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Friendship Across the Pacific Ocean 

If length of time is any measure of friendship, my friendship with Tamiko has lasted 
more than half a century. And our affection is as deep as the Pacific Ocean will ever 
be. 

* * * 
In April 1944, I entered a girl's high school in Meguro, Tokyo. The Pacific War was 
grinding toward its end, goods were scarce, and the war situation was getting worse by 
the day. With grade-school students being evacuated to the countryside, college 
students being order to the front, and high-school students and single, unemployed 
women being called up to help in the war effort, dark clouds hung over children and 
young people alike. 

I went to the school's welcoming ceremony in baggy pantaloons, and with a padded 
air-raid hood and emergency bag slung over my shoulders. With people evacuating to 
the countryside, the population of Tokyo had fallen drastically, and there were very few 
girl school students around. There were only two classes for new students. There 
was a tall, beautiful girl in my class. And that was Tamiko. 

One day, I've forgotten exactly why, I went over to Tamiko's house. It was probably 
about a half hour's walk from my house. There was a bookshelf with a complete set of 
historic tales bound in green. I was thrilled. I became friends with Tamiko so I could 
read them. I was happy as long as I had something to read. Friends called me "book 
mad". The reason why I felt friendly toward Tamiko was quite simple. I just wanted 
to read those books. I'd finish reading one, and borrow another. 

A year passed. U.S. air raids burnt Tokyo to the ground. Unbeaten, people put up 
shacks to live in. And when the War was finally over, society changed dramatically. 

The radio played American songs and jazz music, which the young people loved. 
Tamiko and I discovered the joy of learning English. To the student, there was 
something refreshing about learning a language that had beep prohibited as being an 
enemy tongue. 
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Before she was even in grade school, Tamiko had apparently sat listening in the garden 
while her uncle (her mother's younger brother) had English lessons from a private tutor, 
and longed to know more about the English-speaking world. 

We promised each other that we would study English and follow a career in which we 
could use our knowledge of English. After graduation, I went to a typing school on 
the recommendation of my teacher, became a typist and was employed by the Ministry 

of Justice. 

Tamiko's mother forbade her to attend a typing school. One day she suddenly took up 
a job as a maid with the McNutt family. Mr. McNutt was a commissioned officer with 
the U.S. forces stationed in Japan. That was her way of learning English conversation 
first-hand. Her dedication and hard work eventually bore fruit, and she learned to 
speak English. And once she had taught herself to type, she became a typist. 

The two of us began working at the 5 th Airways and Air Communications Service 
Installation and Maintenance Squadron of the U.S. Air Force. At about that time, 
Japan Air Lines began recruiting Japan's first post-War stewardesses. 
and slight of build to be eligible, so I did not apply. But Tamiko did. 
thousand applicants, only twenty-four made it to the final selection. 

I was too small 
Out of a 

Tamiko was 
among them, but she ended up disqualified. These stewardesses were all from good 
families, daughters of famous and wealthy people. Tamiko had lost her father when 

she was small. Perhaps that was why she was disqualified. At the time, banks and 
other blue-chip companies would not employ children from lone parent families. 

After that, Tamiko worked during the day, and at night attended a women's dressmaking 
institute to learn Western dressmaking. In the meantime, she also earned a license as 
an instructor of flower arrangement, and studied how to make traditional Japanese dolls. 

Tamiko and I were then transferred to the Transportation Squadron at Fuchu Air Base. 
Tamiko worked as secretary for the administration office, while I worked as secretary to 
the transportation officer. The work involved answering phone calls, typing up 
documents, and doing general office work. 

That was where Tamiko fell in love with a Sergeant Charles A. Hamer. It was perhaps 
only too natural. She was a beautiful Japanese woman, and he was a handsome young 
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American man full of humor and wit. 

But there was a long and arduous path ahead of them, and strong disapproval on the part 
of their families. Having been a close friend of hers since our student days, Tamiko's 
elder brother wrote me a letter. It spoke of a loving brother who sincerely wished for 
his sister's happiness, and who adamantly opposed the marriage. 

There was still strong prejudice both in Japan and in America toward international 
marriages. It was also true that quite a few Japanese women who had made a living 
keeping American soldiers company had gone across to the States as "wartime wives" 
with no knowledge of English and little education, and were looked upon with disdain 

in American society. Tamiko's brother was worried that if Tamiko married an 
American and went across to the States she would be considered "one of them". and this 
was why he had written to me asking me to oppose the marriage. I found myself torn 
between Tamiko and her brother. 

It was their love for one another, and the support shown by Mr. and Mrs. McNutt for the 
couple that eventually pulled them out of their predicament. Following their wedding 
in Japan, Charles Hamer was assigned to retu...'11 to the States. Tamiko had to wait for 
her passport and visa to be issued, and had to cross the Pacific Ocean alone. It was the 
spring of-:1::9£9::_ t9bO. 

