his days in Tachikawa City. It
was not uncommon for Friday night and the
end of the work week to come along, and
find Tony and several of the senior enlisted
guys at the Officer or NCO Club drinking
and just hanging out. In those days, his wife
was still naive enough to accept that men
who worked together often went out
drinking after hours, and that it was
acceptable. She continued to permit Tony a
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lot of freedom in that regard, but not as
much as in the early days.
One Saturday night, Tony and a few of
the older sergeants decided to visit some of
the old hangouts in Tachikawa City. Of
course, just about all the women they knew
in their younger days had moved on to new
lives themselves. They drank a lot that
night. Too much! When the party broke up
and they all started to head home, for some
stupid reason, Tony decided he wanted to
visit the old neighborhood where Junko and
he had lived together. He was walking
down a narrow, dark street, drunk of course,
and singing a Japanese folk song. As he
passed one house, he heard singing from
inside and suddenly someone from inside
called out his name. “Tony-san,
irashaimasei!” (Tony, welcome, come in!)
And of course, Tony did. He had no idea
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who the people were, but they knew Tony.
They continued singing, dancing, and
drinking for several hours. Finally, they
called a taxi for Tony to go home. Tony
told the taxi driver to go to Akashima City,
where he knew his wife and the girls were
visiting her sister. When the taxi arrived at
her sister’s house with Tony asleep in the
back seat, her brother-in-law paid the driver
and began to help Tony out of the taxi. He
soon noticed that Tony had no shoes on.
Tony never did retrieve his shoes from the
house where he was partying, because he
had no idea where it was.
One night turned out pretty badly. After
drinking for several hours, Tony made the
mistake of getting in his car to drive home.
You guessed it already? Yes, he had an
accident on the way home. Driving Under
the Influence (DUI)! Actually, Tony hit a
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Japanese driver from behind because he was
following too closely and could not stop
when the other driver stopped. Being drunk,
Tony was not really aware at the time that
he hit him. Tony pulled around him,
thinking he was stupidly stopped in the
middle of the road. As Tony pulled around,
the other driver began honking his horn and
waving. Tony was a little irritated and came
to a complete stop, getting out of the car,
ready to do battle. It was then that the driver
pointed to the back of his car. Suddenly,
Tony realized he had hit him. The police
were soon on the scene. If you can believe
it, Tony denied hitting the man. Tony
accused him of backing into Tony. It was
really a crazy story, but Tony stuck to it,
even during the field sobriety test, and at the
police station. Now I can tell you that he
was absolutely guilty of drunk driving and
attempting to leave the scene of an accident.
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Tony just knew his Air Force career would
be over. It would be bad enough for any
officer, but for a Squadron Commander.
Ouch!!
Well, Tony stuck to his story.
Eventually, Tony had to appear in Japanese
Court. He paid a fine of $100.00, and that
was it. And fortunately for Tony, old
Doctor B. came to his rescue. He ran
interference between Tony and Tony’s boss.
Actually, he tied Tony’s boss’s hands so that
he could do nothing more than express his
displeasure to Tony verbally. The incident
was kept quiet, and no record of it ever
existed. Of course, Tony’s boss was not
smart enough to understand that the reason
Dr. B. helped Tony was because he
respected the job Tony was doing as
Squadron Commander and because he
respected the fact that Tony also had the
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respect of the enlisted members of the unit.
In private conversations Dr. B., who was a
bit of a military historian, would compare
Tony’s leadership to other military leaders
of the past. As it turned out, even after
Tony left the job of Squadron Commander,
Dr. B. still sought out his advice on how to
handle various personnel problems that
came up, with both officer and enlisted
personnel.
Finally, a new medical service officer
was assigned to the hospital and Tony was
freed from what he had felt was a prison
sentence. Tony’s boss announced that the
new officer would take over as Squadron
Commander and Tony would take over as
the Hospital Resource Management Director
(Financial Manager). Finally, a “real”
hospital management job! The initial down
side to the job was that the senior enlisted
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guy in the office was a “crusty” old guy who
had made no secret of the fact that he
disliked officers, former enlisted officers or
not. Tony let him “act out” for a few days
and finally called him into his office. It took
Tony about thirty minutes to set him
straight, and he eventually, but not right
away, became the most trusted and loyal
subordinate that an officer could ask for.
(More on that later in this chapter) After
that, Tony and the sergeant conspired
together to get SSgt Marsha reassigned to
the Resource Management Office. The
three of them, along with Mr. Joe Taniguchi
and two other civilian employees set to work
to establish the best possible hospital
financial management program in the
Pacific Air Force area.
In the military health care system, as in
civilian health care systems, there are never
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enough financial resources to satisfy all the
demands placed upon the system.
Nevertheless, it was in this job that Tony
finally could become recognized and
respected as a health care resource manager.
In those days, such concepts as management
by objectives and systems management were
foreign to the health care system in the
military. Fortunately, Tony had done much
homework (special thanks to Peter Drucker)
and he easily grasped the fundamental
concepts and principles of systems
management. His fame as a manager came
at considerable effort. That is, for example,
the whole theory of Management by
Objectives was based on the premise that all
managers in the hospital would be able to
understand and buy into the Hospital
Strategic Goals and Objectives, and then
develop their own functional sub objectives
to meet the overall strategic objectives.
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Tony remembers having read once that
among institutions, the health care system is
among the most difficult to manage. That is
because of the unbelievable mix and size of
staff that it takes to provide health care.
Physicians, nurses, ancillary professionals
such as pharmacists, laboratory
technologists, technicians, laborers,
administrators, clerks, drivers, cooks,
custodians, and on and on. Everyone from
high school educated to those with advanced
medical degrees. Military officers, enlisted,
US civilian, Japanese civilian, young, old,
male, female, unbelievably smart and
dedicated, and unbelievably dumb and lazy,
and every combination in between. But, as
they say, knowledge is power, and Tony had
the knowledge. Much of his time was spent
educating managers. And unfortunately,
much of his time was spent doing other
managers work. But in the end, he had
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gained fame for the hospital as part of a
larger health care system, and he had gained
fame for himself as high as the Surgeon
General of the Air Force.
At the time Tony took over the job of
resource manager, the hospital was buying
considerable health care resources from the
local Japanese health care systems. Tony
was quite surprised when he asked his new
staff questions about the costs of the
services. Basically, they paid whatever the
provider of services charged. When Tony
pressed for answers to the question “why?”,
the answer was always the same. That was,
“we have no choice” and that is when Tony
began to develop his reputation as a frugal
money manager. It really didn’t take much
to remedy the problem. Tony began to
contact the Japanese providers, and with the
assistance of Joe T., Tony did the unheard
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of. He asked for, and received volume
discounts, and when he could, he chose the
least cost services, and trusted the hospital
physicians to inform him regarding the
quality of those services. It was a really
basic cost/benefit basis for selecting
providers. Actually, it was required by Air
Force directive to do exactly that. Years
later, when Tony became an auditor for the
Air Force Surgeon General’s Health Care
Management Consultant Team, he was
continually amazed at how few hospitals
were “prudent shoppers”. Oh well, at the
time it was just another opportunity for
Tony to stand out.
Tony felt that many of the management
problems in medical facilities could be
traced to the simple fact that there was a
great “disconnect” between the people at
headquarters levels (staffers) and the people
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at the working level (hospitals and clinics).
This understanding served him well years
later when he served as a Management
Consultant. Nevertheless, at the time, the
reason that Tony had so much success
implementing various policies and
procedures at the hospital level was that, for
some uncanny reason, he had the ability to
read instructions passed down to the
hospital, struggle with meaning, and
understand at the most basic level. He was
then able to rewrite whatever it was into
simple, clear-cut, step-by-step procedures
that everyone in the hospital could follow.
The basic concept that he operated under
was to put himself in the place of the other
managers in the hospital, and try to balance
the requirements dictated from above with
the realities of day-to-day health care
delivery. The ability to write simply was
actually an ability that Tony developed
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during the time that he was studying for his
graduate degree in Systems Management.
Tony remembered that the way to solve
problems was to use a stiletto rather than a
sword. Or put another way, from another
old adage “KISS - Keep it simple, stupid!”
Now for that small problem with Duke
that I mentioned earlier. Tony had his first
confrontation with his senior
noncommissioned officer, MSgt Duke over
the hospital budget. You see, in those days,
as is probably true now, the way the budget
was managed was somewhat of a joke. The
idea was pretty simple. Request funds to
cover your budgeted needs, receive those
funds (sometimes less) and manage those
funds to be sure you didn’t run out of money
before the end of the year. Of course the
people who managed the funds were
different people than those who expended
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the funds. That is, in very simple terms, the
resource management office managed the
funds, but the doctors and other health care
providers spent the money. That is an over
simplification. In the beginning, Tony could
not get Duke to understand that it was not
his money to keep out of the hands of those
who used it for the hospital’s primary
business, patient care. It seemed that the
only words that Duke ever used when
dealing with the hospital staff regarding
money was, “No”. Tony absolutely hated
the moniker “bean counters” that was
applied to the business office staff members
by others in the organization. Finally, Tony
sat Duke down and tried to explain that it
was ludicrous for them to keep saying “no”
to valid needs in order to protect the budget.
In the end they would have a surplus at the
end of the year. In the government, the
name of the game is to not have a surplus at
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the end of the year. If you did, you could
expect that the following year’s budget
might be cut by the amount of the surplus.
To avoid the surplus, in the last weeks of the
fiscal year, the business and logistics office
staff members hustled to commit every
available dollar to purchases. Because time
was of the essence, the money ended up
being spent on quick buy items such as
furniture, typewriters, office supplies, and
the like. It just galled Tony that they had
become the enemy of the medical staff in
order to have money to waste at the end of
the year. Tony told Duke that they would
no longer be “bean counters” and that
instead they would be advocates of patient
care. Well, old Duke, being the feisty old
curmudgeon that he was, made some
comment to the effect that “the Captain
(Tony) was an idiot and didn’t know
anything about financial management”. He
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didn’t stop there, but eventually it got back
to Tony that the sergeant had decided that
all officers were a joke, that anyone could be
one, and that it was guys like him that took
all the heat and did all the work.
Tony decided that enough was enough.
He told Duke to take a walk with him to the
coffee shop. On the way, Tony told him
about the “talk” that was getting back to
him. Of course, Duke, being the barrel
chested, crusty guy that he was, went on the
offensive. Tony let him get all his
complaints and insults off his chest, then he
turned to him, and looked him straight in the
eye and said, “If God had intended for us to
be equal, you would be a Captain too, but
you are not. You had the same opportunities
that I had, but for whatever reasons you
chose not to take advantage. I am the
Captain, I am in charge, and you work for
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me. If that’s not acceptable, speak now, and
I will arrange for your transfer. You are not
indispensable. Actually, I respect you and
think that you are an excellent staff member,
but I will not have you working for me if
you cannot follow. In this Air Force, there
are leaders and followers. I am the leader.
Do you understand?” Well, Duke’s face
was so red that Tony feared he would
explode, and Tony was certain he was ready
to punch Tony’s lights out. The color
finally returned to his face he said simply,
“Yes sir!” And that was the end of it. From
that point on he became Tony’s greatest
supporter.
I tell you about that little incident
because in retrospect, for Tony, it marked
the real transition from enlisted to officer
and high school dropout to health care
manager. Part of Duke’s animosity toward
317

Tony was based on the fact that he had
known Tony as an enlisted person, and he
knew about the many problems Tony got
himself into during his off duty time. He
sincerely felt that it was unfair that Tony
had risen through the enlisted ranks to
Master Sergeant and then on to become an
officer. Prior to their confrontation he did
not know the real Tony, and perhaps Tony
didn’t either. But, from that point on Tony
knew that he must grow up.
And then there was the new hospital.
Tachikawa Air Base was to be closed. In
fact the hospital was actually the last
remaining function on the base. The
Government of Japan was building a new
hospital at Yokota Air Base. Basically,
Tony was the liaison between the hospital
commander and the Air Force
Architect/Engineer that was overseeing the
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project for the US Government. You can’t
possibly imagine the difficulties involved in
trying to satisfy space and equipment
demands of health care providers.
Especially, because physicians in particular,
followed closely by nurses, are convinced
that they must demand more than they really
want, in order to get what they really need.
It was a game to them, but a game in which
Tony became skilled. It was during this
whole hospital relocation and allocation
project that Tony learned the old adage “you
get more bees with honey than you do with
vinegar”. Actually, Tony never argued. He
quickly learned the process, art, and
techniques of negotiating with health care
providers. Since those days, Tony has often
been accused of being perceptive and
persistent. Tony kind of liked those
adjectives.
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Another area where Tony seemed to have
some influence was “management selfevaluation”. The hospital, as are all military
hospitals, was subject to accreditation by the
Joint Commission on Accreditation of
Healthcare Organizations (JCAHO). In that
regard, the Surgeon General’s Office
accomplished inspections of all Air Force
Hospitals every two years. Unfortunately,
most military hospitals, and Tony’s was no
exception, seemed to put off serious selfevaluation until just before the announced
inspection. It riled Tony quite a bit that
military hospitals seemed to operate rather
haphazardly most of the time, and then just
before the inspection, hours upon hours of
overtime were expended trying to bring the
management systems into compliance with
Air Force and JCAHO directives. So, again,
Tony found himself doing other peoples
work for them, but in the end Tony and his
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staff put together a self-inspection system,
using senior enlisted managers, that focused
on compliance as a continuous process
(years later the buzzword became
“continuous quality improvement”).
I bore you with all this because Tony’s
experiences as the Resource Manager helps
to explain, at least for me, how he seemed to
have drifted into teaching. He would have
to say, in retrospect, that his success has
been due in no small part, to his ability to
teach, or at least explain in understandable
language, to others. In fact, it was while he
was the Resource Manager that he actually
did his first formal teaching. Los Angeles
Metropolitan College had an extension
program at Yokota Air Base. One of the
certificate programs they offered was
“Health Care Administration”. Tony went
to the school office one day and inquired
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about teaching in the program. Fortunately,
they were a little desperate at the time and
they hired Tony on the spot. So, for the next
year, he taught evening classes in working
level hospital administration. Many of the
students were actually members of the
hospital staff. The biggest benefit was that
he was teaching the real workers, young
men and woman that he might not have
dealt with directly in his Air Force job. As a
result, he earned their respect and
cooperation, not only in the classroom, but
on the job as well.
It was also during his tenure as the
Resource Management Officer that he
earned his Masters Degree in Systems
Management from the University of
California. The Air Force has always had a
policy of promoting advanced education.
Just as you cannot become an officer
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without a college undergraduate degree, you
cannot expect to be promoted without a
graduate degree. And of course if every
officer has a graduate degree, the only way
to set oneself apart is to earn another degree.
So, that is what Tony did. He already had a
Masters in Education, but it was a far stretch
to apply that degree to health care
management. There was only one
management degree available at Yokota Air
Base at the time. The University of
Southern California rotated resident faculty
to and from Yokota each semester. The
program would take two years, and would
require two nights per week. Little did Tony
realize when he began the program that all
his classmates would be from engineering
and technical career fields. In the
beginning, he didn’t quite understand what
Systems Management was all about, that is,
an advanced management degree for
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technologists. Well, somehow he survived
such courses as Deterministic and
Probabilistic Modeling, along with other
equally confusing courses such as Analysis
and Statistics, and two years later he had his
degree. At times Tony was ready to give up
and quit. The professors were just as
demanding of Tony’s time and energy as
they were back at the Los Angeles campus.
But, in the end, Tony made it. And, I must
say that the lessons Tony learned then have
stood him well over the years.
I think its time for me to stop writing
about Tony’s success as a health care
administrator. After all, this book is
supposed to be about his experiences
growing up and growing old in Japan. But,
before I move on let me just summarize his
professional career during the seven years
he spent at the Tachikawa, and then Yokota
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hospitals. As I said, he earned a Masters in
Systems Management over a two-year
period. He also completed the Air Force Air
Command and Staff College Program by
attending seminars once per week for a year.
He became a Nominee and then Member of
the American College of Healthcare
Executives (later in his career he also
became a Fellow in the organization). He
was named the Pacific Air Force Medical
Service Officer of the Year in 1978. He
published professionally in the USAF
Medical Service Digest and he was featured
as an expert Health Benefits Advisor in the
USAF Airman Journal. All in all, he had a
successful experience at Yokota. He
survived at least four different
administrators. He moved on to become the
Director of Patient Administration and
eventually was designated the Associate
Administrator and even, for a short period,
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the Hospital Administrator. All of this is not
bad for a guy who spent two years in the
ninth grade and dropped after the tenth
grade.
But, all that does not speak to his real
experiences in Japan. For example, as the
Director of Patient Administration he had
the opportunity to interact on a regular basis
with local Japanese hospitals and
physicians. One of those physicians was Dr.
Tsuji. Dr. Tsuji was the same age as Tony.
He was a neurosurgeon at the local Japanese
emergency hospital. The interesting thing is
that when Tony was a teenager running wild
in Tachikawa, Tsuji was also a teenager
working as a “bar back” in one of the bars
Tony frequented. Who would have guessed
that years later they would come together
again as hospital administrator and
physician? Tsuji and Tony were great
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friends and they often went out partying
together. Tsuji’s hospital footed the bill for
some great times. Like the time they began
at a sushi restaurant in Fussa at four o’clock
in the afternoon, took a taxi to Yokohama
for Chinese food in China Town, took
another taxi to Kawasaki for a Turkish bath,
massage, and extra services, and took yet
another taxi to Shinjuku’s Kabukicho for
several nightcaps, finally arriving back at
Yokota around four o’clock in the morning.
It was a wild night, courtesy of Tsuji’s
hospital.
And of course Joe, a member of Tony’s
staff in Resource Management, continued to
be a trusted friend both on and off duty. On
the job, they were sort of a team. It seemed
like any time the hospital was involved with
the off-base medical community, Joe and
Tony were involved. Joe was valuable for
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his Japanese/English ability and Tony
because of his ability to “communicate”
with their Japanese counterparts. Tony’s
Japanese was terrible, but he had a knack for
developing a rapport with the Japanese.
Many a Friday night, Joe and Tony would
leave the hospital and not arrive home until
the next morning. Often Joe would spend
the night at Tony’s house, with Tony’s wife
making breakfast for the both of them as
they tried to nurse their hangovers. Joe and
Tony remained friends for years after Tony
left Japan. On the few trips Tony made
back to Japan before retiring, you could be
sure that Joe and Tony got together,
sometimes with Dr. Tsuji, to recall and
relive the old days.
Tammy and Treacy were both happy and
busy little girls. His wife spent much of her
time involved in their activities. But, they
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still had time for a social life. They became
good friends with several of Tony’s fellow
officers and their wives. They had great
times in the hospital bowling league,
hospital parties, and especially good times at
the many special functions and parties at the
hospital and officers’ club. In retrospect, it
was probably during those years when they
started to drift apart. She had more hobbies
than you can imagine, silk flower making,
ikebana, Japanese Dance, sumie, oil
painting, calligraphy, bonsai, cake
decorating, this, that, and the other. The list
goes on. Tony commented to me once that
she was interested in everything, except
him.
Of course, Tony was not an easy person
to live with and he probably was the major
cause of their gradual drifting away from
each other. Although he was a very
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successful and professional officer on the
job, he was still the “bad boy” off the job.
He seemed to always be attracted to other
woman. Believe me when I say that he was
always faithful to his wife during those
years. He seemed to enjoy the chase far
more than the catch. Actually, there never
were any catches. But you can be sure that
whenever he was out of her sight, he was on
the chase. And like most woman, she was
smart enough to know what was going on.
She gave him a lot of rope, and fortunately
he always stopped just short of hanging
himself.
In the meantime, Tammy and Treacy
were growing up into wonderful young girls.
Like their mother, they were involved in
everything from gymnastics to girl scouts,
church and school. In fact, if you can
believe it, Tammy even got Tony involved
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in teaching Sunday school at the base
chapel. They had their mother’s artistic
talents. And from Tony, I think they might
have gotten their drive to lead and succeed
at whatever they did. The scrapbooks and
photo albums are full of their
accomplishments. In particular, Tony
recalls that when Tammy was in the second
grade she entered a writing contest
sponsored by the local Veterans of Foreign
Wars (VFW). The theme was “Why I am
Proud to be an American”. She wrote about
her pride in having been born to an
American father and Japanese mother. To
make a long story short, she won first prize.
And of course, Tammy and Treacy were
as much Japanese as they were American.
They were equally comfortable conversing
in Japanese with their many aunts, uncles,
cousins, and friends, as they were speaking
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in English with their many American
teachers, friends, and others. In short, they
enjoyed the best of both worlds, that is, the
American culture that they experienced
living and going to school on-base, and the
Japanese culture that they experienced offbase through their mother’s family and
friends.
Thanksgiving and Christmas at their
house during those years was nothing short
of fantastic. Tony’s wife had early on
embraced both holidays as the time for her
to showcase her decorating and cooking
skills. It was not unusual for twenty or more
of her family members to come for
Thanksgiving Dinner and a month later to
do the same again for Christmas. The
difference being that on Christmas they all
came loaded with gifts for Tammy and
Treacy. There were times when they was no
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place to sit because of the abundance of gifts
filling the living and dining rooms. And of
course, Tony’s father-in-law presided over
all the events, smiling from ear to ear, and
just loving the whole affair.
Those were wonderful and happy days.
His wife adopted every American holiday
and helped the girls celebrate to the fullest.
She made clown costumes for her and Tony
one Halloween, and they won first prize for
those costumes at the Hospital Halloween
party. She was actually quite well known
among her Japanese friends for her talents in
costume making and cake decorating for
various American holidays. And the same
was true of Japanese holidays.
Tammy and Treacy basically grew up
immersed in both the American and
Japanese cultures. Perhaps that is why they
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are successful and well-adjusted adults
today. By the way, to give you an example
of the type of Japanese/American mixed
kids Tammy and Treacy grew up with I
should mention Kristine and Cathy. Kristine
and Tammy were best of friends in
elementary school. Kristine was a very
popular child model and later grew up to
become the wife of a Grand Sumo
Champion, who came to Japan from Hawaii.
Cathy was Treacy’s best friend in
elementary school, and she grew up to
become a primary assistant to Nomo, the
baseball player, when he played for the Los
Angeles Dodgers. She is now an attorney.
I mention these two examples, as well as
Tammy and Treacy, because I want you to
know that despite the differences in cultures
between the United States and Japan, when
you combine the two, the outcome is
invariably wonderful.
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I mentioned several times, but it bears
mentioning again. Tony’s in-laws were as
close to each other and to Tony’s family as
any family could possibly be. In fact, they
all spoiled Tammy and Treacy as much as
they had spoiled his wife when she was the
baby. Tony is convinced to this day that the
girls’ “Uncle Tiger” (a nickname the girls
gave to him) spoiled the girls more than he
did his own three children. In those days,
and even up until his father-in-law’s death,
the family was forever planning outings that
involved the whole family. Two or three
cars, along with a couple of mini vans, and
sometimes even rented coaches, and off they
all went to some amusement park, historic
location, resort, or just to a restaurant. And
whenever the girls or their mother were
involved in some production on base, they
were all there too. Can you imagine, when
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Tony’s brother Lawrence died, the family all
put their money together and bought the
grave stone marker for his grave?
Back to the job again for just a bit.
Occasionally, over the many years since
Tony left Yokota, he will meet a young
person who was born at Yokota during the
years 1976 to 1981. He always tells them to
go home and look at their birth certificate
(Report of Birth Abroad). They are always
surprised to see Tony’s name. Actually,
every child-- military, civil service, or State
Department born at Yokota during those
years had their birth certified by Tony as the
Director, Patient Administration.
Another story Tony likes to tell from that
period is the one about his creatively
creating the remains of an infant (not an
actual infant). One day a Lt Colonel came
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into his office, obviously very distraught.
He explained to Tony that his wife had been
discharged the day before from the hospital.
She had unfortunately had a miscarriage and
spontaneously gave up a fetus that was less
than ten weeks old. Nevertheless, to his
wife, he explained, the fetus was every bit a
child in her mind. He asked Tony if Tony
could arrange to have the fetus cremated so
that they could place the ashes in an urn
(which he had with him) to then be placed in
his wife’s family’s gravesite. Tony
explained that the “specimen” had already
been incinerated. The Lt Colonel thought
for a few minutes and then decided that any
ashes would do. He would not tell his wife
the ashes were not from the fetus.
Unfortunately, the incinerator had been
cleaned just that day and all the ashes had
been removed. So, undeterred, Tony
recruited his old friend Joe. Together they
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went to the housekeeping department.
Finally, they got an old specimen from the
pathology department that had been
designated to be incinerated. They took the
specimen and burned it in an old one-gallon
can, picked out the ashes, filled the urn, and
sealed it. Let’s hope God will forgive them
for their dastardly deed. But, I’m sure that
the Lt Colonel’s Japanese wife received her
closure.
That is but one example of the many “off
the wall” things that occurred. There was
also the time that the hospital became
involved in a disaster that happened at Mt.
Fuji. It was in 1978, while a large group of
U.S. Marines was encamped at Mt. Fuji that
a typhoon came up suddenly. Somehow the
wind or lightning ruptured a fuel bladder
that the Marines were using. The fuel
flowed into the campfires and the result was
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that as many as fifty marines were set on
fire. Helicopters were dispatched and the
injured began arriving at the hospital. All
too many were dead on arrival, and many
others died within days. Some were finally
stabilized and flown to a burn center in the
United States. It was a hectic time for the
hospital. And needless to say it was a sad
time for the doctors, nurses, and even the
administrative staff. It seemed like every
few hours another Marine died. Tony’s job
was basically to make split second decisions
in each case to determine if it was more
advantageous for the next of kin if the
Marine was declared dead on Active Duty or
in retired status. He had the decisionmaking authority and he could, with the
stroke of a pen and a signature decide. It
was an awesome responsibility, but the
doctors trusted him to do the right thing for
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the victims, and in the long run he did do the
right thing for the victims and their families.
He gained a lot of respect from the
medical staff during that incident. From that
point on the doctors would talk to Tony
when they would talk to no one else. That
was when Tony decided to right an article
for the Medical Service Digest about the
care and feeding of physicians. That article
made him a big hit among the doctors, but
more importantly it made him a hit among
the Yokota community. He soon had the
reputation as “the guy to go to” whenever
problems of even the remotest medical
implication were involved. Probably, Tony
enjoyed it most when he heard that “Captain
T. is a man of his word” from the most
senior military officer on the base.
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There was another time when Tony
became involved with the U.S. Embassy in
what amounted to a fairly significant
international incident. A very powerful
Japanese American was visiting from the
United States. He was rather elderly and
was visiting his roots for the first time in
decades, but for what turned out to be his
last visit. He fell down the stairs of a
Japanese Inn and crushed his skull. The
problem was how to locate him,
communicate with the hotel staff and local
authorities, and have him returned to the
United States. Well, as “the guy to go to”,
his reputation for getting things done had
reached even the U.S. Embassy in Tokyo.
The next thing he knew, he and Joe were on
a helicopter flying off to Nagano. Between
Joe and Tony, they convinced the authorities
to release the body to them, and to make a
long story short, Joe and Tony personally
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loaded the body onto the helicopter and the
gentleman began his long journey back to
Hawaii.
Joe and Tony were always into it with the
local authorities. Like the time a Filipino
wife threw her two children off the roof of
an apartment building, or the time another
wife drowned her children and the
neighbor’s child in her bathtub. Or
negotiating the first ever agreement between
the United States and Japan for the sharing
of medical services between the hospital and
the Japanese Self Defense Force Medical
School. Or, the establishment of
relationships with local hospitals for the
exchange of medical services. Tony never
knew what unique problem would present
itself when the phone rang. But each
challenge, when overcome, earned him
greater and greater celebrity among the
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Yokota community. Tony does miss that
part of his life.
You may recall from an earlier chapter
the trials and tribulations that Tony and his
wife experienced when Rita P. came to
Japan to live with them. Well, during the
two years they lived in the United States,
they never did visit her, but they tried to
mend fences by way of letters and an
occasional telephone call. As the girls were
growing older, Tony began to feel a little
guilty for depriving their Grandmother of
knowing them, and vice versa. So, it was
decided, they would take a vacation and
visit Rita P. in Massachusetts. Actually,
they decided to fly on military space
available aircraft to the West Coast and
commercial from there. They had thirty
days vacation. It took almost two weeks of
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waiting to get space for the four of them.
But eventually, they arrived in Boston.
They had a great visit with Tony’s oldest
brother, and his family. They took Tony
and his family everywhere, and they all got
to experience New England. The situation
with Rita P. was quite another matter. She
still bore resentment towards Tony and his
wife. She tried to “make nice”, but it was
easy to see through her exterior. She took
them to her work place to introduce them to
her boss and coworkers. “This is my son’s
Jap wife”. And that was the end of the
truce. Tony hardly spoke to her for the next
few days. Of course, the words they had
were not kindly. Finally, they packed up
and left. On the positive side, Tony’s
brother got to meet Tony’s family and he
loved them. Tony’s sister also loved the
girls. It was a little sad for Tony to
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experience such bigotry from his own
mother. But, as you will see in a later
chapter, Tony would experience much more
of the same from her.
On to a different subject, it was actually
Joe who first introduced Tony to teaching
English. Joe had a friend he met at a “Snack
Bar”, who was an entrepreneur. Mr.
Hasegawa owned a small electronics
company and the company manufactured
stereo headsets, similar to those used by the
Sony Walkman. He was the President,
Chief Engineer, and Chief Salesperson. In
other words, he did everything. But, he was
successful, and despite his poor English, he
had made several trips to the U.S. to sell his
product. He came to Tony’s house once per
week for two hours. For Tony, it was easy
money. Actually, Mr. Hasegawa was not
very much interested in formal instruction.
345

