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

 

 

                                                                                    Yoko was a quiet, gracious  

                                                                                                     addition to the household. 

                                                                                                      

 

 

 My walk to the apartment began with a taxi ride from the shipôs pier to the main gate.  (I 
would later buy another bike at the Navy exchange for $37.50 to use to get home). After 
leaving the base I turned right and walked for a few blocks before turning left and 
started the one mile hike up a crowded winding road that soon followed the 
mountainous coastline to the apartment.   
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Much of the walk began along store lined streets, temples and schools and progressed 
ever upward towards a maze of crowded apartments and houses.  The streets were 
filled with autos and the side of the road was cluttered with bicyclists, pedestrians, 
scooters and motorcycles squeezed among the parked vehicles. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