Tamiko returned home a number of times. We took walks up and down 
Gonnosuke-zaka in Meguro, Tokyo, a street we often took in our school days-Tamiko 
with her infant son, and I with my infant daughter, 

On the 25th anniversary of their marriage, Tamiko and her husband paid Tamiko's home 
a visit, and went on a sightseeing trip with Tamiko's relatives. On this occasion, the 
two of them and my husband and I also enjoyed a trip to Kyoto. 

Tamiko invited me to visit America for a second time. The first time I went, which 
was just over twenty years ago, Tamiko was living in Albuquerque, New Mexico. At 
that time, Tamiko was a technician for General Electric, and was instructing employees 
new to the workplace on the technical aspects of their job. Her husband, Charles 
Hamer, was manager of the local branch of Barclay's Bank. During his military 
service, he had studied and obtained a qualification as an accountant. Their only son 
had already left home, and they were living a very comfortable life. Although Tamiko 



said they were "middle class", their way of life was comparable to that of the upper 
class in Japan, with a large house and gardens, two cars, a motorboat, and a motor home 
(complete with kitchen, toilet and shower, and spacious accommodations). They used 
the motor home to travel to the Grand Canyon, to Las Vegas, and the arid lands of the 
Southwest. 

Meanwhile, I was still searching for a way through life as a woman. I was married, 
raising a child, and always looking for better work. At the peak period of Japan's 
bubble economy, although the house we lived in was ours, the land it was on was not. 
Our landlord wanted to push us out and sell his property at a high price. We had to go 
to court, the Japanese Mafia, or Yakuza, put in an appearance, and we faced all kinds of 
hardship. Once our problems were settled, we decided to move to Nakadori, the 
central region of Fukushima Prefecture in northern Japan, with the idea of spending our 
old age in quiet natural surroundings. But as soon as we moved to Fukushima, my 
husband began falling ill time and again, while his mother had to be placed in a private 
old people's home. I had no time for any rest, and at one point suffered from 
depression. Tamiko and I had always written to one another, but I stopped when the 
mental fatigue became unbearable. Tamiko became worried and wrote to me, and I 
told her about my depression. She sent me a book (in English) on the philosophy of 
life, and invited me over to the States for a holiday. JC''--(~.:,· t (.'
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In May of last year, I made my second trip (for one month) to the States. Tamiko was 
now living in San Angelo, in western Texas. 

She lived in an elegant home surrounded by a·large lawn yard. By Japanese standards, 
it was palatial. As the climate was hot, each room had a large ceiling fan just above 
the lighting fixtures hanging from the ceiling. 

Both Tamiko and Charles Hamer had gone into retirement, and they were living 
comfortably on a pension. 

The couple showed me around scenic and historic places in Texas. Tamiko also 
readily accompanied me on a visit to a senior citizens' establishment that I had wanted 
to see. 

We also visited Ms. Jean McNutt at her home in Connecticut, changing flights on the 
way on domestic airlines. Mr. Charles Hamer also drove us down to an old people's 
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home in Oklahoma to pay a visit to our friend Ms. Meriko Walls. 

All the while, Tamiko and I talked to the point that we were reluctant even to go to bed. 
Not having spoken Japanese for just over forty years, Tamiko's Japanese was at first a 
bit awkward, but it all soon started coming back to her, and we lost ourselves in fond 
memories. 

lt must have been her cheerful and sociable character and her caring nature that helped 
Tamiko to built such warm and loving world around herself. 

Tamiko told me that the most sad and painful experience she had ever had in the States 
was when she obtained her U.S. citizenship. 

She had been in the country for three years when she applied for her citizenship. She 
told me: "My husband brought me a handbook to study for the citizenship 
examination. I imagined that the test would be in about a month's time, but about a 
week after I'd made my application I received a phone call and was told that the exam 
would take place three days later. I learned the book by heart, and I passed." 

Two months later, she attended the naturalization ceremony. She told me that as she 
heard "The Star Spangled Banner'' play she couldn't help tears from welling up. It 
wasn' t so much from the joy of having obtained U.S. citizenship, but from feeling so 
sad that she had to give up her Japanese citizenship. 

Tamiko told me how she felt at the time with tears in her eyes. Then she declared, "I 
am an American. I have a child, and a grandchild too. This is where I shall close be 
laid to rest." Then she gently cast her eyes down. 

Tamiko had gone across to America all on her own after the War. She was not one to 
grumble or shed a tear in front of others. I was seeing her cry for the first time. 

Tamiko is extremely talented. Her needlework has won her the top prize in the 
dressmaking category of the local sewing contest every year. She has also walked 
away with one prize after another in doll making contests. She paints landscapes in 
oils, and also does India-ink paintings in the Oriental style of subdued beauty. 

She also enjoys excellent human relations in the community. Friends and 
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acquaintances call out to her at church, the golf club, and the local supermarket. She is 
loved and trusted. 

* * * 
Tamiko succeeded in finding happiness in an international marriage, and in joining 
American society. I am very proud of having such a person as a friend. 

Today, the two of us are still building upon our friendship through e-mail messages 
across the Pacific Ocean. 

I shall seek peace of mind and fulfillment for as long as I live, together with my 
priceless friend, Tamiko. 
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