Basically, he paid Tony just to talk with him
about a variety of subjects.
At the same time, Tony’s wife had
become friends with a lady who ran a travel
agency. The lady hired Tony to come to her
house once a week to instruct her two young
children. And from that experience Tony
was introduced to a group of mothers living
in an apartment building who asked Tony to
teach their children once per week in the
building meeting room.
Every job was easy money. At the time,
Tony felt a little guilty taking their money.
But, he learned something about the
motivation of Japanese people to learn
English. In the case of the business man,
Tony felt that he learned that the Japanese
seem to have the attitude that they can learn
English simply by paying money, the more
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the better, and attending class for one or two
hours per week. Tony found that true in his
company classes. Students paid their
money, came to class once per week, and
never touched their texts or attempted to
exercise their lessons outside of the
classroom.
In the case of the travel agent’s children,
Tony found that the younger sister worked
harder than her older brother and seemed to
have a better aptitude for learning. The
older brother really was not interested and
only took the classes because his mother
insisted. Tony later found in his university
classes that the girls worked hard and the
boys occupied space. Imagine Tony’s
surprise a number of years later when he
learned that scientific research supports the
fact that woman do in fact have a better
aptitude than men for learning language.
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In the case of the apartment dwellers
(Danchi), Tony learned that he never wanted
to teach children. Those children were
unbelievably naughty and totally
disinterested. But, according to Tony, and I
agree, they were typical of Japanese children
who are spoiled and indulged by their
parents. Believe me, it has not changed
much forty-five years later. The whole
notion that many westerners have regarding
hard working and studious Japanese students
is just not true. Japanese can certainly study
to pass entrance examinations for middle
school, high school, and university, but
beyond that forget it (apologies to all our
Japanese friends). I should get off this
subject now before I say things that will
come back to haunt both of us.
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It was about the beginning of his seventh
year in that assignment when he began to
wonder if he had stayed in Japan just a little
too long. Actually, his concern was for
Tammy and Treacy. He felt that the time
had come for them to experience America
firsthand. There was also the fact that he
was within a couple of years of retirement
and he wanted to position himself so that he
could make a smooth transfer from the Air
Force to civilian life.
I have titled the next chapter “A Pony for
Treacy”. Treacy had been taking riding
lessons at a stable in the local town. She
really loved it. Tony made the mistake one
day of promising her that when they went
back to the United States, he would buy her
a pony. It turned out to be a promise that he
couldn’t keep. The problem was that he
wanted to be the Administrator at his next
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assignment. The fact was that there just
were not any Administrator jobs available
for Captains. Tony had hoped that his
reputation as an Assistant and Associate
Administrator would be enough to overcome
the grade requirement. He was on the
phone for weeks, trying to wheel and deal to
get an assignment to an Air Force Base that
would allow for them to buy a permanent
home (and it hopefully would have room for
a pony). But, it was not to be. As it turned
out, the Deputy Command Surgeon at
Pacific Air Force Headquarters was also due
for reassignment. The Surgeon got his
desire, that is, he wanted to be the
commander of the Air Force Clinic at Los
Angeles Air Force Station. He planned to
be there only long enough to qualify for
retirement (some would say he was retired
while still on active duty). As Tony’s luck
would have it, the doctor was well aware of
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Tony’s job performance at Yokota and he
worked his own deals to get Tony assigned
to Los Angeles as his Administrator and
Deputy Commander.
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Chapter Twelve - A Pony for Tammy and
Treacy
So, after seven wonderful years at
Yokota, they were off for California and a
new life. Well, there was not to be a pony
for Tammy and Treacy. The closest Tony
could get was the carousel at Knott’s Berry
Farm, a half mile down the street. In fact,
he couldn’t even afford a home that offered
more than a covered patio between the
house and the garage. All those years of
living in Japan kept him in the dark
regarding the cost of homes in California.
With the help of a realtor, Tony finally
found a townhouse that he could afford. Of
course, what he didn’t know was that the
house he purchased was in a community of
rental townhouses that were occupied, in
large part, by people from an entirely
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different way of life. In fact, he later
learned that the community they moved to
had the highest crime rate in Orange
County. Actually, he didn’t learn about the
crime rate until they were about to leave
California. For them, the phrase, “What you
don’t know, won’t hurt you” turned out to
be a blessing. Actually, the townhouse,
while a little small, was quite nice. Many
friends and relatives, who visited them,
commented on how well they had furnished
and decorated the place. It was a short walk
to the school Tammy and Treacy attended,
and it was about one hour by freeway to the
clinic at Los Angeles Air Force Station.
Tammy and Treacy settled into the
neighborhood and school quite well, making
friends and doing all the extra curricula
things that children do at that age. Tony’s
wife made friends in the Japanese
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community, and even took some classes at
the community college. They were only ten
minutes from Disneyland. In fact, during
the two years that they were in California,
they visited every possible tourist spot you
could imagine. From the Queen Mary to
Magic Mountain. From the Hollywood
Christmas Parade to the Rose Bowl. They
did it all. Although Tammy and Treacy
were young, they enjoyed everyday, were
happy with their little group of friends, and
they both did quite well in school. They all
attended church every Sunday, joined the
Brownies and Girl Scouts, and all in all they
were just a normal middle class family. It
was not the grand house with pool and space
for a pony that they had hoped for, but they
were happy.
As already mentioned, probably too
many times, in previous chapters and will be
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mentioned again in future chapters, Tammy
and Treacy have grown up into wonderful
and successful ladies. In fact, at this
writing, Tammy is now forty-two and
Treacy is forty. They have been successful
largely as a result of their independence and
persistence. Tony first recognized these
characteristics beginning to develop when
they lived in Stanton.
In particular, Tony recalls the time that
the elementary school principal called him
at his office to tell Tony he needed to see
him about Treacy’s behavior. It seems that
she got into a fight on the playground with a
boy. At the time of the telephone call, that’s
all Tony knew. Of course, he immediately
left work and drove to the school. When he
arrived, the principal was already speaking
with the parents of the boy. Tony waited
until they were finished (kind of like sitting
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outside the principal's office when he was a
boy). Eventually, the principal called Tony
in, along with Treacy. The short of it was
that Treacy had beaten the boy up (she was a
little bigger), and therefore the principal was
going to suspend her. You must remember,
Treacy was in the third grade. The fight had
started because the boy had been teasing her
about her weight and size. I’m sure you can
imagine. Treacy had enough of his constant
taunting and let him have it. Well, by the
time it was all over, the principal and Tony
were arguing. In the end, she was not
suspended and the boy was required to
apologize.
Another time, Tony got a call from her
teacher. Her teacher was not upset, in fact
she clearly was fond of Treacy (the fight
back incident may have helped). Anyway,
the teacher’s concern was that Treacy had
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been observed looking at another student’s
paper during a test. Of course, the teacher
talked to Treacy about it. In calling Tony,
she made it clear that the “cheating” was not
the problem. What she did say was, “ I
think that Treacy feels pressure to do the
best she possibly can to please you”. On the
one hand Tony was happy that Treacy
wanted to please him, but on the other hand
Tony was concerned that she might be going
too far. Of course, Tony talked with Treacy
and assured her that he loved her whether
she succeeded in school or not. Treacy
listened more than she spoke, but Tony
sensed from that moment that she would do
her best to succeed in whatever she tried. In
fact, it was not long after that when she was
on the Brownie Scout Field Day Track
Relay Team that Tony learned just how selfdisciplined and determined she was
becoming. As was said, Treacy was a little
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bit chubby (well all right, a lot chubby). She
was the fourth person in her team’s relay.
She started off pretty good (the team was
already in last place), but by the time she
finished half the lap, she was clearly
dragging. Everyone in the stands was
cheering her on. It broke Tony’s heart
when she passed in front of them, half
walking and half running, with tears in her
eyes. But, she finished the relay and Tony
couldn’t have been prouder.
Treacy had a side to her that was always
much deeper than Tammy. Treacy seemed
to be very serious about life. Tony recalls
when she was in the Second Grade at
Yokota Elementary School. She entered an
essay contest sponsored by the local
Veterans of Foreign Wars, as did Tammy a
couple of years earlier. She wrote about
how proud she was to be an American,
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while at the same time having a Japanese
mother. It was short and powerful. She
won First Prize. She labored over that essay
for a long time. For Treacy, it seemed that
things never came easy, but she never gave
up and she had far more successes than
failures. Later, when she was in elementary
and middle school at Hanscom Air Force
Base in Massachusetts, she made up her
mind that she was going to play softball,
basketball, and also be a Cheer Leader. She
was never a star in any of those activities,
but she was probably the hardest working
girl in each and every activity she
undertook.
Later, when she was attending Redlands
High School in California, she wanted to be
a cheerleader again. The deck was stacked
against her. In a school of over 4,000
students, you can be sure that only the “born
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and raised” Redlands girls would be selected
for the team. She then decided she would
try to become a member of a social
organization called “Daisy Chain”, but again
she found out that it was only for “born and
raised” girls. Finally, she decided to join the
school newspaper. Of course, her job on the
newspaper staff was rather low level, but it
was all right with her. She did her best and
made her mark.
Later, she decided she wanted to attend
University of California Los Angles
(UCLA), along with every other high school
graduate in California. She ended up going
to University of California Santa Barbara,
but she would not give up on UCLA. When
she finished her sophomore year she applied
for and was accepted to attend International
Christian University in Japan as an
exchange student for one year. All the while
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in Japan she plotted her plan to transfer back
to UCLA. Initially, she was told it was not
possible, but she persisted and after many
letters back and forth, she was allowed to
transfer to UCLA where she finally
graduated with a major in Business and
Japanese Language. And Treacy worked
against the system, not only for herself, but
also for her close friend Asuka, who
followed Treacy to UCLA from Santa
Barbara.
After graduating, Treacy and Asuka
applied for the Japanese Government
program in which young American
university graduates were recruited to serve
for one year in Japanese public schools as
Assistant Language Teachers. Treacy was
accepted and, sadly, Asuka was rejected. A
small number of the applicants were chosen
to serve as Coordinators for International
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Relations in various Japanese cities. Treacy
was selected to be a Coordinator. While in
Japan for two years, not only did Treacy
serve as the top assistant for international
relations for the mayor of Izumo, Shimane
Prefecture, but also during her time she
managed to undertake a weekly cable
television show and a weekly newspaper
column. In both media she presented
programs and articles on American culture.
When Treacy left Japan, she returned to
Los Angeles to work for Nippon Television.
Unfortunately, after a short time, the
station’s parent company in Japan pulled the
plug and Treacy was without a job. Not to
worry. The next thing Tony knew, Treacy
was in London on a tourist visa. Try as she
might, she had many doors closed to her in
her job search. Rightly so, the laws in U.K.
were designed to protect the jobs of citizens.
362

But, she never gave up and finally landed a
job in Human Resources at the Discovery
Channel U.K., where she remains today
(along with her husband Chris who she met
while in Japan and which really explains
what brought her to the U.K.). She has done
well at the Discovery Channel, to the point
that the company paid for her to obtain a
Masters Degree in Human Resources
Management at Westminster University.
Tammy also began to show her
independence during the time they lived in
Stanton.. That is, she was quite happy to do
things as a family, but she seemed happiest
when she was planning activities with her
friends. She has never had difficulty in
making friends in new situations. Before
Tony knew it, she was asking him if she
could go to Knott’s Berry Farm, the wellknown local amusement park, on Halloween
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with her friends from school. Of course,
being protective parents and also knowing
that Knott’s Scary Farm on Halloween was
intended for older children, or children
accompanied by their parents, they put their
foot down. She continued to bother them
about being allowed to go out with her
friends.
It didn’t stop with this refusal. She
seemed to be constantly asking for
permission to stay overnight at a friend’s
house, or to go with her friends camping and
the like. She was always invited to birthday
parties, and she participated in every
possible activity at school, church, and the
Girl Scouts. It became clear that she was a
“social animal” and if they clamped down
too hard on her she would end up rebelling.
They made a lot of compromises during
those two years, but in the end she became a
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strong individual. She made friends easily,
but occasionally she made enemies. Tony
still recalls when another girl threatened her
with physical injury because of something
she said or did to the girl. His wife spent
quite a few mornings walking Tammy to
school and waiting for her after school.
Finally, Tony had enough and he went to the
parents of the other girl, which actually put
him in a little danger. As I said, Stanton
was noted for its high crime rate and as you
might expect, all its citizens were not of the
white and middle class variety. Such was
the case with the parents of the other girl.
But, after considerable talking and agreeing
to disagree on who was right or wrong - the
threats stopped. Of course, Tammy just
carried on with her social life as if nothing
had ever happened.
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Unlike Treacy, Tammy never seemed to be
serious or worry about anything. As Treacy
has often said, Tammy’s happy go lucky
nature, her ability to make friends, and her
luck have carried her a long way. Even in
elementary school she was a planner and
organizer. Often times her plans were based
on imaginary parties that she planned to
host, or trips that she planned to go on with
her friends. Always planning. In fact,
Tammy probably missed her calling and
should have become a “Wedding Planner.”
When Tony and the family moved to
Hanscom Air Force Base outside Boston,
she was just entering middle school. Before
Tony knew it she was one of the most
popular girls in school. Everyone, including
teachers, liked her. She was really not into
sports or academics such as Treacy was, but
she always managed to get good grades
while at the same time managing a full
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social calendar. As much as Treacy wanted
to attend a university far from home to
establish her independence, Tammy was
quite content to attend the University of
Riverside, which was only 30 minutes from
home in California. She did live in the
dormitory the first year, and she did share an
apartment with three of her friends during
the final three years. But, she was always
thirty minutes from home. Even when she
graduated from university, she moved back
home. She was quite content to be at home,
but finally the company that recruited her
out of university merged with another
company. They asked Tammy to stay on
with the company and that meant moving to
Long Beach. But, always safe, she moved
in with her roommate from university, who
had been her friend all through high school
and university, and who was already living
in Orange County. Always the lucky one,
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she survived that company merger, and the
next. Eventually she had to move to San
Francisco because of company
reorganization. Probably the first time she
was really on her own. But, as always she
endeared herself to her new bosses and
coworkers. She managed an apartment on
her own and was quite happy on the job and
socially. Finally, right after the terrorist
attack on the World Trade Center she
suddenly got the urge to visit New York
City. That visit resulted in her
announcement a few months later that she
was moving to New York to take a new job
and start a new life.
By the way, I should mention that
Tammy has been working in health care
management (remember Tony’s military
career in health care management?) all these
years since she reluctantly allowed herself to
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be recruited by a health care management
company out of university. In fact, she did
not plan a career in health care. It just
happened (luck?). She was in the final
semester of university and making plans to
travel Europe with her friends. A recruiter
came to campus and by chance Tammy
talked to her. The next thing she knew, she
had entered into an internship that
eventually lead to her being hired as the
manager of one of the departments and
supervisor to some thirty older women.
Tony still remembers Tammy and he talking
in her room shortly after graduation. She
was very troubled because she had planned
her trip to Europe and didn’t want to go
right to work. At the time, Tony was
recently retired from the Air Force and had
experienced first hand the difficulties of
obtaining a job in health care management
in the early 1990s. He finally persuaded her
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that she should take the job then, and plan
her grand trip at a later time. Fortunately
she listened to Tony. A couple of years
later, she had established herself in the
managed health care business, and had a
salary in six figures. And by the way, she
did eventually take that trip to Europe.
It should be obvious by now that Tony is
very proud of his two daughters. He has
always attributed their success to having
been raised in the Japanese and the
American cultures. That combination of
influences has produced two very special
women.
A real highlight of living in California
was the fact that Tony’s older bother Peter,
and his family, lived only an hour away. In
many ways Peter and Tony had similar
personalities, but in so many ways they were
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completely different. Rita P. had always
been convinced that Peter was some kind of
movie star. In reality, he was a truck driver
for a company that contracted to the
Hollywood studios. He always had a pretty
good income, due mostly to the tremendous
amount of hours he put in overtime. He
drove the “honey bucket”, the name the
drivers called the portable dressing rooms
built into his truck. He always arrived at the
film locations early in the morning, and he
was almost always the last to leave at night.
So, he did make good money, and he and his
wife lived comfortably with their five sons
and one daughter in Thousand Oaks. Peter
should have been a movie star, because in
fact, to Tony he was very difficult to
understand beneath the surface. He always
put on a good face no matter how many
problems he had on the job, or with raising
such a large family of boys. He and his wife
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loved to travel. Actually, during Tony’s
military career he had traveled to far more
countries than they, but nevertheless, to Rita
P., they lived the lives of movie stars. Peter
always had some kind of angle going to try
to “strike it rich”. And, Tony imagined that
some of his schemes worked. Tony is also
sure that Peter never told Rita P. that he had
borrowed money from Tony on more than
one occasion, or that he managed to gamble
away a significantly large amount of money
that Tony had entrusted to him for an
investment. But, he is Tony’s only
surviving brother and Tony does love him.
Tony and Peter got together often and they
always had great times. Each Thanksgiving
and Christmas Tony and his family would
make the trip to Peter’s house for dinner. It
was always a festive occasion with most of
Peter’s children and Tony’s children having
a great family day. Tony has remained close
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to Peter, despite their different professional
and personal lifestyles. And, Peter has
always been kind and loving to Tonty’s
family. In fact, he and his wife are “God
Parents” to Tammy and Treacy.
In addition to Peter’s being reasonably
close by, Tony’s uncle, Xaverian Brother
John (Rita P’s brother), retired to a
retirement home for his religious order
nearby in Mission Hills. Tammy and
Treacy enjoyed inviting him along on many
excursions around Southern California.
Tony had always been close to Brother
John. At the time Tony joined the Air
Force, he was a teacher at the prestigious St.
John’s Preparatory School in Danvers,
Massachusetts. Despite Tony’s dropping
out of school, Brother John always had faith
in Tony and was a constant source of
motivation as Tony pursued various
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educational and professional goals. Since
Tony’s own Dad had long since passed
away, Tony saw Brother John filling the role
of grandfather to Tammy and Treacy.
Brother John fulfilled Tony’s expectations
very well. Brother John eventually moved
back to Danvers when his health started
taking a turn for the worse. When he finally
passed away, Tony and family were living
in California for the second time, but Tony
was able to see him just before he died while
he was back to Boston on a business trip.
Tony and his wife established friendships
with many people in the Japanese American
community. Most notably were Harry and
Yuka. She first met Yuka at one of the local
Japanese markets, and because of their
similar ages, and the fact that they were both
married to Caucasians, and both were living
in California for the first time, they became
374

close friends. The first time Tony met
Harry, he immediately liked him. Harry was
at the time about fifty-two years old, and
Yuka was twenty years younger. Harry had
met Yuka on one of his many business trips
to Japan while working first for Carnation
Inc., and then for Pillsbury. Harry was also
from Massachusetts. Although he was about
twenty years older than Tony, Tony liked
him quite a bit. Tony especially admired
that he too had left home at an early age to
come to California, that he was a Captain in
the Navy Reserve, and that he had an
interest and fondness in Japanese people and
things, just like Tony. His love affair and
marriage to Yuka came at a cost. He
divorced his wife of some thirty years. His
children became estranged. Basically, he
was starting over again with Yuka. But,
Tony never doubted Harry’s love for Yuka.
But, Tony did doubt Yuka’s love for Harry.
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Tony couldn’t imagine how a very attractive
woman twenty years younger could really
be in love with such an older man. Well,
that was one of life’s lessons for Tony.
Years later Tony has come to understand
very well how such a love could develop. I
might be able to explain that understanding
in a later Chapter.
During the two years Tony and family
were in California, Harry and Yuka became
“family” to all of them. Harry loved
Tammy and Treacy and could never do
enough for them. Both families went on
trips together, socialized almost every
weekend, and Harry and Yuka attended all
of Tammy and Treacy’s school and Girl
Scout activities. When Tony’s family left to
move to Boston, Harry and Yuka left to
move back to Japan. Harry had been
selected to lead the introduction of Hagen376

Daaz Ice Cream into Japan (currently
available at every convenience store in
Japan). Harry and Yuka visited Tony’s
family in Boston, and Tony eventually
became close friends with Harry’s mother,
visiting with her on Sunday afternoons, long
after Harry and Yuka returned to Japan.
Harry and Yuka eventually returned from
Japan after a successful five year stay and
moved to Seattle. Tony and his family were
back in California at the time and they
resumed their friendship. Sadly, the
distance and the fact that Harry and Yuka
moved again, this time to Cape Cod, put
them out of touch. Nevertheless, Harry
taught Tony a lot about kindness and
relationships between younger woman and
older men. Tony thanks him for the lessons.
Another couple that Tony and wife
became close friends with was Don and
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Rena H. Tony ran into Don quite by
accident one day when he was walking from
the clinic to the Base Exchange. Tony heard
his name, turned and looked, and
immediately recognized ole Don. Don had
retired six months earlier as a Chief Master
Sergeant and was now working in
Information Administrative Security at
TRW, Inc. a Department of Defense
Contractor at Space Division. Don was that
supervisor Tony referred to back in an
earlier chapter. He was the one who
manipulated the performance report system
to ensure that his subordinates had at least
one report in their files when they appeared
before the promotion board. Actually, at
that time Don was a Master Sergeant. Don
later told Tony he felt just a little bad that
Tony’s own supervisors had not taken the
extra step.
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Despite all the years they were both in
Japan, Tony and Don had never really been
friends. When Tony was enlisted, Don was
too far up in rank for Tony to even consider
speaking to. Later, when Tony had become
an officer and was an administrator at
Yokota Hospital, Don had several occasions
to ask for Tony’s help regarding various
personnel problems he was having with
some of his younger troops. Their
relationship was pretty much professional.
Tony really never seemed to realize that
Don knew him so well when Tony was a
young Airman. That awareness came later
when he and his wife became social friends
with Don and Don’s wife, Rena.
After running into Don that day, they had
many occasions to have lunch together and
talk about the old days in Japan. Eventually
Tony’s wife and Rena met and they too
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became good friends. Often Don and Rena
would visit Tony’s home and they would
visit theirs. Tony and his wife also became
friends with Don’s daughters and son. Don
was quite an interesting fellow. Actually, he
had spent more than twenty years of his
thirty-year career stationed in Japan. He and
his wife Rena always lived off base in the
local Japanese community. Don seemed to
be a much different man now that he was
retired and living in California. To say that
he was unique would be an understatement.
He loved sports, all sports. He had a room
set up in his home about the size of a large
closet. In that room was his favorite old
chair (like the one on the sitcom “Frasier”).
He also had hundreds of books that he had
collected and read. His intelligence far
exceeded what one might deduce from his
outward appearance. To say that he was
sloppy would also be under statement. He
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always appeared rumpled, his hair long and
unkempt. The opposite of what you might
expect from someone who had been the
highest enlisted rank. He was clearly
overweight, often ate with his fingers even
in the most elegant of restaurants, looked
uncomfortable in a suit, and drove a car
(when he drove at all) that was more than
twenty years old (Rena drove the new car).
Perhaps eccentric might be the word to
describe Don. Nevertheless, Tony enjoyed
every minute he spent with him. Don was a
mystery in many ways. His closest neighbor
was a retired General officer (who just
happened to be an alcoholic, as was his
wife). He and Don were great drinking
buddies. Another of his close friends was a
retired Lt Colonel who shared Don’s love of
sports and drinking. Tony too enjoyed
drinking (and often getting drunk) with Don.
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He was just that sort of guy. He always had
something interesting to talk about.
One of the most interesting things about
Don was the fact that he absolutely disliked
Japan. After living there for over twenty
years, you would expect otherwise. But, as
Don puts it, he resented the fact that when
he first moved into their neighborhood in
Japan, he was the prosperous one, but after
many years he grew tired of seeing his
neighbors tear down old houses and build
new houses while he remained in the same
house. He also resented that the children of
the neighborhood had grown up and become
successful right before his eyes. Don never
came right out and said it, but I am certain
that he always felt he should have done
better with his life, despite the fact that he
had achieved the highest enlisted rank. This
may account for the fact that so many of his
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friends in retirement were current or former
officers, or high-ranking federal government
civilians. Tony believes that Don and Rena
lived vicariously through there children. All
three children were fully bilingual, having
lived in the Japanese community throughout
their childhood. Rena was the classic
Japanese Kyoiku Mama (Education Mama)
that most certainly kept after them to excel
in school, which of course, they did. George
eventually became a top executive at a
computer company in Japan, after
graduating with a Masters Degree from
California Polytechnic. Sara, the youngest,
who Tony first met when she was a high
school student, eventually became a Product
Liability Attorney at a large Los Angeles
law firm. Linda took a little longer to
become successful academically, but to
Rena’s great relief, Linda had the sense to
snag an Air Force dental officer, who
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eventually retired as a full Colonel.
Although it took her a few years, thanks to
Rena’s nagging, Linda finally became a
public school teacher. Sara married her high
school sweetheart who went on to become a
very outstanding police officer. To say that
Don and Rena were, and are proud of their
children is again, an understatement.
The thing that Tony will always
remember is Don’s feelings towards Japan.
Many times Tony suggested that Don join
Rena on one of her many, many trips back
to Japan. Don would almost immediately
change the subject. Tony was always
amazed that he could just close that chapter
of his life and never look back. Anyway,
Don was also one of those many Americans
who married Japanese woman back in the
1950s who fit a certain mold. In each case
that I am aware of, the Japanese wife took
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total control of the paycheck. In Don’s case,
he was fortunate because Rena made some
good land investments that helped them in
their retirement to first buy their home in
very expensive Torrance, California and to
finally build their “dream” home in a small
town outside of Las Vegas, Nevada. But for
Tony personally, he could never accept
turning over the finances to his wife. Given
the fact that her parents and brothers spoiled
Tony’s wife when she was a teenager, and
the fact that she spent every penny she made
at her job before they got married, and has
spent every penny she ever made on herself
in jobs since their marriage, Tony probably
made the right decision. She was one of
those new breed Japanese who think that
money grows on trees. Even before Japan
went into the so-called “Bubble” economy
of the 1980s and 1990s, she was already
wearing designer clothes and she was
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probably one of very few Japanese teen-age
girls driving a car.
So, Rena was as different from Tony’s
wife as Don was from Tony. Little did
Tony realize at the time, but the things that
Tony thought weird in Don and Rena’s
relationship would reveal themselves twenty
years later in Tony’s relationship with his
own wife. But, they had a great friendship.
Tony often traveled with Don by car to Las
Vegas for weekends. Don was just a fun
guy and a gracious guy to be around. I
mentioned earlier about Rena being a
Kyoiku Mamma and Don seemingly trying
to make up for the years of time he spent as
a noncommissioned officer. That was the
sticking point in Tony and Don’s
relationship. Don and Rena had the habit of
bragging just a little too much about their
children. In one breath they would ask
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about Tammy and Treacy, and before the
breath was completed, they were already
talking about their own children’s latest
accomplishment. Not to take anything away
from Gregory, Linda, or Sabina. They were
great kids - but Don and Rena never seemed
to recognize that they were going a little
overboard.
Just as Harry and Yuka were the best
example of love between an older western
man and a younger Japanese woman, Don
and Rena were classic examples of a “War
Bride” marriage. It seems that more and
more these days, Tony finds himself
reflecting on these two couples, to try to
come to grips with the problems in his own
marriage. But, more on that in a future
chapter!
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Tony and his wife had many other
friends in California (actually a few too
many to introduce here) at the time with
connections to Japan. Tony has often said
that for Japanese people, living in California
is like living in Japan. Tony often had to
explain why his wife’s English was not so
much better, given that they had been
married for forty years. The answer was
that Japanese people, whether in the United
States or any other country, seek out other
Japanese, speak only Japanese, try to find
stores that are owned and operated by
Japanese, and on and on. In short, they are
not very good at assimilating into western
cultures. In Los Angeles, with its Little
Tokyo, Japanese Cultural Center, sushi
shops, restaurants, department stores, cable
television, karaoke clubs, etc., they could
just as well be in Japan. It still amazed
Tony to think about the number of Japanese
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people who take English conversation
lessons in preparation for a short or longterm visit to the United States, and upon
return to Japan report that they had little or
no need to speak Japanese. Can you
imagine, when she got her first U.S. driver's
license, she took the written test in English,
but could have taken it in Japanese?
This chapter was intended to be about
Tony and his family’s first two years living
in California. I seem to have gone “fast
forward”, so let me get back to the journey.
As for the assignment as Clinic
Administrator and Squadron Commander at
Los Angeles Air Force Station, that was
another matter. The base was one of five or
six in the Air Force Systems Command.
The Space Division, the major unit that the
clinic supported, was composed of all those
computer geeks and slide rule carriers that
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you knew in high school and college. The
base was often referred to as “Hollywood
Air Force Base, due to its close proximity to
Hollywood and the fact that the military
people assigned seem to have attitudes and
personas right out of Hollywood. The clinic
had a reputation as being less than well
managed. Tony’s job was to turn the
management around. It was a challenge to
say the least. The clinic had at one point
been entirely operated by Federal Civil
Service employees. The experiment failed
badly and the powers that be decided to
rejuvenate and reorganize the clinic with
military personnel.
Fortunately for Tony, he had previously
served with several of the enlisted personnel
and he was able to rely upon them in almost
every instance. One of the best was the
senior medical technician, Master Sergeant
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Glenn. Tony and Glen had known each
other at Yokota Hospital. Also, the First
Sergeant (senior administrative sergeant)
had worked for Tony at Yokota. It was
because of both of them that Tony was
easily able to gain the respect and support of
the enlisted personnel at the clinic. The bad
news was that many of the civilian
personnel remained, and trying to get them
to change their attitudes and work ethics was
nearly impossible. Even worse, was the fact
that the senior physician, Tony’s boss, had
decided to “retire” on active duty. He was
little help, and in fact he was often in the
way. On the other hand, the General officer
in charge of Space Division recognized the
problem with Tony’s boss, and apparently
the General told Tony’s boss to step out of
Tony’s way so that he could get on with the
job. And for the most part, his boss
reluctantly did so.
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Getting on with the job was not so
difficult. Tony had long ago learned the
practices and principles of systems
management. It didn’t take him long to see
that the management systems in place were
shoddy and incomplete at best. It also didn’t
take long to “rally the troops” and soon they
were successful in changing the image and
performance of the clinic. Tony clearly had
the support of everyone on the staff, from
the Chief of Medical Services and the Chief
Nurse, right down to the clerical and
janitorial staff. There were a few
malcontents, but even they grudgingly
joined the team. But, it was a young team
and an inexperienced team and just about
every action that they needed to take to turn
the place around was a new experience for
them. Nevertheless, Tony will never forget
their loyalty. What they lacked in
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knowledge, they made up for in their
enthusiasm. All of them that is, except for
the senior physician and commander that I
mentioned earlier. Tony simply did not
know at the time that the powers that be,
both in the Air Force Surgeon Generals
Office and in the Air Force Systems
Command, wanted the doctor to retire.
They had wanted him to fail at the clinic,
as they had predicted he would. They had
not counted on Tony coming in and actually
rebuilding the clinic, in spite of the
commander. Apparently the administrative
side of the Surgeon Generals Office and the
medical side had their wires crossed. The
administrative side had specifically selected
Tony for the assignment because they
believed the powers that be wanted the
clinic saved. On the other side, the medical
folks sent the commander to the assignment
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because they were convinced he would fail
and be forced to retire.
About one year into the assignment,
Tony received word that they were to
receive a Health Services Management
Inspection from the Surgeon General’s
Office. The inspection is the equivalent of
the civilian Joint Commission on
Accreditation of Healthcare Organizations
Inspection. It was no problem for Tony
because he was convinced that they were
prepared. They had worked hard to put new
systems and procedures in to place, and
Tony was certain that they were in
compliance with all directives and
regulations. The team of twelve health care
professionals soon arrived and it
immediately became clear that they were out
to get the commander. There were many
closed door conferences between staff
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members and members of the inspection
team. The problem was, the team was not
finding the deficiencies that they expected to
find. The staff had let Tony know about the
meetings and the general tone of the
meetings. The big problem was that usually
the Administrator (Tony) and the Medical
Commander (the retired on active duty
doctor) rise and fall together. It was going
to be difficult for the team to “get” the
commander without also “getting” Tony.
During that week Tony was a “basket case”.
He had worked his butt off and suddenly he
could envision himself being forced into
retirement along with the commander, who
was the actual target. Sometime during the
middle of the week, Tony arrived at home
and sat on the couch completely exhausted.
His wife knew something was wrong, and as
Tony tried to explain, he broke down into
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uncontrollable tears. He just knew this time
his career was ended for sure.
The next day Tony went back to the
clinic to face what he was sure would be
more of the same from the inspection team
members. He entered his office and closed
the door. He noticed a note on the center of
his desk. When he unfolded it, he
immediately noticed the three stars on the
letterhead that told him immediately it was
from the Space Division Commander. It
said, “Don’t worry - keep up the good
work”. It was signed by General H. That
day Tony also got phone calls from his
professional counterparts at Systems
Command headquarters. All were in
support of Tony. In the end, the official
inspection report came to them. Somehow it
was written in such a way to credit Tony and
the staff for all they had done to turn the
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clinic around. But, it was also critical of the
commander for his lack of medical and
administrative leadership. Shortly after that,
the medical commander filed for formal
retirement.
It was also around this time that Tony
suddenly found myself with twenty years
service and eligible to retire. Actually, it
was his plan to retire at twenty years service.
Although he was only a Captain (the highest
grade he could have attained given his
length of commissioned time), his
retirement pay, because of his years of
enlisted service, would be higher than the
highest-ranking enlisted person. Tony even
made a resume and sent it out to a few
hospitals. No luck. Actually, I don’t think
Tony really wanted to retire. The girls were
young, and he enjoyed his work, and he
knew that if he stayed longer he would
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almost certainly be promoted at least once
and possible twice more.
Shortly after the commander submitted
his retirement papers, Tony was offered a
new assignment as administrator of a larger
and newer medical facility, which just
happened to be located in Massachusetts,
five miles from the town that Tony had
grown up in. The Clinic Administrator at
Hanscom Air Force Base decided to retire.
Someone, somewhere, had great confidence
in Tony. As a Captain, he had been selected
to replace a Lieutenant Colonel. So it was
time to make a choice. Tony was at another
“fork in the road”. Retire, or take the
assignment to Boston.
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Chapter Thirteen - Karma! You Can Go
Home Again!
At the time Tony received the
assignment, he told his closest friends,
relatives, and family that it was “Karma”
that after twenty years he was being given
the opportunity to go home again. Tony was
at a “fork in the road” -- decline the
assignment and retire in California (which
by the way, was his destination when he left
home twenty years earlier), or take the
assignment and return to the place that he
was so anxious to leave in the first place.
He put his faith in “Karma”.
Tony was able to sell the house, albeit at
a small loss. The girls finished the school
year and off they went on a new adventure.
They decided to have one of their cars
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shipped to the East Coast and to take an
extended cross-country vacation in the other
car. As they crossed the border from
California to Nevada, Tony remembers
looking in the rear view mirror and thinking
“good riddance California.” He honestly
believed they would never return. I am sure
people find it strange when Tony says he
didn’t enjoy living in California. Even
stranger when I tell them that Tony and the
family eventually returned to California and
lived there for another ten years. Ouch!
It was a wonderful educational trip for
Tammy and Treacy. Tony followed U.S.
Route 10 across the Southern United States
and then headed northeast when they got
through Oklahoma. They saw everything,
including Las Vegas, Hoover Dam, The
Grand Canyon, Painted Desert, Petrified
Forest, Texas, Oklahoma, Nashville,
400

Memphis, Graceland, The Natural Bridge,
Colonial Williamsburg, Washington, D.C.
and The Statue of Liberty, as well as many
slightly more minor attractions, before
finally arriving in Massachusetts. They took
ten days and covered a lot of miles. It was a
little like Chevy Chase and family on their
way to “Wally World”.
Actually, when they visited the Statue
of Liberty, Tony parked the car in Newark,
N.J. After visiting the statue, he got lost
trying to get back onto U.S. Route 95. He
kept getting deeper and deeper into the
downtown area. At the time they were not
really afraid, but they did notice that the
deeper they went, the fewer Caucasian faces
they saw. Finally, in exasperation, Tony
stopped the car, got out, and asked a black
man standing on the sidewalk for directions.
Fortunately, he did give Tony directions,
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and also a warning -- that Tony had better
not get out of his car again in that area. He
was being kind, not threatening. When
Tony saw the Chevy Chase movie
“Vacation”; and the scene in which his car
was stripped of its tires, Tony realized just
what the man had meant. Lucky for the
family, Tony followed the man’s directions
and found their way to Massachusetts.
When they crossed the border into
Massachusetts Tony felt an overwhelming
relief. They arrived at the base, checked
into guest quarters, and began their new life.
The trees and grass were green, and the air
was clean. Actually, they were immediately
assigned a permanent house on the base. It
was about the same size as the condo they
sold in California. And the clinic was
unbelievable. It was a completely new
building, and all the medical and office
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equipment was also brand new. Treacy and
Tammy were able to attend elementary and
middle school right on the base. Tony just
knew that this was going to be a good
assignment.
Of course, his wife would not be
completely settled until she was able to find
the local Japanese restaurants and grocery
stores. Fortunately, they were close to
Boston and Cambridge where many
Japanese students were attending university.
So, naturally there were several restaurants
and stores set up to accommodate them.
Next on her agenda was to locate new
Japanese friends. Now that was a little
harder. In retrospect, Tony thinks the
primary reason that he always refers to their
time in Boston as the best time in their
married life was because she did not have
her circle of Japanese friends. She was
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somewhat forced to now socialize with
Tony’s Caucasian American friends.
Tony found himself quite happy that he
chose to come back to Massachusetts. He
honestly felt that the people he encountered
on the job and in the community spoke the
same language as he. Tony recalls telling
the girls one day when they went to the local
mall that there were two things that
reminded him that he was home. First, was
when they entered the mall. They were right
behind a man who was entering. He entered
first and Tony fully expected him to hold the
door. He did not. At first Tony was angry,
but then he just laughed it off. This was
Massachusetts (much like Japan, by the
way). The second instance was when they
decided to take a different route back to the
base from the mall. By the highway, it was
a ten or fifteen minute drive. Tony decided
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to take the surface roads. One hour later
they were still looking for the base. The
problem was, Tony couldn’t find any street
signs (again, much like Japan) to tell him the
name of the road they were on. They just
kept going, hoping that eventually they
would find a road sign pointing the way to
the base. No such luck. They ended up
going around the base and continuing past
the base for miles. Of course it was a
typical winding, narrow, high-speed New
England road. Eventually, they made it
back to the base. Instead of getting angry,
they laughed it off as another unique
example of living in New England. Tony
soon learned that the expression “you can’t
get there from here” was probably coined in
Massachusetts.
Tony’s wife was very lucky because they
lived in a neighborhood in which they
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became very close friends with several
couples. Guy and Kathy, Stan and Coleen,
Steve and Sonja, Lee and Mary Jo. In fact
they were so close during the four years they
lived there that they truly became like a
large family. Their friendships have
continued to this day. If you can imagine
neighborhood cook outs, more birthday
parties than Tony can remember, parties for
every imaginable holiday, more weekend
trips than Tony can recount, weekend nights
out on the town in Boston, golfing,
vacations in a shared condo at Cape Cod,
shoveling snow together, entering each
others homes in their pajamas, nights spent
in each others homes playing Trivial Pursuit
and drinking Budweiser beer. And of
course, Tony’s wife enjoyed it as much as
Tony did. Tony has often commented to
those who would listen, that their four years
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in Massachusetts were the best years of their
marriage, at least for Tony.
The girls also loved living at Hanscom.
They both became leaders in their little
circle of friends. As a family they did so
much together, The Freedom Trail in
Boston, canoeing on the Concord River and
passing under the bridge where the
Minutemen turned back the British, camping
in New Hampshire, and so many base youth
activities that the calendar was always full.
The girls really grew up during those years.
Of course they had their share of adolescent
problems, and it was not always like a “fairy
tale existence”, but Tony is certain that the
experience has been a positive influence on
their lives. Actually they have traveled back
to the base a few times in the years since
they all lived there and on each occasion

407

Tony could just see the happy memories
reflected in their words, eyes, and smiles.
Shortly after they settled into their new
home on base, they decided to try to mend
fences with Rita P. by having a family
gathering at the base. They invited all the
aunts, uncles, and cousins living in the area,
as well as brother Harry and his family and
sister Jane and her son, Joseph. It was a
pretty good gathering. Rita P. was of course
treated like the Queen Mother, and she
enjoyed that immensely. She made a few
snide comments during the day, but in
general all present tried to overlook
anything negative.
Rita P. was living in a senior citizen
apartment building in a nearby city. Tony
and his wife began to make it their practice
to visit her regularly. The visits were
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pleasant enough, mostly because Tony
would ignore anything negative and steer
the conversation away from her complaints.
But, it became increasingly obvious that she
did not want to talk with Tony’s wife (her
English was not perfect, but she could
certainly carry on a conversation), and the
girls became increasingly bored sitting on
the couch trying to appear interested in Rita
P.’s diatribes. In particular, it was
bothersome to hear her constant complaints
about the Italian people living in her
building. She did not use the term Italian to
describe these people, if you know what I
mean. Unfortunately, she was a bigot.
Tony and his wife had experienced that a
few years earlier when she introduced
Tony’s wife to her friend as Tony’s “Jap”
wife.

409

Eventually, their regular visits were cut
back to special occasions only. Usually,
once per week Tony would stop by with one
of the girls to take her grocery shopping.
She would always refuse to buckle her seat
belt and she reminded Tony that sons do not
tell their mothers what to do when Tony
asked her to buckle up. Tony admits he
took the girls on those excursions to serve as
a buffer between Rita P. and himself. Of
course, they continued to have her to their
home for Christmas and other special
events, but each time it was a challenge to
keep from putting her in her place. As you
can imagine, it was enormously stressful for
Tony’s wife “to make nice”. Finally, the
proverbial straw that broke the camel’s back
occurred one night when they took her out
to a restaurant close to her apartment. While
they were waiting for dinner to be served,
Tony noticed that a black family was sitting
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at a table rather close by. It soon donned on
Tony that the husband/father was one of the
enlisted men from Tony’s clinic. Before
Tony had a chance to make eye contact and
say hello, Rita P. also spied the family.
There was a sign over their table, in keeping
with the decor of the restaurant that made
some reference to the King’s Table. As
soon as Rita P. saw them, she made a racist
remark about them. That was it. Tony told
her he could not believe that she was his
mother. And Tony said many other things,
but the point was, he could not stand to
listen to her racist remarks another moment.
They drove her to her apartment, dropped
her off, and they never saw her again while
they lived in Massachusetts.
But, Tony and his wife did continue to
have good relations with his oldest brother
and his younger sister and their families. In
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fact, Harry was quite a character. He was
the type of guy who would do anything for
anyone. But, just like Tony’s father, he was
a bit of an alcoholic, as was his wife. Tony
remembers one time getting a call from
Security Police at one of the base entrance
gates. The Sergeant called to apologize that
he could not let Harry come on base because
he was driving while drinking. It seems that
Harry actually made quite a scene, but to the
credit of the Security Policeman, the
incident was taken care of without Tony’s
having to become involved. Harry was
about twelve years older than Tony. When
Tony was still in elementary school, Harry
was serving a four-year enlistment in the
Marines. He was extremely proud that his
baby brother was an officer. Unfortunately,
the alcohol clouded his good judgment and
intentions. But, when he was sober, he was
the epitome of kindness to Tony’s wife and
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the girls. Unfortunately, the alcohol
eventually killed him at the age of fifty-two,
after Tony and his family had moved back
to California. The same disease was also
responsible for his wife’s death a year later.
Younger sister Jane was going through a
pretty rough time during the years Tony and
the family lived at the base. She was a
single Mom, and doing her best to raise her
son Joseph. Actually, Joseph has turned out
to be a fine young man. Jane suffered from
chronic depression at the time, and still
does. To say that she and Tony were
strangers growing up would not be an
understatement. She is two years younger
and they attended the same schools, but in
fact, they were strangers. They really didn’t
become close until they were both in their
forties, sometime after Tony had retired
from the Air Force.
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The family gathering they had at the base
shortly after arriving served to foster a
relationship between Tony and his Auntie
Phyllis. Phyllis was the wife of Tony’s
father’s younger brother, Alex. Phyllis and
Alex had three children of their own. They
were Sandy, the oldest, Cindy the youngest,
and Jimmy, who was exactly Tony’s age.
For some reason, Phyllis and Tony hit it off
great. Can you imagine, not really knowing
your closest relatives until you are almost
forty years old? Tony remained close with
Phyllis ever since that day, often visiting her
in Massachusetts or at her daughter’s home
in California. One of the things that helped
to promote their close relationship after so
many years was the fact that, again, for
unknown reasons, Phyllis held Tony out as a
role model for her grandson. She convinced
her grandson to join the Air Force and he
served more than twenty years. Apparently,
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she felt that if Tony could turn his life
around in the Air Force, her grandson could
also. And he did.
One of Tony’s favorite things to do was
to get in the car with his wife and the girls
and travel the short distance to Stoneham,
only five miles away, where he grew up. He
took delight in pointing out all the sites and
remembering the names of families that
lived in various homes. On one of those
trips, they were traveling on a street in the
Northeast section of town. As usual, Tony
was pointing out various sights. The car
window was down, and suddenly Tony
heard his name. He continued driving, but
slowed down considerably. He heard his
name again and looked in the rear view
mirror. On the sidewalk were two senior
citizen woman walking and waving. Tony
stopped and backed up. It was Ms. H the
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wife of Tony’s scoutmaster and mother of
his elementary and junior high school friend.
“How did you ever recognize me?”, Tony
asked. She said, “Oh Tony, you are as
handsome now as when you were a boy”.
They spent the next fifteen minutes catching
up on family news. Unfortunately, her
husband, who had a great influence on Tony
from his Boy Scout days, had passed away.
Her son, who was Tony’s friend, was living
in North or South Dakota and working as a
university professor. Can you imagine how
chance their encounter was that day?
On a couple of occasions, Tony tried to
get together with some of the old gang
members -- Jimmy, Billy, Freddie, Eddie,
and others. But, after all those years living
different lives, they just didn’t seem to have
much in common anymore. Eddie and Tony
have remained friends all these years. Eddie
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and Tony worked at the China Moon
Restaurant together and repeated the ninth
grade together. Eddie married Rita, who
was Eddie’s childhood sweetheart.
Unfortunately, Rita never liked Tony very
much, so they did not get together very often
when Tony was living at the base. But,
Eddie was always a loyal friend and when
Tony’s mother died several years later, he
showed up at her wake to extend his
sympathies. Unfortunately, Tony did not
attend the wake, but Tammy who just
coincidentally was in Boston at the time,
learned of her death from Auntie Phyllis and
she attended the wake and funeral in Tony’s
stead. Eddie recognized her at the Funeral
Hall and was kind enough to introduce
himself and extend his sympathies. Eddie is
one of those friends you never forget. In
fact, Eddie and Tony still exchange

417

Christmas cards and get together whenever
Tony has the chance to visit the Boston area.
Actually, Tony did come across an old
friend from Stoneham, quite by accident.
One day he was looking over some of
Tammy’s school papers and he noticed a
name he thought he recognized. There was
a reference to Mr. M. Tony asked Tammy if
the teacher’s first name was Benjamin. Sure
enough, she said “yes” and told Tony that he
was her English teacher. Ben M lived two
houses away from Tony in Stoneham when
he was growing up. They were not great
friends at the time, basically because Tony
was a “greaser” and Ben was more one of
the “in-crowd.” Nevertheless, they
sometimes walked to school together and
talked about various things under the sun. I
guess you could say they were “friends” at
the time. Anyway, Tony asked Tammy to
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tell Mr. about Tony and see if she could
arrange for Tony to visit him at school. And
that is what she did. Tony showed up at
school in his Air Force uniform. He had
been promoted to Major by that time. He
figured the best way to show Ben that he
had “made it” was to let his uniform and
insignia speak for themselves.
To Tony’s surprise, Ben didn’t seem all
that excited to see him and he really wasn’t
very talkative. Tony tried to engage him in
memories of the old neighborhood, but he
seemed to be reticent to open up. Tony
asked him about his family members and he
offered a little update, but confessed that he
didn’t know where his sister was living and
that he was out of contact with his brother.
Frankly, Tony was a little depressed by the
visit. Tony thought he would ask him all
sorts of questions about the years that had
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passed since they had last met. He just
wasn’t interested, or so it appeared. After
that, Tony stopped making much of an effort
to find old friends from the old hometown.
Another little thing Tony enjoyed doing
was going to the mall and just watching the
people. He had it in his mind that
eventually he would run into someone from
Stoneham. The problem was of course, that
this was twenty years after he had left home.
Despite the fact that he felt young, he had
forgotten how much he had changed
physically over the years. And of course, if
Tony had changed, his friends had changed
too. He wonders how many times he may
have walked right past someone he knew in
his younger days, but did not recognize at
the time. Actually, one day at the mall he
walked right past his sister. If it had not
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been for Tony’s wife recognizing her, he
would not have noticed her.
One night, Kathy and Guy, Stan and
Colleen, Tony and wife, were returning
from a night of dinner and drinks in Boston.
They were in Stan’s “Detroit Monster”,
three in front and three in the back. As they
approached the turnoff on the highway from
Boston to Stoneham, Tony suddenly
announced that since they were so close,
they should drop by and visit his brothers.
Naturally, everyone was concerned about
the lateness of the hour, and the possibility
that his brothers would be upset at their
unannounced visit. Tony assured everyone
that his bothers wouldn’t mind at all. He
began to give Stan directions, turn left, turn
right, go straight, and turn at the next corner.
You can imagine everyone’s surprise when
the last turn took them right into Saint
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Patrick’s Cemetery. Everyone was
hysterical with laughter, and relief. Tony
pointed out the grave of his brothers, Arthur
and Lawrence.
Another site Tony pointed out to
anybody who had the misfortune of being
with him when he made the “Stoneham
Tour” was the Vietnam Veteran’s Memorial
in front of the Town Hall. There are several
hundred names engraved on the memorial,
including Tony’s. More significantly, there
were names with an asterisk signifying that
the person had died in Vietnam. Included
among those was “Bugs”, who I mentioned
earlier in this book. Tony could recall the
face of every man and woman identified on
the monument.
I would be lying if I said Tony did not
have many fond memories of Stoneham.
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The population of that little town north of
Boston has certainly changed over the years,
but to Tony, it will always be home.
Actually, for years he subscribed to the local
newspaper just to keep up with the people
and events, but alas, as the names became
less and less familiar, he let his subscription
lapse. But, even today, he occasionally
visits the Stoneham Independent Newspaper
on-line. I guess Tony will always be a
Stoneham boy.
Speaking of “boy”, I mentioned earlier in
this book Tony’s relationship with the police
of Stoneham. I should also mention that one
time while Tony and the family were living
in Boston, he had occasion to drive through
Stoneham Square. As he passed by the
police kiosk in the center of the square, the
officer on duty and Tony made eye contact.
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He waved and Tony could see him mouth
the words, “Hi Tony - how are ya doing?”
Another time, shortly after they returned
to Boston, Tony took his family to the China
Moon Restaurant to show them the place
where he worked as a boy, and also to show
them off to any of the restaurant staff who
might have remembered him. To Tony’s
surprise, there were many employees still
there more than twenty years after he had
left the job. It was nice to see old friends.
I’m certain that when Tony worked there,
none could have ever imagined that his
future would be so centered on Asia, and
that Tony actually would marry an Asian
woman.
I am not going to go into every detail of
Tony’s four years in Boston, but I will say
again, I believe Tony when he says it was
424

the best years of their lives. There is no
place more beautiful than New England in
the spring and autumn. Tony probably
doesn’t miss the cold of winter or the
humidity of summer. But, during the years
they were there, it was wonderful. In fact,
Tony recently visited the Boston area in
conjunction with a visit to his daughter in
New York City. Auntie Phyllis, who was
now in her eighties, graciously allowed
everyone to stay in her new home. It
snowed on Christmas Day. Could it have
been better?
The job was great, although not at
first. Although the clinic was brand new,
there were several problems Tony would
soon encounter. The first problem was the
fact that they were to have a major Health
Services Management Inspection from
Headquarters Air Force within weeks of
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Tony’s arrival. In fact, they had just moved
out of temporary quarters when the team
arrived. Connected to that problem was the
fact that the person Tony replaced had done
very little in his final few months to prepare
for the inspection. And guess what? The
medical commander was another “retired on
active duty” guy. He put up a good front,
but it was pretty clear to Tony that he was
not overly concerned with the pending
inspection. An even bigger problem was the
fact that there was a small “Mafia” of NCOs
that had endeared themselves to the
commander. Unfortunately they had done
so at the expense of patients and staff. They
took special care to take care of the
commander and as a result they had free
reign. That is, until they came up against
Tony.
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After his experience in Los Angeles, it
was no problem at all for Tony to hit the
ground running. Within weeks he had
established himself as a manager and leader
with competence. For Tony, it was always
patients first and staff second. Shortly after
arriving, he received a call on the inter
office phone from the pharmacy officer.
The pharmacist was warning Tony that a
patient was coming to complain. The
pharmacy had established a policy of thirtyday supply for all medications, regardless of
whether the medications were prescribed for
an acute medical problem or a long term
chronic maintenance problem. The patient,
a retiree, had traveled to the clinic from the
state of Maine. The patient wanted a sixmonth supply to see him through until his
next visit to his doctor. As the pharmacist
continued his explanation on the phone, the
patient appeared in Tony’s door way. The
427

patient clearly was a well-worn veteran in
his late sixties. Tony interrupted the
pharmacist and told him he would be
sending the patient back to him for a sixmonth refill. The retiree heard what Tony
said, saluted smartly and headed back to the
pharmacy. Later the pharmacist came to
Tony to complain about his decision. Tony
simply said, “Number one, we are in the
patient care business, and number two, this
is the type of problem you should have
handled yourself. We pay you for your
technical knowledge, but we also pay you to
make decisions.”
And that is the way Tony continued to
manage the medical facility -- patients first.
Soon, his reputation spread, not only within
the organization, but among the patient
population as well. Tony did not turn the
attitude of the staff around over night, but he
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kept at it. At one point, one of his NCOs
made an “end run” around him to complain
directly to the commander. Tony had used
some pretty harsh words to tell him he was
not doing the job, and that perhaps it was
time for him to pursue another assignment.
When the commander spoke to Tony he
seemed to be taking the side of the NCO.
Eventually, the commander got to the point
of telling Tony that he should have
demonstrated more respect to the NCO.
Apparently the commander did not know, or
had forgotten, Tony’s enlisted background.
Tony told him that he knew exactly what the
NCO was up to because he had been there.
He reminded the commander that he
outranked the NCO at the time and he had
outranked him as an enlisted person. Tony’s
tone of voice and body language
communicated to the commander that Tony
would not tell him how to practice medicine
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and Tony expected that he would not tell
Tony how to manage his own people and
responsibilities. After that they had a
somewhat strained, but peaceful
coexistence.
If you can recall in an earlier chapter, I
wrote about the many “bad boy” incidents
Tony was involved in as a young Airman.
You might find the following a bit ironic.
His primary job was as the Clinic
Administrator, but because they were a
military unit, he also functioned as the unit
commander. In that capacity, he was
responsible for administering justice to those
who violated various rules and regulations.
The Air Force mandated periodic
unannounced Drug Sweeps, in which
everyone in the unit was recalled in the
middle of the night and required to submit
urine samples under close observation. Of
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course, to set the example, the new medical
commander, Dr. Tim, and Tony always went
first. Almost invariably, everyone in the
unit would test “negative” for illegal drugs.
Alas, one time one of the enlisted men came
up with a “positive” result. Tony’s job was
then to call him into the office, listen to his
story, and decide if non-judicial punishment
was appropriate. This guy was one smooth
talker, but Tony had an intuitive feeling that
his story was bogus. He stuck to his story.
The next thing Tony knew he was getting
calls from the Base Commander persuading
him that he should believe the guy’s story.
You see, the guy was a volunteer youth
basketball coach and referee on base, and he
worked as a night steward at the Base Youth
Center. The very same youth center where
Tammy and Treacy spent much of their
social time. It was very difficult for the base
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officials to recruit volunteers. His wife, who
was also an active duty Sergeant, came to
Tony to try to convince him that his story
was true. By the way, his story was that he
had been to a party and someone had given
him a brownie laced with marijuana. Not
very original, but that was his story. Tony
never backed down. Tony knew he was
lying, but the pressure to forgive and forget
was unbelievable. Tony finally agreed to
put him in a supervised drug treatment and
surveillance program. But, Tony told the
Base Commander that his children would no
longer be going to the youth center, nor
would the children of any of Tony’s friends.
Just as Tony could have predicted, a month
later the guy tested positive again. This time
the guy convinced one of the clinic doctors
to testify that it was possible for the drug to
have remained in his system for thirty days.
Not one of the other doctors would accept
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this theory at all. But the Base Commander
and those associated with the Youth Center
were ready to believe anything that would
allow him to continue working and
volunteering at the Youth Center.
It was unbelievable to Tony that this guy,
who to Tony was an absolute liar, had
gained so much support for his story. Tony
actually got into a heavy argument with a
neighbor, who was responsible for the youth
activities on base. So intense was the
argument that their personal friendship
almost came to an end. Well, let me make a
long story short, the guy tested positive
again, and Tony reduced him in grade from
SSgt to Senior Airman. Actually, Tony
moved on to another assignment before the
guy did, but Tony learned later that he was
caught selling drugs to some of the on-base
teenagers and was kicked out of the Air
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Force. Tony also learned that his wife did
not believe his story either, and she finally
divorced him. The point is, Tony was the
only one who thought he was guilty, and he
was. Tony has always, since he was a
young enlisted man and continuing to this
day, had a knack for seeing people for what
they really are. The cliché, “You can’t
bulls--- a bulls-----!” comes to mind.
Back to the job. The Air Force
inspectors came and went. Tony’s efforts to
get the management of the clinic back on
track were recognized in the report.
Apparently, the base commander, as well as
the General officer in charge of the major
Systems Command unit on the base,
recognized the improvements that were
occurring in the clinic and let it be known
that they supported Tony in every way.
That sort of put the medical commander on
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notice, and he didn’t interfere anymore. He
finally retired officially. Tony felt great
relief when he was finally gone. In the
meantime, the enlisted and medical staff of
the clinic also began to rally around Tony’s
leadership. After that, he was promoted to
Major. It was really a great assignment for
Tony.
Tony’s wife had her first experiences in
the real world of work while they lived in
Boston. She finally came to the realization
that American wives work, when they can.
Tammy and Treacy were old enough to take
care of themselves and pretty busy with their
school and social lives. First, she worked in
the Base Exchange as a retail clerk. One of
her American friends who worked there
encouraged her to apply also. But soon, she
became tired of the physical labor involved
in stocking clothes, and she had the feeling
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that it was not the right job for “an officer’s
wife.” Next, another friend helped her to
get a job at a civilian company in the local
community doing data entry work. She was
comfortable with this because it was work
she did when she and Tony first met, and
she had received additional training in data
entry at a community college in California.
But, she soon became bored with that job.
Finally, Kathy her neighbor encouraged her
to apply to the company where she worked,
McGraw Hill Information Systems. It was
in that job that she really thrived. She
stayed there for over two years. When the
family finally moved back to California, she
had mastered the “world of work”. Judging
by the cards, letters, and gifts she received at
her “Sayonara Party”, she was going to be
missed.
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The assignment of Colonel (Doctor) Tim
to replace the “retired on active duty” guy
who was in place when Tony arrived was
the best thing that could have happened to
Tony and the clinic. To fully appreciate
how much Tony came to love and respect
Doctor Tim, you must know a little about
the man. He was one of many civilian
physicians that were recruited into the Air
Force when they were in middle age and had
been practicing medicine for many years.
The policy was to bring them in at a rank
that would allow them a salary close to what
they had been making as civilians. Usually,
the rank was Lt. Colonel or Colonel. In Dr.
Tim’s case he was so old when he entered
the Air Force that it was certain he would
not attain retirement eligibility before the
mandatory retirement age. That didn’t stop
him from joining, and it never lessened his
complete dedication to the Air Force. He
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had been a pediatrician in Portsmouth, New
Hampshire before joining. The epitome of
small town doctor! He was the high school
team physician and he probably had been
involved with every child who was born and
lived in Portsmouth during his practice
years. He loved medicine, but he loved the
military more. In some respects, he looked
a little like Tony’s father. About Tony’s
height, but considerably more pudgy, gray
and balding hair, short stubby fingers, and a
demeanor that just personified kindness.
Everyone who ever met him liked him, and
many, including Tony, came to love him.
For the two years they were together at
the clinic it was the best possible working
relationship. They both stood for the same
thing. Their priorities and objectives were
the same. Together they established one of
the best, if not the best, medical teams in the
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Air Force. But, their relationship went well
beyond the clinic. They became the closest
of friends. He taught Tony to play golf.
They both played terribly, but Tony was
worse. He took Tony to his hometown on a
number of occasions to meet his own child
hood friends. One time they even went
lobstering with Dr Tim’s best high school
friend. That day they took in over forty
lobsters and that night they had a
neighborhood lobster feast that Tony’s
friends still talk about. Dr. Tim’s many
patients, including Tammy and Treacy,
loved him as well. Ole Dr. Tim retired to
Florida, growing roses and playing golf.
Actually, it was Dr. Tim who encouraged
Tony to pursue yet another Masters Degree
(number three), this time in Healthcare
Management. He also encouraged Tony to
complete Air War College, which Tony did.
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And, he encouraged Tony to pursue Fellow
status in the American College of
Healthcare Executives, which Tony also did.
Finally, he encouraged Tony to apply for a
special assignment. The special assignment
involved a one-year, sort of sabbatical, from
the Air Force in which Tony would join the
Arthur D. Little, Inc., Management
Consulting firm in Cambridge,
Massachusetts. His tenure as administrator
of the clinic was about to end. Tony’s
choices were to take an assignment or retire.
Actually, they enjoyed the assignment so
much that Tony had not given much
consideration to retirement, and he was not
sure he could find a job in health care
management. So, he chose the special
assignment road and for the next year, he
was a Management Consultant at Arthur D.
Little. With Dr. Tim’s help, they were able
to convince the base officials to allow the
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family to remain in their base house for
another year.
Tony’s experience at Arthur D. Little,
Inc. was great. Basically, the Air Force
placed him on sabbatical for one year. He
continued in the Air Force, but in fact he
worked for, and was responsible to the Vice
President of the Health Care Management
Practice at ADL. Of course, the Air Force
planned to get their “pay back”. Tony had
to sign a three-year commitment that he
would remain on active duty following the
assignment. Nevertheless, since he already
owed three years for accepting the
promotion to Major, it was no big deal. He
was certain that even though he would have
to wait three additional years to retire, to be
able to include “consulting” experience at
ADL on his resume was well worth the
price.
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As I said, they continued living in base
housing. It was only a thirty-minute
commute into Cambridge. For one year, he
wore suits to work everyday. Tony had a
great time shopping for civilian business
attire, and he really enjoyed putting on
clothes other than a uniform each morning.
The people at ADL assigned Tony an office
that overlooked Route 2, the same route that
his father had driven for years on his way to
his job as a machinist in Watertown. As
Tony looked out the window, he could
imagine his father driving by. The actual
job was great. He was a member of a
consulting team. During the year, they did
work for Metropolitan Life Insurance, the
Federal government, and a number of
hospitals. Tony really enjoyed interacting
with the other consultants, many of whom
had graduated from either Harvard or
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Massachusetts Institute of Technology
(MIT). Arthur D. Little is the oldest,
continuously operating consulting firm in
the United States. Tony learned a lot, made
many friends, and basically enjoyed every
minute of the assignment. Actually, the
people at ADL were quite pleased with
Tony’s work, as were the clients that he
worked for.
But alas, it was not all good. As I
mentioned, Tony had incurred a three-year
obligation to the Air Force. That meant he
would have to take another assignment. The
choices were to go to Washington, D.C., to
take a headquarters job at the Department of
Defense or the Air Force, or to take an
assignment as an Inspector/Auditor on the
Air Force Inspector General staff,
headquartered in San Bernardino,
California. Tony made the wrong choice.
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He chose the California job, thinking that it
was best for the family. Tony believed he
really should have taken the Washington
job, where he could have networked over
the next few years to find a civilian job on
retirement.
Many times, Tony wondered how his life
would have been different if he had not
taken the special assignment, and had
instead retired. That is one of life’s
mysteries. Tony will never know. So, off
they went, back to California. Tony always
remembers those years in Massachusetts
fondly. As I said, they were the best years
of his married life. Why? For all the
reasons I talked about in this chapter, but
probably most of all because there was no
connection to Japan or things Japanese, for
either his wife or himself. They did things
together as a family that they really never
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did again. Well, life goes on, and so did
they.
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Chapter Fourteen - A Bad Decision I
So, off they went for their return trip to
California. Tony was assigned as a member
of the Air Force Inspection Center, Health
Services Management Inspection
directorate. He was one of 13-15 members
of an inspection/audit team. The team was
composed of officers from the medical,
nursing, ancillary medical services, and
administrative services fields. The mission
was to travel to Air Force medical facilities
throughout the United States and overseas to
inspect/audit for compliance with Air Force,
Department of Defense, and the civilian
Joint Commission on Accreditation of
Healthcare Organizations directives.
To do that, an inspection schedule was
established that ensured one of the three
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teams would inspect every facility once
every two years. The schedule was
sacrosanct. There could be no deviations
from the almighty schedule. The inspection
trips were scheduled for two weeks on the
road within the United States, and three
weeks for overseas inspections. One facility
was inspected each week from Sunday
through Saturday. Saturdays were reserved
for travel. It sounds a little harsh, and it
was, but the good news was that during the
time the inspectors were home from the
trips, they had much free time. Basically,
they were only required to check in at the
office on a daily basis.
But, the schedule took some getting used
too. In fact, when Tony arrived at Norton
Air Force Base, where the inspection team
was headquartered, he was already
scheduled to leave on a two-week trip. That
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meant that his wife and the girls were
immediately put on their own. They were
living in temporary family quarters for the
first three months. During that time they
found a house to buy, got the girls enrolled
in school, found Tammy a part-time job, and
got Tammy a driver’s license. Credit must
be given to his wife and the girls for being
real troopers. It was not a pleasant existence
living in the one room temporary quarters,
or trying to find their way around their new
home while Tony was constantly traveling.
It was a nightmare for all of them. Tony just
knew he should have taken the Washington
assignment. Better yet, he just knew he
should have retired in Boston when he had
the chance. So, in retrospect, taking the
civilian assignment to work at Arthur D.
Little was a mistake, and choosing the
Inspection Center job over the Washington
job, was an even greater mistake.
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Tony’s fatal flaw regarding the job as
management auditor/consultant was that he
did the job too well. Colleagues had warned
him that assignment to the team was
paramount to the end of a person’s career.
Sort of the “damned if you do, and damned
if you don’t” cliché. If you exposed
management inadequacies, you ended up
hurting many individuals in addition to the
guilty party. Hospital and clinic
administrators bore the responsibility for the
performance of their subordinates. So,
when you found a middle level manager not
doing his job and thoroughly justifying your
finding, you were also exposing the senior
administrator. These senior administrators
were quite influential in that they often were
members of Air Force promotion boards and
they often had the final word on
assignments. Of course, if you covered up
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the inefficiencies or incompetents, you ran
the risk of not being respected yourself and
eventually receiving a poor performance
report to boot. People had always accused
Tony of being a person of integrity, so he
chose, during the three-year assignment to
do what he was paid to do. In the process he
exposed a lot of incompetence. In the end,
every one respected the job he did during
those years, and he actually succeeded in
making some major policy changes in how
the Air Force Medical Service managed
financial and human resources. But, as they
say “what goes around, comes around”. He
was promoted to Lieutenant Colonel, but he
was also selected to administer a small
hospital located in Malstrom, Montana. He
was devastated, and he called in every “chit”
he could think of. Tony never will know
exactly who, at a higher level in the Medical
Service chain of command had it in for him.
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The ironic thing is that two very senior Line
Officers (the regular Air Force) came to
Tony’s rescue. The Inspection Center Chief
of Staff and the Inspection Center
Commander got together and plotted their
own strategy and called in their own “chits”
to have Tony remain at the center, rather
than go to Montana, and to serve as the
special assistant to the commander. In that
capacity Tony managed the planning,
design, and construction of a new Inspection
Center to be located at a base in another
state. He did that job until he finally retired.
In retrospect, even I wonder why throughout
Tony’s military career, it had always been
senior officers that came to his rescue. I
don’t really know why and neither does
Tony, but he will always be thankful.
Anyway, back to the actual assignment
as an inspector/auditor. It had many good
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points, to offset the many bad points.
Basically, the schedule was set up so that a
fifteen-member team would inspect every
medical facility in the Air Force, once every
two years. It was the Air Force equivalent
of the inspection performed by the Joint
Commission on Accreditation of Healthcare
Organizations (JCAHO). The JCAHO,
acknowledging that the Air Force
inspections were considerably more intense,
usually granted accreditation of Air Force
medical facilities based on the inspection
teams’ written reports and
recommendations. Usually, a trip involved
visits to two facilities for one week each,
except when they went overseas, it was
three facilities in three week. Saturday was
always a travel day, Sunday was a research
day, Monday through Thursday were
inspection and interview days and report
writing nights, and finally Friday was report
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editing and presentation day. During the
time they were on the road there was not
much time for sightseeing. Nevertheless,
during Tony’s time he traveled to England
three times for three weeks each, as well as
Italy, Germany, Greece, Turkey, Portugal,
Guam, and The Philippines. And of course,
more bases in more states than he can
remember. When they finished a trip, they
usually returned to Norton Air Force Base in
San Bernardino for two weeks. During that
time they spent a couple of days doing
intense work at the office and then they
basically were off duty until the next trip.
During the times they spent at home,
Tony became a real DIY homebody. Their
home was purchased new. That meant lots
of work decorating the interior and
landscaping the exterior. As anyone can tell
you who has ever purchased a new home,
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there is much to do. First of all, contractors
use cheap paint, so that meant that Tony had
to repaint every surface, especially the
outside wooden trim. The California sun
seemed to suck up the paint as quickly as it
was applied. The house was made of
stucco, as are all California houses these
days. Tony had to paint the fences
separating their tract house from all the
others just to be certain the sun wouldn’t
turn it into kindling in months rather than
years. Tony put in the sprinklers, shrubs,
and grass all by himself. He had the patio
and sidewalks put in by a contractor, and of
course, he got ripped off. Nevertheless, he
derived a lot of pleasure from doing things
himself. There was a side benefit. Next
door lived a pretty young “Lolita” type
teenager. She was always out and about in
her bikini. Tony suspects she was just
practicing her flirting. One day, Tony
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actually fell off a ladder when he caught her
reflection in the window that he was
washing.
On one of Tony’s trips with the
inspection team, he got word that his brother
Harry was in the hospital. He was told that
Harry was going to have an operation on a
kidney. Tony decided to fly home to see
him in the hospital. What Tony was not told
was that Harry had inoperable cancer. He
died quickly. Tony attended the funeral. It
was difficult for Tony to accept that he died.
All Tony’s life he had been the “big
brother” and the “family man”. It wasn’t
until after Harry died that Tony realized
what an alcoholic he had become, and that
his wife had become alcoholic too. Within a
year of Harry’s death, his wife, Helen, died
also, in a fall down the stairs at her home.
Tony has tried to keep up a relationship with
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Harry’s two daughters, and son, but for
some reason they have spurned his attempts.
Oh, well, go figure!
During Tony’s constant absences, his
wife and the girls really did a great job of
taking care of themselves. Both girls had
part-time jobs, were active in extra curricula
activities, and generally managed to keep
themselves out of trouble. Tony’s wife
gradually developed her circle of Japanese
friends. The biggest problem was with cars.
They were all terrible drivers. Several times
they had minor fender benders, and
managed to get the damage repaired and
keep the incidents secret from Tony. Some
things they couldn’t keep secret, like the
time Tammy went forward in the garage and
crashed into the wall. But, many others they
simply never told Tony about.
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His wife picked Tony up at the airport
following one of his overseas trips. On the
way back home she told Tony that Treacy
had been in an accident. Finally, and very
cautiously she gave Tony the details.
Treacy had rounded a curve on her way to
school one morning. When she got to the
top of the curve she saw a large dump truck
coming toward her on the very narrow road.
The truck was slightly over the centerline
and Treacy panicked, turning the car off the
road into an orange grove. When the car
came to a rest, it had turned completely over
three times and landed on its tires. The car
was completely destroyed, but miraculously
Treacy was unhurt. The details were very
scary to Tony and when he finally saw the
car, he wondered how she had lived through
it. Fortunately, there were witnesses to the
accident and people to help her at the time.
Eventually, Tony located the trucking
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company and turned the matter over to his
insurance company. But, as you can
imagine, every trip Tony went on after that
gave him overwhelming worry.
As I have said earlier in this book,
Tammy and Treacy were real troopers
throughout Tony’s military career, and they
have both grown up into responsible
woman. Tony could not be prouder (I think
I already said that). Especially, because
they were both good students in high school.
Treacy even got to the point where she was
attending Japanese language classes at the
University of California in Riverside while
still a senior at Redlands High School. Both
girls, of course, had no problem being
accepted into university.
Eventually, Tony’s travels came to an
end and he settled into his new job as
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assistant to the Inspection Center
Commander. The job of overseeing
planning and construction of the new center
was a great experience. Not only because it
was a nice addition to Tony’s resume, but
because it gave him much time to plan for
his forthcoming retirement. Tony knew that
the Medical Service would not let him hide
behind the General indefinitely, so he made
up his mind to retire as soon as he was
eligible. He prepared his resume and began
sending them out. He actually attended
several interviews many months short of his
retirement. He learned very quickly from
those interviews that there was a lot of
misinformation, misunderstanding and
prejudice directed towards military officers.
He also was faced with the fact that the
United States was in a terrible recession. In
the early 1990s, companies across the board
were down sizing and laying off middle and
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senior managers. Instead of just competing
with health care administrators for hospital
jobs, Tony was competing with laid off
attorneys, accountants, and other
management professions for hospital jobs.
Also, the health care industry was rapidly
moving from fee for service hospital care to
managed care by outside companies.
Administrators were suddenly the enemy
and they were perceived as the reason for
the run away inflation in health care costs.
Anyway, his search effort was the object of
attention of many of his colleagues at the
inspection center, both medical and others.
Every time Tony went for an interview,
everyone was waiting to be “debriefed”
about the experience. He kept trying, and he
says, eventually he became an expert at
being “rejected”.
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A major advantage of not having to be
“on the road” constantly was that he was
now able to fulfill one of his long time
goals. Both Golden Gate University and
Chapman University had extension
programs at the base. Golden Gate had a
Master in Business Administration program
and Chapman had a Masters in Health Care
Management program. Tony applied for an
adjunct teaching job (part-time) with both
universities, and to his great happiness, both
hired him. He taught four courses at Golden
Gate University before it finally had to close
due to low enrollment. He taught a course
in Corporate Ethics and another course in
Responsibility of Corporations to their
Communities. The majority of the students
were civilians, and to Tony’s great pleasure
they wrote very good evaluations regarding
his teaching ability.
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When Tony began teaching at Chapman
University, little did he know that he would
end up teaching with them for the next
several years. The ironic thing about
teaching in the Health Care Management
program at Chapman was that his students
were all practicing health care managers and
administrators from various locations in
Southern California. He even had several
physicians as students during his time at
Chapman. One would think that he could
have used those connections to get a job
himself, but alas, there simply were no jobs
in health care during those years. Most of
Tony’s students were in constant fear of
losing their own jobs. Nevertheless, it was a
good experience that Tony will always
appreciate. And, he took pride in the fact
that a high school dropout was good enough
to actually teach physicians, nurses,
administrators, and a variety of other health
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care professionals. Actually, he stayed with
Chapman until Tony and his wife left to
move to Japan in 1998.
Finally, Tony saw an advertisement in
the Wall Street Journal placed by Brim
Enterprises Inc., in Portland Oregon, for
someone with health care management
experience, who also could speak Japanese,
to take on the job of the company’s
representative in a joint venture with a
Japanese company in Osaka, Japan. Tony
applied and quickly got an invitation for
interview in Portland. He took a day’s leave
and flew to Portland at the company’s
expense. Tony spent the day, talked with
several individuals, including the president.
He got the job. Wow! There were cheers
back at the inspection center when Tony
broke the news.
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Tony immediately applied for retirement.
His retirement ceremony is one of the high
points of his life. The Commanding General
of the Inspection Center presided. His wife,
Tammy, Treacy, brother Peter and his wife,
his Uncle (Brother John), and the wife of his
good friend Chief D. attended, as did many
of his former medical colleagues. He
received his fifth award of the Air Force
Meritorious Service Medal, as well as a
letter from President Bush (the elder), as
well as several other mementos. His wife
received a Certificate signed by the
President also. But, the real pleasure was
the lengthy speech made by the General in
which in recounted Tony’s career from
Airman Basic to Lieutenant Colonel and
every thing in between. Many members of
the audience were hearing Tony’s story for
the first time, and he could hear much
applause and see many tears as the General
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went on. Even the General got choked up
several times. Actually, Tony showed the
video of the speech a few times to his
Japanese university students, and even they
shed a few tears.
So, a major chapter in Tony’s life had
come to a close. It was a bittersweet day.
He had never really considered himself a
military careerist. It just seemed to happen.
Now, listening to the General recount the
details of his career, he finally realized
perhaps a little late, that the choice he made
in joining the Air Force was the right choice.
On the other hand, he was convinced that he
would be successful in his new career, and
he was eager to jump into it.
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Chapter Fifteen - Retirement at Last – Ouch!
So, on September l, 1991, Tony wore his
uniform for the last time. Twenty-eight
years, nine months, and one day, not that
anyone was counting. Two days later he
was on his way to Portland, Oregon. The
girls were living away at university. His
wife still had her job at Bishamon. They
decided she would stay in the house in
California until Tony finished his work in
Oregon and got settled in Japan.
Actually, Tony’s experience with Brim
Enterprises, although short lived, was quite
interesting and fun. The company was in
the business of developing and managing
upscale senior citizen housing throughout
the United States. They had entered into a
joint venture with Osaka Gas to do the same
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in Japan. They had one U.S. staff member
currently living in Japan. Tony’s purpose
was to increase the company’s presence and
oversight in Japan and to eventually
establish a presence for Brim in Tokyo.
To orient Tony quickly to the business,
the president decided Tony should occupy
an apartment in one of their senior
properties right in downtown Portland. It
was an unbelievably great experience. Tony
lived among the seniors, ate all his meals
with the seniors in the elegant dining room,
and developed many friendships over dinner
each evening. Their stories were incredible.
Tony genuinely enjoyed the older residents.
His days were occupied with research
and study at the corporate headquarters. He
also traveled to a number of their owned or
managed facilities in Washington,
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California, and even Massachusetts. Every
indication Tony had from the Vice
Presidents and President was that they were
very happy that they had hired him. Tony
even received excellent feedback regarding
the speed with which he learned and the
depth of the questions he asked from
administrators at the facilities he visited, and
the East Coast Vice President in
Massachusetts. At the office, they soon
started involving Tony in a number of
projects that he successfully accomplished.
Living in Portland was a great
experience. On the weekends Tony would
drive all around the area. It was a great
place to live and he imagined that if
everything worked out, he would one day
move back to the corporate headquarters and
buy a house for he and his wife to settle
down in.
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Finally, after three months the trip to
Osaka was set. Together with a Senior Vice
President, who was in charge of the joint
venture, Tony traveled to Osaka. Of course
they traveled first class. They were to be
there for about a week. During that time the
Vice President had several problems to clear
up. Tony’s purpose was to simply observe,
look intelligent, and allow the Japanese
members of the venture to size him up. It
was very pleasant at first. But, the
proverbial s_ _ _ hit the fan. The Vice
President came on far too aggressively with
the Japanese staff. On top of that, he gave
Tony a job to do that back fired. He told
Tony to visit the new Japan Retirement
Home and conduct a detailed inspection and
document his findings. Stupid Tony! He
did what he was told.
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The Japanese absolutely resented direct
criticism. On top of that was the fact that
the employee of Brim who had already been
in Japan for two years, actually resented
another member of the company possibly
being in Japan for an extended period. He
had a pretty good deal going and did not
want to risk the possibility that he might be
replaced. What with the Vice President
coming on like a bull in a china shop, and
the on-site company representative
sabotaging his efforts to “make nice” with
the Japanese staff, the possibility of Tony
moving to Japan was doomed. Ultimately,
Osaka Gas and Brim could not continue in
the venture, Osaka Gas bought out Brim’s
interest, and both the current representative
and Tony were without a job.
The President and Vice President made a
sincere effort to find Tony another position
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in Portland. But, in the end, they paid Tony
two months severance and Tony was back in
San Bernardino. In retrospect, it was a good
thing they did not sell the house and that his
wife did not quit her job. It was a big
disappointment, but as it turned out, it was
only the first of many disappointments Tony
would experience during the next several
years.
So, after many thanks, words of
appreciation, and a promise that they would
keep Tony in mind for future openings as
administrator of one of their managed
facilities, it was back to California. On the
way, just before arriving in the Southern
California area, while coming down a steep
hill on the freeway, Tony had a tire blowout.
Just what he needed to top off a failed effort.
Probably, it was an omen of things yet to
come.
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The first thing Tony did was contact his
former boss at Chapman University to let
him know he was back. Luckily, the
semester was just about to begin and he was
able to schedule Tony for a couple of
classes. The money Tony made from
Chapman, combined with his retirement
pay, just about brought him back up to what
he was making when on active duty. So, he
and his wife were able to survive
comfortably.
Tony immediately started sending out
resumes in reply to every job he saw in the
newspapers. He actually landed a few very
interesting interviews. Tony should
probably be proud of the fact that he was
selected to interview for a number of
positions. It is true that literally hundreds of
people apply to classified advertisements.
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So, to actually make it to the interview is
quite an accomplishment. But, alas, it was
the interviews that did Tony in.
One position was an Executive Director
and Administrator of the Japanese/American
Retirement Home in Los Angeles. Tony
knew it was a long shot going in, but he
hoped that his years of experience with
Japanese people might give him the edge.
The position incumbent was a Japanese
American, the members of the board were
all Japanese American, and the interview
committee was Japanese American.
Surprise -- in the end they hired a Japanese
American for the position. Tony was their
“token white boy”.
Another position was as Executive
Director of the Josephson Foundation in
Santa Monica. The foundation conducts
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ethics training and seminars for a variety of
government and private organizations.
Tony felt his experience teaching ethics at
Golden Gate University would give him an
edge. The interview was conducted by the
President of the foundation, and a vice
president from Levi Strauss who was a
member of the foundation’s Board of
Directors. Tony thought he had this job for
sure, only to realize later that when he
disagreed with one of the interviewers about
some minor point of ethics, it was his
undoing. Failed again. Ironically, in later
days as Tony was driving here and there in
Japan, he heard spot public service
announcements on the U.S. Military
affiliate radio regarding “Character Counts”
from none other than Michael Josephson,
the very person who interviewed him.
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He applied for every senior
administrative position that the San
Bernardino County Government advertised.
He actually landed several interviews, one to
be project manager for the county hospital
expansion, one to be executive director of a
county public health division, and a couple
of others that he can’t even remember. He
even interviewed for an Assistant
Administrator position at a clinic in South
Central Los Angeles. In each case, there
was at least one member of the interview
committee that seemed to have it in for the
military. Tony can only imagine the
discussion that took place among members
after he left the interviews. But, it was easy
to spot the anti military officer person every
time.
Not one to leave any bases uncovered, he
decided that while he continued his job hunt,
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he would enroll in Chapman University’s
teacher preparation program. The courses
were conducted at night and including
student teaching, the program could be
completed in a little more that one year.
Tony decided that if all else failed, he would
become a teacher. After all, it had been a
secret ambition of his ever since he had
dropped out of high school. Actually, the
program was great. He got to meet a lot of
new people. Except for people he met at job
interviews, he spent probably too much time
alone. His wife was working and had her
friends. Tony’s life had consisted of trips to
the library to check the latest classifieds,
many trips to the post office to mail
resumes, and an occasional interview. So, it
was therapeutic for him to begin the classes.
He actually enjoyed the classes and the
people.
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Shortly after beginning the classes, one
of his classmates suggested that he register
as a substitute teacher in San Bernardino.
Apparently, you could actually make a
living as a substitute teacher due to the
number of teacher absences each day and
the size of the school district. It only paid
about ninety dollars per day, but working
every day, it was not too bad. So, Tony did
it. You can’t imagine the experiences he
had. As it turned out, he was called
practically every day to substitute. He tried
to stick with elementary schools because he
was a little fearful of the middle school and
high school kids. Even at the elementary
school age level, his life was threatened a
few times. He saw children do injury to each
other in fights that were unbelievable. And,
there were always incidents of knives or
guns. Occasionally, depending on the
location of the school, the students in the
477

class were all black, or all Hispanic. Quite
often Tony would substitute in the Special
Education classes. It was unbelievable. He
felt he was entering another world each time
he entered a classroom. Eventually, he
became more selective and registered in the
Redlands School District, which was
considerably safer. Over a two-year period
he had substituted in every school in both
the San Bernardino and Redlands School
Districts. Many times specifically a teacher
or the principal requested him. The work
was not that hard, and he was usually home
by three o’clock in the afternoon.
He continued the teacher preparation
program at Chapman and completed all the
required academic and methodology
courses. The next step was student teaching.
Now this is when Tony really screwed up.
Just before the interviews to determine who
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would be allowed to participate, a “big shot”
lady from the Chapman main campus visited
the class one night. She had said that her
job was to observe the instructor, but
suddenly she stood up and started
addressing all of the students, including
Tony. Imagine your worst high school
teacher. The one who never married, was
old, stood with one hand on her hip, and the
other hand pointing at each of you, that was
she. Tony listened to her berate them for
about ten minutes (she said she was trying to
motivate them). Tony raised his hand and
said, “Excuse me, I’m too old to be spoken
to as if I were a delinquent school boy. If
you don’t mind, I’ll leave until you have
finished.” Several others followed Tony out
of the room. That was the proverbial “kiss
of death” as you shall soon see.
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The classes finished and the student
teaching interviews were set. It was a
blistering hot day. One of the instructors
told them that they should wear a coat and
tie to the interview. Tony drove Treacy’s
truck to the interview and it had no air
conditioner. When he arrived he was more
than uncomfortable. He noticed that he was
just about the only male wearing a coat and
tie. Finally, Tony entered the room and
there she was. Oh s- - -! Tony tried to be
cool and everything was going fine until she
asked Tony, “So what makes you think you
can be a teacher?” Her tone of voice, and
the pointed question were more than Tony
could take and he gave her an earful. To
make a long story short, the committee
disapproved Tony’s application for student
teaching. He spent the next several weeks
writing back and forth to the administration
of Chapman trying to get them to overturn
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her ruling, to no avail. The bottom line-Tony had thrown away almost six months of
work.
So, it was back to substitute teaching.
But, Tony soon became aware that the
University of Redlands had a teacher
preparation program. There was no need for
Tony to mention his failed effort at
Chapman. He registered for the next
available classes. There was an interview at
the beginning of the program to weed out
those who were felt to not be teacher
material. Tony had learned his lesson at
Chapman, and sailed through the interview.
Again, the classes were very interesting and
Tony enjoyed interacting with his instructors
and classmates. This time he was going to
play the game by the rules.
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Before he finished the first semester,
Tony received a telephone call one evening
at home. The caller told Tony that he was
interested in hiring Tony to be his Vice
President and General Manager. He went
on to explain how he had gotten Tony’s
name and telephone number. Tony had
never applied to his company. It seems that
the caller was married to the daughter of an
Air Force physician, who was close friends
with a colleague of Tony’s from Tony’s
active duty days. Tony’s colleague had
mentioned Tony to him, and he decided to
try to find Tony. He said he was looking for
someone to replace himself in the day-today operations of his company. He had a
mild heart attack several months earlier, and
he wanted to continue his company while at
the same time living in retirement at Hilton
Head Island, in North Carolina. Wow, Tony
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thought! This is the break he had been
hoping for.
They met a couple of times before the
president made his final decision. He was
basically feeling Tony out to see if he could
trust Tony to carry on the business of the
firm. It wasn’t a big company, but it had a
unique niche in the market. The company
produced courtroom exhibits to be used by
attorneys in malpractice and personal injury
cases. They made medical illustrations,
photos, maps, and models, basically
anything that could be used by attorneys to
persuade juries to understand and award
high compensation to victims. As they say,
a picture is worth a thousand words. Tony
really found the company business quite
interesting, and he certainly enjoyed
meeting and hobnobbing with Beverly Hills
lawyers. Anyway, Bio-Legal Arts, the name
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of the company, had the majority of the
market in the Los Angeles and Orange
County areas.
So, after much negotiation Tony signed a
contract. Tony was really concerned about
giving up his plans to be a teacher and he
made that quite clear. As a result, he got a
contract that guaranteed him fifteen
thousand dollars in severance pay,
regardless of why the contract might be
terminated. Even if the president was
dissatisfied with Tony’s performance, he
was still required to pay. As Tony found out
later, the contract was almost useless.
Anyway, Tony joined the firm and began
his two-hour each way commute on the
Southern California freeways. He soon
learned that Bio-Legal Arts was a one-man
show. When Tony joined the company
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there was the President (the guy who hired
Tony), and a
Secretary/Bookkeeper/Administrative
Assistant (his older sister already in her
sixties), one illustrator (overweight,
independent, and constantly at odds with the
president), a gopher (helper, delivery
person), Tony, and about a dozen craftsmen
and women who worked from their homes
or businesses on the basis of “on call”
contract services to the company. The
accounts receivable were staggering. Even
if the president could have gotten more work
from clients, he could not keep up with the
work because he could not find any other
medical illustrators willing to work for him.
Apparently, he had a reputation in the
business that Tony was unaware of.
Anyway, the workload was enough to pay
the salaries, but not quite enough for the
president to retire in comfort. He was
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supposed to work with Tony for only a
month and then head to North Carolina.
Unfortunately, the president’s dream was
not going to happen. The president’s
relationship with the illustrator continued to
decline, he couldn’t hire a new employee,
and his clients were becoming unhappy with
the timeliness and quality of the products.
He owed a lot of money to a lot of suppliers.
In short, things were going from bad to
worse.
The president and Tony had an excellent
relationship at first, but Tony had warned
him in the beginning that he would not be a
salesman. As it turned out, his sister
thought she could run the business just fine
and resented that her brother had brought
Tony in. Because of the workload, the
president found himself doing more and
more artwork. He simply became more and
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more frustrated. Finally, he gave up. Tony
found a letter from the president on his desk
one morning when he came in basically
telling him that the president could no
longer afford to honor the contract. He
asked Tony in the letter to be patient and he
would pay the severance pay when he could.
The president actually stayed away from the
office that morning because he couldn’t face
Tony. Tony was shocked, but in some ways
relieved. It was simply a “no go” company
and he was happy to get away from it.
And of course, the severance pay was not
bad. But, Tony never actually collected the
severance pay. Over the next few months
Tony began to make polite requests for
payment and finally, Tony had to sue him.
Tony represented myself “in pro per” and he
did a good job of negotiating all the legal
requirements to haul the president into civil
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court. Of course, the president was in the
legal business and got one of his long time
friends to represent him. The case never got
to trial. They actually settled for an amount
less than the agreement, but as far as Tony
was concerned, he sued and he won.
Now it was back to the University of
Redlands to pick up where he left off. This
time, Tony finished all the required courses
and was approved to begin “student
teaching”. Tony was to do student teaching
for seven weeks in Grade Five at a school in
San Bernardino and seven weeks in Grade
Two at a school in Redlands. Those of you
who ever did student teaching know the
drill. Basically, you are giving the regular
teacher a paid vacation. Theoretically, you
are supposed to assist the teacher, learn from
him or her, and eventually take over the
class for the final week or two. In reality,
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the teacher is not really a “mentor” teacher,
he or she just happens to be next on the list
that the school keeps. Tony did not learn
much, but he survived. Tony had learned
his lesson about speaking out way back at
Chapman. Both his supervising teachers
were female and both were much younger.
But, as far as they were concerned, Tony
was “raw meat” assigned to do their beck
and call. Fortunately, Tony’s winning
personality (that’s supposed to be a joke)
won them over and they had a peaceful
coexistence. Of course the children in both
classes were pretty good. As is the case in
most California public schools, the majority
were immigrant Hispanic. Most of the
children’s parents, although poor, put great
faith in the schools and most of the children
did their best. There were a very few
children who already were demonstrating
criminal traits, but they were in the minority.
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In the end, Tony finished student teaching,
applied for and received his California
Teaching Credential, and was ready to enter
the job market.
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Chapter Sixteen - The School Teacher
At first Tony applied to the Redlands
California School District. Unfortunately,
the district rarely had vacancies. Tony
didn’t want to work in San Bernardino
because he knew first hand from his
substitute and student teaching days just
how frustrating and dangerous teaching jobs
are in that city. Tony actually went so far as
to apply to the Los Angeles School District.
In fact he interviewed at two schools in
south central Los Angeles and was offered a
job at one. On a whim he decided to call the
Director of Human Resources in Riverside.
Tony told her he was about to accept a job
in Los Angeles and he asked her if there was
any possibility of his being hired in
Riverside. She asked Tony to delay his
decision to take the job in LA. The next day
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she called and offered Tony a long-term
substitute position at an elementary school.
She also said that it was really temporary
because she had another assignment in mind
for Tony.
So, Tony took the job as a third grade
teacher in a bilingual Hispanic class. He
actually stayed there for six weeks and
enjoyed it quite a bit. When the regular
teacher came back, Tony’s students and
their parents expressed much
disappointment that he was to leave.
Nevertheless, on his last day he received a
call to meet with the principal at Taft
Elementary School. The school was fairly
new and was located in a rapidly expanding
white middle class section of Riverside.
Tony hit it off with the principal and vice
principal and he was hired full-time to teach
fifth grade.
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It was a wonderful class of children.
Mostly Hispanic, but a number of Caucasian
and a smaller number of black children
made for a pretty diversified group. They
had a great time. Tony really was happy in
that job. Not everything was so great, on the
one hand the parents and principal were
more than happy with his teaching, but on
the other hand, Tony seemed to be just a
little too much of a disciplinarian.
Unfortunately for Tony, the number of
students in the fifth grade suddenly took a
steep drop, and it was decided to eliminate
one of the five fifth grade classes. So,
Tony’s class was abolished and he was
asked to take over a first grade class.
At first Tony was a little reluctant to take
on the challenge of first graders. All but six
of the children were Hispanic and most of
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them did not speak very much English. But,
Tony and the children had much fun and
Tony soon came to love them all. They
returned the love, and over the course of the
year most were speaking, reading, and
writing English at grade level. It was really
a source of much pride to see how they had
changed over the year.
Tony purchased a small American Flag.
The children took turns being the “Line
Leader” when they went to recess, lunch, or
assemblies. The Line Leader got to carry
the flag. They loved it. But, soon one of the
other teachers complained to the principal
about the flag carrying and made comments
about “Mr. Tony’s Soldiers”. So, the
principal reluctantly asked Tony if he would
limit the flag carrying to inside his
classroom. So much for teaching new
immigrants about patriotism. They still sang
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“God Bless America” and other songs in the
classroom.
Another recollection is how the children
reacted to story time. Each day after lunch
Tony gathered all the children to sit on the
floor in front of his rocking chair while he
read them a story. At first the children were
a little noisy and did not seem interested in
listening to stories in English. Tony
persisted and after a couple of weeks the
children were quiet and attentive and
everyday one of the little girls would climb
up into Tony’s lap while he read. Tony
never asked the children to read during this
time. To his great surprise, in the last week
of school, little Cecilia, one of the quietest
and prettiest girls in class raised her hand to
speak to Tony. In perfect English she asked
if she could read the story to the class. Tony
was overwhelmed. So, she climbed up into
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his lap and read the story from beginning to
end in perfect English. It was a proud and
happy day for both of them.
The next year turned out to be a disaster.
Tony was asked to take a combination
fourth/fifth grade bilingual Hispanic class
for the next year. Unfortunately, this group
of children already had a bad reputation
regarding behavior. Their teacher the
previous year was Hispanic-himself.
Unfortunately, the teacher could not control
the class very well and as the year went on
they became progressively worse and worse.
In fact, when their teacher became aware
that he might be their teacher again, he
quickly put in for a transfer to an
administrative job in the district
headquarters.
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So, Tony found himself as teacher to the
“future gang bangers of Riverside”. That’s
not to say they were all difficult. There was
a minority of “good kids” in the class. As a
group their behavior was so bad that the
parents of a child new to the school refused
to enroll the child in Tony’s class.
Ironically, those parents were MexicanAmericans born and raised in the United
States. The parents of Tony’s students were
almost all first generation immigrants.
Some were legal and some were not. Most
were unemployed. Many were gang
members.
Well, Tony did the best he could. Most
of the other teachers understood his
challenge and tried to give him moral
support whenever possible. Tony had many
successes in the class, but for the most part
it was a challenge to keep them under
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control and on task. Actually, the longer
Tony was with them, the more defensive
and understanding of their behavior Tony
became. In fact, when the school put
together a team to enter the Countywide
Math Competition, Tony became one of the
team coaches and got several of his students
into the competition. In the end the school
won first place in the contest. Of course,
Tony had to explain to the principal about
their behavior before and after the
competition.
Tony was always trying to get his
students recognition from the rest of the
student body and teaching staff. Whenever
he had the opportunity, they would
participate in school wide activities. At
many assemblies, Tony’s students would put
on a skit or sing patriotic songs. Of course,
everyone in the audience always applauded,
498

but it was easy to sense that they really were
not that excited by Tony’s students’
tremendous efforts to fit in.
One time, Tony invited Treacy and her
UCLA Taiko Drum Club to the school to
put on a performance. So, she agreed and
along with ten other UCLA students,
traveled all the way out to Riverside to put
on a show for the entire student body. They
were really great and the students seemed to
appreciate their performance. The downside
was that the principal had told the teaching
staff that attendance to the assembly was
strictly voluntary, implying that they should
think twice about bringing their students.
She herself did not attend the assembly.
Those teachers that did bring their students
overwhelmingly praised the performance
and some even had their classes write thank
you letters to Treacy and her friends.
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Of course, the principal never mentioned
the performance again. That was the nature
of Tony’s relationship with the principal.
He had several run ins with her during the
three years he was at Taft. Almost always, it
had to do with his stern methods for dealing
with discipline. Perhaps the primary reason
they did not get along was because they
were too much alike. In retrospect, Tony
really shouldn’t blame her. Perhaps the
problem was that she was too much like the
school staff that Tony experienced when he
was in high school. She seemed to be firmly
behind the white, middle class, academic,
and sports gifted children. And, she seemed
to be just a little prejudiced toward male
elementary teachers. Well, whatever their
differences, they tolerated each other and
never came to serious blows.
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Tony continued to try to get the class on
an equal footing with the other fifth grade
classes. You can imagine their feeling,
attending a school in a white middle class
neighborhood where 75% of the students
were also white. Tony’s students were
bused in from the ghetto everyday, and
returned to the ghetto every night. Well, try
as he might, Tony was exhausted everyday.
He knew the principal would never move
him to another class the next year. He knew
he was destined to remain a teacher of
Hispanic bilingual children as long as he
remained at that school. So, he began to
make plans to change his situation.
Somewhere, he had it in the back of his
mind that he wanted to return to Japan. He
decided to set his plan into motion. He
enrolled in an extension program in
Teaching English as a Second Language
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(TESL) at the University of California
Riverside. He felt the certification would
help him to maintain his continuing
education requirement with the school
district, and at the same time give him a tool
that he could eventually use to get to Japan.
The program was one year long and
would require several nights per week.
Tony found that he really enjoyed the
program. The instructors were very good.
But, even better was the fact that most of the
students were foreign students who had
come to UCR to obtain TESL Certification.
Most were English teachers in their home
countries. It was really fun talking with
them and working with them on various
projects. It was amazing to Tony that most
of the foreign students, especially the
Japanese, were better at English grammar
than he was. Nevertheless, the most
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significant lesson he learned while in the
program at UCR was that he had an ability
to relate to the foreign students and to make
them laugh. The native speaking faculty
pointed out this positive attribute to him
many times over the course of the year.
Tony has many wonderful memories of his
association with foreign students at UCR.
Actually, when he finally returned to Japan,
he renewed his friendship with several.
Back at Taft Elementary School Tony
continued trying to survive. He upgraded
his teaching credential to “Professional”,
received tenure, and did his best to help his
young charges. He even began a Japanese
conversation class after school. He had
about ten children enroll in the class. It was
really fun to teach them Japanese and to
hear them speak Japanese. But, all the while
he was thinking about how he could get
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back to Japan. Actually, he was quite bored
with his life in California. He really wanted
a change, not only from the drudgery of
teaching the Hispanic children, but also
from California. Finally, he remembered the
Department of Defense Dependent Schools
Program.
That’s the organization that
provides for the education of military
dependent children overseas.
Tony submitted an application and after
several paperwork problems were resolved
he was accepted. The headquarters in
Washington arranged for a Japanese
program manager from the Japan District
Office to conduct a telephone interview with
Tony in Japanese. The reason being that
Tony was to teach in a bilingual JapaneseEnglish class in Japan. Tony stumbled
through the telephone interview. Somehow
he managed to muster up enough of his
504

forgotten Japanese to make it through the
interview. Actually, he found out much
later that the Japanese man conducting the
interview was not only a close friend of a
friend of Tony’s in Japan, but also the father
of one of Tammy’s child hood friends in
Japan. I guess Tony would have passed the
interview no matter how bad his Japanese
was.
Finally, he announced to the principal
that he would resign to take a job with the
Department of Defense School System. It
was hard to tell if she was happy to be rid of
Tony or not. She put on a good face, but she
was probably quite happy that Tony was
leaving. Actually, at the same time Tony
left, several other teachers who had been at
the school for a few years, and had
tremendous respect from students, parents,
and staff, also left. Maybe that should have
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told the principal something about her
human relations skills.
The time was really right for Tony to
leave California.
Tammy was firmly
entrenched in her new career in health care
management. Treacy too had moved on to
success, first at UCLA, then as the Assistant
for International Relations in Izumo, Japan,
and finally as a producer for Nippon
Television. Tony mistakenly believed the
move back to Japan would be good for his
wife and for his marriage. Of course, she
was quite happy in California. She had
dozens of Japanese friends, many Japanese
clubs that she was active in, and a job at a
Japanese company, Japanese television, and
Japanese shopping.
For her, she had
everything she needed right there in
California. At least once per year she made
a trip back to Japan, and on several
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occasions, her family visited California. It
was really only Tony who wanted to go
back to Japan. He was just plain bored with
his life and living in California.
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Chapter Seventeen - A Bad Decision II
So, when school ended in June of 1998,
they put the house up for sale, and luckily,
sold it within two weeks. They said all their
good-byes to friends and family and off they
went to Japan. It was a little ironic, but one
of the people who influenced his decision to
return to Japan was his mother-in-law. As it
turned out, her mother died about one month
before they returned to Japan, and Tony’s
own mother died about two months after
they returned to Japan.
Their deaths have nothing to do with the
title of this chapter. Tony just happened to
remember that unfortunate coincidental and
ironic turn of events. I should also mention
now, before I forget, another little curious
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happening. Tammy just happened to be
visiting a college friend in Boston. She had
called Tony’s Auntie Phyllis to let her know
she was in Boston, and that she planned to
visit her and Tony’s mother during the trip.
It was just that morning that Phyllis had
found out through a newspaper obituary that
Tony’s mother had died in her nursing
home. Talk about strange coincidence.
Tammy called Tony in Japan. Of course it
was impossible for Tony to return in time
for the funeral. But, how fortunate it was
that Tammy was there, all the way from San
Francisco, just in time to stand in for Tony.
Perhaps Tony’s God had planned it that
way. By the way, the Wake and Funeral
were held in Tony’s hometown of
Stoneham. Eddy, an old childhood friend of
Tony’s, approached Tammy at the Funeral
Home. He introduced himself and explained
how sad he was at her grandmother’s
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passing, and that he had come to the Wake
in the hopes of seeing Tony again. It was
surprising to Tony that he went to the Wake,
and even more surprising that he picked
Tammy out and spoke to her.
Well, back to the point of this chapter.
What was Bad Decision II? It was Tony’s
decision to go to work for the Department of
Defense Dependent School System. Tony
was just not prepared for the discrimination
and prejudice that he encountered. The
school, Sullivan’s Elementary School, was
located on Yokosuka Navy Base. It was a
large school with well over 1,500 students.
Tony was to teach one of the five (5) fourth
grade classes, and not the Japanese/English
Immersion class that he had been hired to
teach. As it turned out, the majority of his
students were the children of Filipino or
Filipino-American parents. The principal
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explained that since she had the privilege to
use her teachers as she felt necessary, she
decided that there would be no
Japanese/English Immersion classes.
Shortly after that conversation, Tony was
introduced to the Fourth Grade Team
Leader, who promptly announced to the
teacher who introduced Tony to her that
Tony would not be given a sponsor to help
him settle into the base and school. She
didn’t even make eye contact with Tony.
She gave no reason, but Tony learned later
that she felt it was unnecessary since Tony
was a retired military person who ought to
be able to handle himself. Tony also found
out that her own husband, who she had
married recently, was a retired Navy enlisted
person. She knew that Tony was a retired
Air Force officer. You are probably
surprised that Tony would experience any
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sort of discrimination or prejudice. After
all, who would be better suited to attending
to the needs of dependent military children
than someone whose own children had been
educated in the system. As it turned out,
during the entire year Tony was at
Sullivan’s and Yokosuka Base, it was one
incident after another. Tony particularly had
problems with the parents of children in his
class. Most of the parents were enlisted, but
several were officers. During conferences,
open houses, and any other event there was
always subtle, yet clearly derogatory
comments made. It was clear that these
Navy people resented having their children
taught by a retired Air Force Officer. And
many of the teaching staff resented the fact
that Tony was receiving military retired pay,
while also receiving teaching pay. They
didn’t know, and Tony never bothered to
broadcast, the fact that he was giving up half
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of his retired pay pursuant to the Federal
Dual Compensation Law, for the privilege
of teaching. There was one problem after
another. In fact, some of the enlisted
parents actually got together to compare
notes and see what they could do to get rid
of Tony. I am not going to belabor his
experiences anymore than I already have. I
am not sure if it would have been different if
he had been assigned to Yokota Air Force
Base. In the end, he decided that teaching at
Sullivan’s was not what he wanted to do.
So, he resigned.
So, it was a bad decision to join the
Department of Defense Dependent School
System. But, at least that decision brought
Tony back to Japan. Actually, it was a
difficult decision to resign. They had sold
their house in California. His wife had quit
her job. They had nothing to go back to.
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Furthermore, they lost the entitlement to
transportation and shipment of household
goods as a result of Tony’s voluntary
resignation prior to the expiration of his
contract.
Once the decision was made, Tony got
hustling. He was so fortunate that he had
already started teaching English classes at
Japanese companies for Japan Concept
Corporation, a language company, prior to
his resignation. He had already been
exploring opportunities for university
teaching. Shortly after resigning, he saw a
classified ad for a part-time English teacher
at Tokai University. He immediately
applied and before long he was invited to
interview and finally, he was offered a job.
So, with his retired pay, teaching pay at
Tokai, and his pay from teaching company
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classes in the evenings, Tony knew that he
would be all right financially.
Fortunately, he had several weeks
between the date of his resignation and the
start of classes at Tokai. During that time
Tony and his wife were really busy. They
had to change their Visa status, sell and buy
a car, find a house to rent, and many other
details. But, in the end, they made the
change and Tony has never been sorry. In
fact, he taught university classes for the next
twelve years. He can hardly remember the
bad memories of Sullivan’s. And of course,
Tony believes it was karma that brought him
back to Japan and teaching at Japanese
universities and companies. That karma
began when Tony was attending the TESOL
program at the University of California in
Riverside. Meeting and befriending so
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many fellow students from Japan gave him
the itch to go back to Japan.
His wife continued to work in the Navy
Exchange at Yokosuka as a vendor’s
representative. She said she liked the job,
despite the low pay, because it gave her an
opportunity to stay in touch with America
and American people. In fact, she never
really wanted to return to Japan, but she did
so out of duty to her husband. Over the
ensuing years it became quite clear that she
continued to resent the fact that Tony had
taken her back to Japan. Finally, she made
new Japanese friends and got interested in
Japanese Dance. And she returned to her
former ways of spending every available
moment with her friends. They grew further
and further apart. Nevertheless, Tony too
developed a network of friends, both foreign
and Japanese. He found himself really
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loving Japan and imagining what it would
be like to stay until he died. And imagining
what it would be like to be single rather than
married. The truth is, regardless of a man’s
age, in Japan it is always possible to find
someone who is interested in you. The more
Tony considered his relationship with his
wife over the next several years, the more he
was convinced that he wanted to be single.
Of course, Tammy, and even Treacy began
to sense that there was something strange
going on within Tony. He was falling out of
love.
I think it really hit home with Tammy
when Tony and his wife, as well as Treacy
and Chris, got together for Christmas and
New Years in New York at the end of 2003.
About five months after Tony returned to
Japan from that trip, he received two e-mail
messages from Tammy.
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I am including them in this chapter
because they both speak to several of the
flaws in Tony’s character. God knows, he
was not the “Bill Cosby” father in bringing
up Tammy and Treacy. As parents, we all
hope that our children will grow into happy
and well-adjusted adults. It is said that God
created man (and women) in his image, and
I am sure that we all try to raise children
who reflect our own values, mores,
aspirations, etc. Some of us are not lucky,
and despite our best parental efforts, our
children grow into very different people.
Tony is among the lucky ones. I have said it
elsewhere in this book, and it bears
repeating, that Tony could not be prouder of
both Tammy and Treacy. In the e-mail that
follows, Tammy makes comparisons
between herself and Tony. And she speaks
to the cultural differences between Tony and
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his wife, as well as the positive effects that
she has experienced, having been raised in
both cultures. I must admit that when I read
her e-mail, I could not argue or disagree,
and I told Tony so. Much, if not all, of her
observations are true. I told Tony he should
give her comments considerable thought-and he has. But first, let’s read her e-mail-“Hi Dad,
I’ve been thinking a lot about what led
up to our fight that morning at the
airport and the night before. Based
on everything you said, I think the
main reason you were upset is that you
thought Treacy & I were ganging up
on you and trying to make you look
bad in front of Mom and the others. I
also think I probably hit a nerve since
I had been complaining about you
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being cheap the whole time you were
here. I’m sorry for making you feel
bad.
I love you Dad. I can’t imagine what
my life would be like if I hadn’t had
a dad like you when I was growing up.
Our family is a long way from being
perfect, but I think having each other
to depend on helped us make it
through. I think all four of us are
fiercely loyal people and it’s always
been a comfort to know you are there
and that you'll always be there no
matter what happens. I've always
been proud of you and grateful for
you.
I also love Mom and feel the same
about her. I would not have become
who I am now without both of you in
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my life. On that note, you and Mom
would not be who you both are today
without each other either. I don’t
know what happened to the love you
and Mom once shared, but it makes
me sad to see you both unhappy.
When I read the “Father’s Legacy”
book that you filled out for me, I was
really excited to read it and get to
know you better. I loved reading
about your childhood experiences, and
I loved reading about your dreams
and goals.
I had hoped that we would be able to
talk more about some of it while you
were here. Hopefully there will be a
chance for that later.
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It’s almost like you’ve become the
very person that you don’t want to be
Rita P. You always say that Mom is
like her and you’ve told Treacy and
me that we’re just like Mom, so maybe
we’re all little Rita Ps. You seem to
have become bitter towards all women
in your life and you blame us for not
appreciating you. Even though I know
you love us, it’s hard when you act like
we’re all trying to cheat you. You
complain all the time about Mom and
how she spends all your money. Have
you forgotten that her family was
there for all of us when we were
growing up and supported us not only
with their love but financially too?
She also stayed home with Treacy and
me and also left everything behind to
be with you in a foreign country.
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I certainly don’t think Mom is perfect.
Nor do I think you are to blame for all
the animosity that seems to have built
up between you two over the years.
Sometimes when I hear the things that
come out of her mouth, I’m shocked at
how mean she can be. I also know
that she’s not always as supportive as
you need her to be and I definitely
know how critical she can be.
I remember so many fun times we had
as a family, as well as times when you
and Mom seemed to be having so
much fun together. I don’t know what
happened to your marriage and how
you became so bitter, but it’s really
sad.
None of us is perfect. All we can do is
accept each other for who we are and
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do our best to love each other despite
our faults. I know you can’t change
who you are – none of us probably
can. But at the same time we should
be doing our best not to make each
other miserable. Maybe the next time
Mom starts to upset you, you should
tell her that she’s hurting you instead
of lashing out. Or try giving her a hug
sometime or buying her flowers. One
of you has to extend the first “olive
branch” in order to start to make a
change for the better. I plan on
having a similar conversation with
Mom too. Maybe I’m being idealistic,
but I’d hate to think that the two of
you are going to be living in bitter
silence for the rest of your lives.
Anyway, I guess I’ve said everything I
wanted to say. Please know how much
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I love you and how much I miss you.
Again, I’m sorry that I hurt you when
you were here and I’m sorry that’s it’s
taken me so long to write to you. I was
really happy when I received your
Valentine’s card.
xoxo
Tammy”
“Hi Dad, It’s me again!
I'm glad you weren't offended about
what I said because part of the reason
it took me so long to write was because
I was worried about how you would
react. There were actually a few other
things I wanted to say so I'm saying
them now.
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You've told me many times I'm just
like Mom, usually when you're mad,
so I think you're trying to insult me,
but the truth is you're right, I'm a lot
like Mom. That's not to say I'm not
like you because I definitely think I'm
a lot like you too and I'm sure you see
that in me. The ways in which I take
after Mom though is what makes me
feel sad about the two of you.
I think Mom and I are the same in
that we've always had a lot of good
friends, we've always had pretty active
social lives and we both like to
talk (a lot). I know you enjoy a good
time too and you have friends too, but
I don't think you necessarily thrive in
it like Mom does (and like I do).
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I realize it's been years since I lived
with you two and even then I didn't
always know what was going on
between you too (nor do I need to
know), I want to share with you this
other observation. I think that when
you retired from the AF, the economy
sucked. You had that stint with the
joint venture, then all the Bio-Legal
Arts crap and finally all the
bureaucratic BS of the schools. It
seemed unfairly hard to get a job in
the private sector and eventually you
started getting a little bitter about it.
Meanwhile there weren't really any
nice friends in the neighborhood and
your daughters were off doing their
own thing.
You (like Treacy) are more pensive
with your thoughts. You don't really
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share your feelings or concerns or
even your daily activities with us very
much. I think you got into a routine of
watching TV and going to work. I
think you were more interested in
sitting in front of the TV than going
out. Meanwhile Mom was getting
antsy so she started branching out.
I think that as Mom started getting
more involved with stuff outside of the
house, you were getting resentful
because she was always out or on the
phone. I was getting resentful myself
actually. I remember you used to
accuse her of having a boyfriend
(which, by the way, I am confident
without a doubt was never the case,
nor will it ever be). I remember when
I used to complain to her about her
going out so much, she would defend
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herself by saying you used to go out
drinking all the time when we were
younger and that you weren't
interested in going out with her now.
Anyway, here is what I think about
Mom's support. For years, I always
got mad when I felt like I wasn't
getting enough pats on the back
from her and things like that. You
were always much better in that
department. But, as I've gotten older,
I have come to realize that Mom is
very supportive and very loyal to us,
including you. I agree that Mom is not
very "warm and fuzzy" in her
support, but she has always stood by
us.
Obviously the reason why Mom isn't
warm and fuzzy is because of the
529

Japanese culture. But I think if you
take a step back you'll come up with
your own examples of times when
she's stood by you through thick and
thin.
I digressed a bit because I was actually
about to tell you what Mom has said
to me even recently. She misses the
good times she had with you and she
misses doing things with you.
You said in your e-mail that you
hoped moving to Japan would make
things better. Based on what you've
told me before, it seems to me that
since you moved to Japan all you do is
work all the time. How would things
have gotten better if you're not
spending time together? As far as I
know, the only trips you two have
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taken together since you both moved
to Japan is the quick trip to England
and the trip to NY.
I'm very concerned about how
unhappy you are and how you said
you've been falling out of love for
years. It's not a shocker, I just hope
you're not planning on getting
divorced. You're too old for that (that
was a joke - trying to lighten things
up!). I remember one time talking to
you on the phone about a fight you
and Mom had. I was tired of hearing
about it so I said "why don't you just
divorce her then?" and you got totally
mad at me and said (I remember it
clearly and these were your exact
words) "What kind of man do you
think I am? When I married your
mother it was for life." And
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I think you hung up on me.
Yes, I realize that you've been
unhappy for a long time and
sometimes it might feel like there is no
hope for change. If there's one thing
all four of us have in common besides
our sense of loyalty though, it's that
we're all strong people. We have each
gone through so many things (on a
side note, sometimes I'm amazed at
the lives we have led, both together as
a family and separately) and each of
us have had periods in our lives when
people try to knock us down, but
we've always persevered.
You need to persevere now Dad. I
know it's hard with all the crap that's
happened over the years and the fact
that you both seem to be leading
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separate lives now, but it doesn't have
to be that way. I'm sure that Mom
would be willing to do the same. I
think at this point she'd settle for you
to talk to her more about what's going
on with you and to be invited to
spend time with you.
I know you probably think this is not
going to work but after 32 years I
think it's worth a shot. You two need
counseling. There's nothing wrong
with that. I've gone myself quite a bit
actually. The reason why I think
you need professional help to get
through this is because it's not realistic
to think you can "start over" just by
changing where you live. I learned
that after moving here. After the
excitement of a new place wears off,
it's back to the same crap.
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I don't think it's too late for this to
work out and I hope for the future
of our family, it does. I hope my email makes sense. Unlike my last
email which took me forever to write,
I've just been typing away on this so it
might not flow very well. Hopefully
you will think about all this. I know
I don't know everything about what's
happened and you don't need to
respond to any details of this. I know
this is all from my perspective only.
Okay, I'm going to bed now. I'm sure
it will take you a while to read /
digest my e-mail. I know I said some
things that you may feel are not fair,
but the bottom line is that I want you
and Mom both to be happy together.
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love,
Tammy”
It’s a little scary to know that your child
knows you so well. But, it is absolutely
wonderful to know that your child loves you
enough to offer her help, advice, and love. I
am happy to report that since Tammy, Tony
and Tammy wrote these letters had the
chance to vacation in Las Vegas together for
a week. It was perfect father/daughter
quality time. They had a good vacation, but
they also got to understand each other a little
better. I am certain she is more
understanding of the thoughts that go on in
Tony’s mind and what keeps him ticking. I
included these e-mails here to set the stage
for the next chapters of Tony’s life. In fact,
as we shall see, Tony and his wife continued
to fall out of love.
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Chapter Eighteen - It was Meant to Be
A few years ago, Tony was interviewed
for a teaching position at yet another
Japanese university. A fairly young
Caucasian man from the United Kingdom, a
Chinese-American man in his mid forties,
and a Japanese woman, also in her forties,
conducted the interview. The interview
went well in that Tony answered all their
questions and demonstrated his
qualifications. But, as was typical in Japan
in those days, where age discrimination was
prevalent, Tony sensed some unspoken
concern about his age. So when the
interview ended and he was asked if he had
any questions or comments for the panel,
Tony figured he had nothing to lose. As he
stood up he said, “When I wake up in the
morning and look in the mirror, I see a
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young man. Perhaps not so young in
physical appearance, but young in mind and
spirit. I am not certain what you people see
here today, but I have a lifetime of
experience to share with your students that
could be denied them if you feel, as many
Japanese institutions do, that age is a
hindrance to performance.”
Tony detected a very slight smile on the
face of the young man, and the older man
seemed to be listening and understanding.
He walked Tony to the bus stop and they
talked along the way. By the time Tony got
home, his answering machine was flashing,
and it was the young man telling Tony that
they would like to offer him a position at the
university.
Tony taught at Tokai University for three
years. It was his first university job in Japan
537

so I suppose Tony should be thankful. The
problem was that English Speaking,
Writing, Listening, and Reading were
required courses for all students, regardless
of their major. Consequently, the classes
would have as many as forty-five students,
with only three or four serious about
learning English. Plus, the Tokai student
body was about eighty percent male. So, in
those classes of forty-five students, only
three to six were female. The classes Tony
taught included Speaking (oral fluency),
Writing (academic), Business Writing, and
Business Communication. Well, he finally
had enough of reluctant learners and the first
chance he got he left and joined the faculty
of other universities. He began teaching
Business English and English
Communications at a Junior College (all
female) and English Comprehension,
Advanced Oral Fluency, Business
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Communications, and English Presentations
at Ferris University (again all female). He
finally also joined Keisen University (all
female) where he taught several English
content based and skills based courses. He
also taught four to five nights per week at
various Japanese companies, such as Izusu
Motors, National Panasonic, and Nissan
Technical Center. A couple of years later he
joined Meiji Gakuin University where he
taught reading and writing (ninety percent
female). And he joined Gakushuin (the
Emperor's university where he taught
communication to first and second year
students (mostly female). Finally, Aoyama
University hired him to teach in the English
Department’s Intensive English Program.
There he taught speaking, listening,
academic skills, reading and writing. For
Tony, Aoyama was the best assignment
because the students truly wanted to become
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English communicators. In the end, Tony
was teaching at university six days per
week, and company classes anywhere from
two to four nights per week.
Tony would be the first to admit that he is
not an academic. He is a teacher. He was a
teacher of young men and woman when he
was a Sergeant in the Air Force, he was a
teacher of doctors, nurses, and a host of
allied health professionals when he was an
Officer and Hospital Administrator in the
Air Force, he was a teacher when he worked
as a management consultant, he was a
teacher when he taught elementary school,
and he is was certainly a teacher in
university.
Tony has had great success as a teacher
in Japan. In particular, he has had great
success teaching young Japanese people. I
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believe he has been successful because of
his attention to the “affective filter” that so
many Japanese learners of English have
firmly in place. I think the greatest
compliment that any Japanese student can
give to the instructor is to refer to him or her
as “kind”. Tony has challenged and
motivated the students. He was proud of the
results. These students were making
presentations and participating in debates
and discussions at a level I am sure they
might have thought impossible when Tony
and they started together (I am certain they
did not think Tony was very kind in the
beginning). In fact, I believe they would do
well in any U. S. university.
I believe the reason that the students did
so well was that they respected the wisdom
of experience that Tony brought to the
lessons. Many students have commented
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favorably about his ability to provide
clarification and quite a bit of instruction
using Japanese. And the speaking classes
have commented frequently about his
structuring the classes so that all students,
regardless of class size, had the opportunity
to speak to him and to each other in English
on a regular basis. I think the fact that
Tony’s students at Nissan came back again
and again for each new course is some
testimony to the effectiveness of his
teaching (and his kindness - that’s a little bit
of humor). In fact, Tony has had many
students at Nissan come right out and say
that they found his classes more enjoyable
and interesting than any other classes they
had previously taken. It’s not really a
compliment to his teaching ability. You see,
Tony loved to tell stories about his daily
adventures in Japan, and especially he liked
to talk about women. Tony was usually
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pretty careful when he was with his
university students, but his adult students
could really get him going.
To simply say that Tony loved his work
is not sufficient. He lived for his work. He
once said that when he dies he wants to go
to heaven and teach at an all girls’ Catholic
high school. Tony’s brother commented
that Tony’s love affair with Japan is really
based on his relationship with his students,
particularly his female students. That’s not
to say that he ignores the males. But, there
are fewer of them. Nevertheless, at
lunchtime it was quite common to see Tom
“holding court” with several young men.
Based on my hundreds of conversations
with Tony, I am convinced that he was born
to teach. He recently showed me some of
the comments that students wrote to him at
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the end of the semester. A few stand out,
“Thank you very much for caring for us. I
have the respect for you!! My love to you.
Kayo”, “In my opinion you’re the best
teacher of all. Hiroki”, “I always enjoy your
class. I like to listen to your lectures and
your advice. I want to talk with you always.
Yuri”, “I really enjoyed your class.
Sometimes I felt your class was very
difficult. But, that’s our problem, I think.
Thank you for your support. Shoko”, “I am
glad to have met you. Thank you for happy
times. I will never forget you. You are a
wonderful teacher. Sayaka”, “I am so glad
to learn from you. You always smile, so I
want to smile at you too, Thank you very
much. I will study hard. Mai”, “Thank you
for always being strict with us, and, opening
our eyes to current events. I think I learned
more about Japan from you than from my
parents. Your gestures and stories are funny.
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Yumie”. There are many, many more
similar comments. His home desk is filled
with written testimonials, pictures, and
token gifts received from his students over
the years.
I have found the best way to get Tony
excited is to simply say, “How are your
classes going?” That will get Tony going
and going and going. I once passed his
classroom and looked in. There he was,
students gathered around him at the front,
and they all, including Tony, were singing
songs by The Carpenters. Another time I
looked in and Tony was wearing a child’s
party hat. All three of his classes on that
day gave him a surprise party on his 59th
birthday. At a university where he formerly
taught, he jokingly told his students that he
had been fired. That very day a group of
twenty students entered the Administration
545

office to petition against his firing. I once
asked him about why he seemed to be so
popular with his students. Tony’s response
was simple, “I love them all and they know I
love them.”
One story Tony has been telling for years
(especially after several beers) was taken
from the novel, “Shogun” written by
Thomas Clavel. Sometimes he told it to
students, both adult and university students,
and sometimes he just told it to his Japanese
friends when they were at the local pub
drinking more than they should. Usually,
someone would make a comment about how
Tony seems to really understand the
Japanese people better than most foreigners.
That usually set Tony off on his “great lie”.
Tony explained that the reason he seems a
little Japanese is because he is a little
Japanese. A direct descendent of the hero,
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Miura Anjin, the Captain, in Clavel’s novel.
Of course Tony was very sincere and serious
when telling this lie. And everyone listened
very closely. The Shogun, for those of you
who may not have read the novel, took a
liking to William Adams, the captain of the
British crew whose ship was sunk off the
coast of Kamakura. Eventually, the
Shogun’s samurai soldiers killed Adams’
entire crew. But, the Shogun protected
Adams, who was referred to as the Anjin.
The Anjin became a trusted advisor to the
Shogun, and of course, taught the Shogun to
speak English. The relationship was great,
but the one drawback was that the Shogun
forbade Anjin from ever returning to
England. Instead, he introduced Angin to
Mariko, who the Shogun proclaimed would
be Anjin’s wife and concubine. Angin and
Mariko did in fact fall in love. Together
they had a child.
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The Shogun then proclaimed that the
child could not remain in Japan because of
its mixed blood. A passing ship was
stopped and the baby placed on board for
return to England to be given to William
Adams’ first wife to care for and to raise.
Anjin continued to live his life with Mariko
in Japan, but they were careful to have no
more children. In the meantime, the child
who was sent to England grew up and
married and had children of her own.
Eventually, the Anjin’s grandson traveled on
the Mayflower to Massachusetts Colony.
On the trip from England to Massachusetts a
child was born, named Peregrine. Tony
explains that he was the first of Tony’s
ancestors to be born in the USA (this part of
the story is true). Usually, at this point the
more skeptical among those listening to his
story begin to smile or snicker. But, there
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are always one or two, especially women,
who are still listening intently. And of
course, Tony never lets on that he made up
the whole story. “There you have it, from
England to Japan, Japan back to England,
England to the United States, the United
States to Japan, and finally, daughter
Tammy and Treacy complete the circle
again, Tammy to the United States and
Treacy to England.” And of course, here is
Tony, back in Japan where it all began.
Every time he told that story he changed
the details just a little, but the reaction was
always the same. Eventually, the audience
realized that he was just telling a story.
They usually laughed and made comments
about how they actually believed his story.
That they believed the story is not so
amazing if you understand the Japanese.
For the most part, they are simply incapable
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of concocting and sharing such an
outlandish story. Tony always intended for
the story to be humorous and expected that
they would catch on to the joke. But
honestly, many did not really believe it was
a joke unless Tony specifically told them.
The Japanese just don’t have the creativity
to share anything beyond superficial
politeness with anyone who is not a very
intimate member of their “in group”. And
that is one of the many reasons Tony loved
Japan. That is, Tony was not, and never will
be, a member of an “in group”. To the
Japanese, even those who he considered
very personal friends, he would always be a
foreigner or outsider.. Therefore, he was
free to say, think, and do pretty much as he
pleased, and he would always be forgiven
for violating the very strict Japanese social
systems, because he was a gaigin.
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Tony particularly liked telling that story
to Japanese women. The truth is, Tony
enjoyed talking to and being with all
Japanese women period. His brother Peter
once told Tony that he thought the reason
Tony loved living in Japan so much was the
attention that Tony got from Japanese
women because he can speak their language
and he is an American. Well, I suppose
there is a little truth to that. But, it is not all
Japanese women, it’s only the younger ones,
that is the ones in their twenties, thirties and
early forties. After age fifty, according to
Tony, they turn into monsters, or
“obaatarians”. This according to Tony.
One of his favorite jokes with young
Japanese men was to tell them again and
again to not get married. Of course, he
might as well have been talking to the wall,
but it was his tongue in cheek advice.
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Sometimes one or another would take a
chance and ask Tony why he gives that
advice so consistently. Tony explained that
before Japanese women get married, they
are the sweetest women on earth, treating
their boyfriends and perspective husbands
unbelievably well. It’s all a ruse to catch a
husband and to settle down into a role that
has been firmly defined by their mothers and
grand mothers before them. But, once the
knot is tied it all ends. And after the second
child, forget it, you might as well get a
girlfriend, or learn to take matters “in hand”.
Actually, if Tony’s unscientific survey of his
married Japanese friends was valid, his
predictions regarding the almost total end of
sex activity after the second child was also
true. And of course, when those once sweet
young things finally become age fifty, you
will find yourself not only sleeping in
separate beds, but in separate rooms. Some
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of the older ladies in his conversation
classes actually referred to their husbands as
their “house mate” or “money trees”.
Usually someone would say words to the
effect, “What should we do?”. Tony
advised, wait until you yourself are age fifty
before getting married, and then marry a
woman in her early twenties. That way,
when she finally reaches age fifty and
becomes an oobatarian, you will be too old
to even care.
The preceding commentary aside, Tony
really does love Japanese women. And it’s
not that hard, even for an old guy like Tony
to find that love and affection returned.
Tony has found over the years that all most
Western men have to do to win the hearts
and minds of Japanese women is to just be
themselves. In general Japanese men are
just not very romantic; actually they lack
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even the simplest manners. Tony hears this
again and again from his female students,
young and old. And I have personally
witnessed the behavior of Japanese men
often enough to have become convinced that
in the end they get what they deserve. Tony
says he has heard the unsolicited expression
“Mommy’s boy” from the mouths of
Japanese women literally hundreds of times
over the past several years. Tony and I have
both decided that it is true, after all, the boys
in the family are spoiled by both the mother
and father, and the sister, regardless of
whether the sister is younger or older, serves
as assistant to her mother in spoiling
brother. So, it is understandable that when
Japanese men get married they expect their
wives to continue the pattern. It is not really
surprising that by the time the women reach
age fifty, they finally fight back.
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Oh well, enough about that for now. Let
me be clear about Tony’s feelings for the
Japanese people. In short, he loves them
very much. After all, he has been associated
with the Japanese most of his adult life. Of
course, he particularly loves Japanese
women, but who wouldn’t. But in honesty,
Tony counted Japanese women, young and
old among his best friends. He was
fortunate in teaching at university because,
although Tammy and Treacy no longer
needed him, his students, men and women,
did. It is a wonderful feeling for Tony when
he runs into students and former students
here and there in Japan. They always
approach Tony with a smile and they always
have kind words for him. It may seem
strange, but I have seen his students
spontaneously hug him more times than I
can count. Strange in that in the Japanese
culture they have probably never hugged
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their own fathers. I am certain that when
they first met Tony in the academic setting,
they did not have many kind words. But,
once they got to know him, their feelings
toward him changed. So, in essence, Tony
has had many sons and daughters and he is
proud of each and every one of them.
Many of his Japanese friends, students
and others, have commented that they feel
Tony is unique among foreigners in Japan
because he seems to think like a Japanese. I
think that is a compliment. The truth is,
sometimes Tony did find himself thinking in
Japanese and talking to himself in Japanese.
It was always a mystery to his wife at the
time as to how Tony was able to negotiate
his way in Japanese society without her
help. She was convinced Tony had
someone else helping him. But, in Japan or
any other country a smile goes a long way.
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Tony found Japanese people to be more than
happy to help him in any matter whether it
was the post office, immigration office, the
local bar, or wherever. Probably his
Japanese was a little better than elementary,
but it was not the language ability that got
him around. It was his willingness to look
at Japanese people as real people and to treat
them with respect. That’s a lesson many
westerners living in Japan have yet to
master.
I titled this chapter “It was Meant to Be”,
because that is my feeling regarding Tony’s
being in Japan. Tammy and Treacy have
grown into wonderful adults and are living
their own lives. They both seem to
understand their Dad’s love affair with
Japan. Life goes on. But, it is certain that
Tony will continue to be a gaigin in Japan
and will continue his love affair with the
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people of Japan. (or so I thought when I
wrote this).
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Chapter Nineteen - The End
The last time I was ever to see Tony alive
was in January of 2009. As was our custom,
we met at the Kirin City Pub in Yokohama
for our usual Saturday night of drinking beer
and swapping stories. Tony had just returned
from ten days at the family home in
Henderson, Nevada. It was a
Christmas/New Year family reunion. His
wife, Tammy and Chris, Treacy and Chris,
and Tony’s older brother and his wife all
gathered together. Tony acknowledged that
it was wonderful to have spent the holidays
with the whole family for the first time in
many years. Some time was spent talking
about the events, but it was easy to tell that
Tony had something else he wanted to talk
about.
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Finally, he got to it. He had received an
email from one of his former students while
in Henderson. The former student was
attending university in the United States and
told Tony about a book she had just read
that was required reading in her English
Writing class. The book was Tuesdays with
Morrie written by Mitch Albom. It was
clear to Tony that she was excited about the
book. She finally told Tony that he must
read the book because the book was about
Tony. Tony had never heard of the book but
was curious what was in the book that
caused the student to compare “Morrie”
with himself. As luck would have it, Tony
had a couple of hours to kill at San
Francisco Airport on his way back to Japan.
Out of curiosity he stopped into the airport
bookstore and there was the book
prominently displayed. So, he bought it
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with the intention of reading it on the flight
back to Japan.
Tuesdays with Morrie is the story of the
author’s mentor relationship with Professor
Morrie. Mitch had been a student of
Morrie’s at Brandeis University. In fact
Morrie was Mitch’s favorite professor and
he had taken every course taught by
Professor Morrie at the time. Mitch
graduated and went about his life until one
day he was watching Nightline with Ted
Koppel on television. Morrie was a guest on
the show and Ted Koppel was interviewing
him about dealing with terminal illness and
his impending death. When Mitch saw the
interview, all his memories of Morrie came
flashing back, and in particular he recalled
his promise to Morrie that he would
continue to keep in touch after graduation.
Of course, that was a promise that Mitch did
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not keep, but that he vowed he would make
up for. So, Mitch traveled from Detroit to
Massachusetts, and eventually began
making the trip every Tuesday for a period
of about six months, until Morrie finally
died. The book chronicles those Tuesdays
with Morrie and the life lessons that Morrie
shared with Mitch. I read the book myself
and I must say that the similarities between
Tony and Morrie, in particular their mutual
love for young people, brought many tears
to my eyes.
In the case of Tony’s student, it just so
happened that the student’s classes with
Tony were on Tuesdays. Tony told me all
about the student and their own mentor
relationship that lasted for several years.
The student eventually graduated, went to
work for several years at an international
company in Japan, and finally at Tony’s
562

urging took on the challenge of traveling to
the United States and entering university
again. When Tony talked about this student
and all the conversations they had over the
years, and the student’s personal successes,
Tony became absolutely excited. The pride
he had in this student was clearly the same
pride he had in his own daughters.
The discussion about Morrie’s death
eventually turned to what I thought to be
Tony’s obsession with his own death. I
remember a few years ago when Tony
turned age fifty-seven. He commented at the
time that his days remaining were numbered
now that he was older than his father. His
father had died at the age of fifty-six, when
Tony was just nineteen. Tony felt it was a
major life accomplishment to outlive his
father. Then when Tony turned age sixty he
suddenly seemed to become overly obsessed
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about his health. Despite the fact that he
was in excellent physical condition as a
result of his continuing to exercise by
walking seven kilometers each day, he often
said that eventually the cigarettes would kill
him as they had his father. Just before he
went to Henderson for the Christmas
holidays he scheduled a physical
examination with his doctor that resulted in
his referral to a urologist, an internal
medicine specialist, and an orthopedic
specialist. Over a period of two months,
Tony underwent several diagnostic
procedures. The urologist ordered scans of
his liver and kidneys, as well as a
cystoscopy of the bladder, and biopsies of
the prostate. All tests were normal. The
orthopod tested for possible cancer in
Tony’s hip joint. Again negative. And
finally, the internist ordered testing for what
he thought might be Ischemia. The rather
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expensive Thallium Stress Test was also
normal. In each case Tony’s family was
concerned while waiting for test results, and
relieved when Tony eventually thought to
tell them that all was normal. But, Tony
himself seemed not too concerned with
those tests. Tony confided in me that what
would eventually kill him would be forty
seven years of smoking, begun at age
thirteen. Little did I know that night that
Tony’s prediction would come true, or that
it would come true so soon after our final
conversation. Or that it would be the last
time I ever spoke with him.
The semester ended three weeks after our
last conversation, and as luck would have it
we were unable to get together due to
conflicting schedules. The semester break at
Japanese universities is from late January to
the middle of April. Normally, Tony and I
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would have continued our weekly meetings,
but strangely, Tony never showed up at
Kirin City Pub. I eventually decided that
Tony probably went back to Henderson
during the break. I never thought to email
him. Perhaps I should have.
On the first day of classes in the new
semester I entered the teacher’s lounge, fully
expecting to see Tony and chide him for not
keeping in touch during the break. I
immediately spotted the notice on the
Bulletin Board informing us all that Tony
had passed away of cancer in the Veteran’s
Administration Hospital in Las Vegas,
Nevada in March. I couldn’t believe it and I
had to sit down right away. All the
memories of our years of friendship began
flooding my mind. Later, while in the
classroom, I wondered how I could finish
this book that I had started long ago. I had
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always imagined an entirely different
conclusion to Tony’s story.
After the first period, I went to the
Smoking Area where Tony and I often met
and where his students often sought him out.
On that first day of class, many of Tony’s
students showed up as predicted, to talk and
joke with Tony. It fell to me to break the
news that Tony was gone. Several days
passed and I continued going to the
Smoking Area. I guess I was hoping that
Tony would just suddenly appear. It was on
that visit that one of Tony’s former students,
now a fourth year student, told me that the
student body was planning a memorial in
Tony’s honor at the university chapel. She
asked me for help. First, she asked if there
was any way I could get the memorial notice
to the other universities where Tony had
taught, and then she asked me if I would
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deliver a speech at the service. I happily
obliged both requests.
On the day of the service, I entered the
chapel expecting a small group of students.
Instead, the chapel was full, with every bit
of standing and sitting space occupied.
Student after student, from all the
universities where Tony taught rose to the
microphone to share their memories of
Tony. There was not a dry eye in the
building. When I finally took the
microphone I was still wondering what I
should say. Of course, I would refer to our
friendship and how much Tony meant to
me. But suddenly, I decided that it would be
better if I used the opportunity to share with
the students how much they meant to Tony.
I wanted to speak of his genuine love for
each of them and his personal quest to make
a difference in each of their lives. So, in the
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end, I related to the students much of what I
have written in this book. Tony always
believed his father was looking down on
him from above, and I suggested to the
students that Tony would probably be
looking down on them from his bar stool in
Heaven.
The service ended, but nobody seemed
moved to leave. Many students with heads
down and eyes closed, seemed to be lost in
their thoughts. As I made my way to the
back of the chapel I gazed down to an open
school bag next to one young girl. Looking
back up at me was a well worn, and
probably tear stained, copy of Tuesdays with
Morrie.
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Chapter Twenty - No Rewards Received No Punishment Inflicted
When I look back on Tony’s life, and
what I have written in this book, it doesn’t
seem so remarkable. But, it is written now,
and that’s the way it was and is! Tony
often found himself still wondering what he
was going to do when he grew up, even at
the age of sixty. The fact is, he was very
happy doing what he was doing, and of
course, he hoped the day would not soon
arrive when he would be told that he is too
old to carry on teaching English in Japan.
Tony would have been happy staying in
Japan until he died. Always, after a few too
many beers, he said he wanted to be buried
in the Yokohama Foreigner’s Cemetery or
to have his ashes dropped over Mt. Fuji. On
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the other hand, Tony would also have liked
to be near his daughters and his roots.
Tammy and her husband are now living in
New York City and doing quite well.
Treacy and her husband are living in
England, and they too are doing quite well.
In the end, I think Tony’s daughters
arranged for him to be buried in Arlington
National Cemetery in Washington, D.C. He
is at rest today among the thousands of other
deceased military heroes who served a
grateful nation. Tony would never have
considered himself a hero, but to me, and I
am certain his military colleagues, and most
certainly, those students who had the good
fortune of knowing Tony, he is a hero.
So, what you have read is Tony’s life.
Not particularly exciting, but Tony’s life.
Tony told me once that he heard that a
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gravestone marker exists in a cemetery
somewhere that includes the inscribed words
“Here lies ......! No rewards received, no
punishment inflicted!!” Tony, again after
too many beers, wrote his own words on a
bar napkin. Tony had decided his
gravestone marker would bear the inscribed
words --Tony
October 25, 1945 - March 15, 2006
Husband, Father, Lover, Juvenile
Delinquent, High School Dropout, Master
Sergeant, USAF, Vietnam Veteran,
University Graduate, Graduate School
Graduate, Lieutenant Colonel, Hospital
Administrator, Elementary School
Teacher, English Language Instructor,
University Professor, Dead. He took the
road less traveled.
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Of course, the grave markers at Arlington
National Cemetery do not include more than
the person’s name, rank, dates of birth and
death, and wartime service, but the above
words have been permanently inscribed in
my mind and heart.
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