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Q:  So, to begin with Mr. Williams, I'd like to know about your background.   Where were you 

born, when were you born, where did you grow up?  

JW:  I'll be glad to answer that.  In the 1920s, my parents migrated from Arkansas to River Falls, 

Wisconsin, a small town near St. Paul, Minnesota.  My father became a history professor in the  

River Falls State Teachers College.  Shortly after they arrived there, a year after, they were 

wedded.  I arrived, 1929, and, thus, I'm about to be 86 years of age.  So I was raised as a boy in 

the 1930s in the midst of the Depression in River Falls, Wisconsin.  And I've always... I like to 

think I've always reflected that background.  I was a Boy Scout, I was a Cub Scout, and I was 

very active in that.  And it was a wonderful place to grow up.  My parents were basically liberal 

democrats.  My father was a distinguished guy, even in River Falls.  Everyone liked him.  He was 

friends with everyone.  He knew everyone.  He was asked to run for Congress just before the 

War started, but he'd already joined the Air Corps, the Army Air Corps.   

Q:  That's something new to me.   
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JW:  Right.  He had become a first lieutenant in the Army Air Corps, and thus had to turn down 

the Democratic Party's request for him to run for Congress from that district.  

Q:  I was wondering if you would add, in addition to all of this, what you remember about your 

early education -- where you went to school,  grade school, high school, getting on up to the 

age where you are conscious of the world outside of your family, outside of Wisconsin.  

JW:  I attended grade school throughout the 1930s at the junior college that was part of the 

Riverfall State Teachers College.  Thus, all of my teachers were employees of the college.  They 

were college professors and they were very good and I feel that I got quite a good education.  

And in the 1930s, the war started in Spain.  And my father took all the big magazines, the Life 

magazine, which was new, the Time magazine, Newsweek, and so forth.  And I started reading 

all this stuff and I became very interested in the Spanish Civil War.  And I've studied it ever 

since.  It was a boyhood fixation.  You didn't see anything on television, because there was no 

such thing, but you heard it on the radio, you read it in the papers.  And Life magazine did 

tremendously interesting spreads about that war.  So I got tuned in to what was happening very 

early.  And then my father went off to Brooksfield, Texas, just south of San Antonio, Texas.  And 

he was gone for the better part of a year.  I continued to work as a Boy Scout patrol leader -- 

continued in, I think it was the sixth grade.  And then the following summer, we moved to San 

Antonio, stopping off with relatives in Arkansas on route.  My father rented a nice little house in 

the southern part of the city near Kelly Air Force Base.  And I was put into the Harris Junior High 

School, which was 57% Hispanic.  And I, thus, for survival, started learning to speak Spanish very 

quickly. [Laughter]  And then I organized a Boy Scout patrol there.  I was very interested in the 

war that was going on.  My father brought home cardboard model airplanes from every, of 



 

Marlene J. Mayo Oral Histories | Gordon W. Prange Collection | University of Maryland Libraries   3 

every warplane -- German, Japanese, our own -- and I had them hanging in my bedroom.  And 

my patrol was called the tiger shark patrol, because I had followed the exploits of General Claire 

Chanel in China, read his books,etc.   

Q:  So you were about 11 or 12 years old and you were aware of the war, that it started already 

in China, Europe and then China...? 

JW:  I was aware of the world very early.  Even as a boy under 10 years of age, I was studying 

the Spanish Civil War.  So I got tuned in to what was going on rather earlier. 

Q:  You mentioned, of course, there was no TV.  What about radio?  Did you pick up anything 

about what was happening in Europe, besides the Spanish Civil War? 

JW:   Absolutely.  We listened to... I followed everything in both Europe and Asia, and 

particularly the Pacific.  My father had brought me a huge wall-sized map of the South Pacific. 

And I followed every landing from island to island to island as a boy.  

Q:   This is after the war started, and I wanted to ask you -- You were around 12 years old or so, 

what, how did you learn about Pearl Harbor? 

JW:  I was a boy at River Falls. We were listening to the radio around noon one Sunday 

afternoon, and all of a sudden, the music was interrupted by the announcement of the attack 

on Pearl Harbor.  And I remember it very well.  It was… 

Q:   Were you listening with your parents?  Was your father there, your mother there? 

JW:  They were all there. My brother and my mother and father.  

Q:  Your brother had been born? Yeah.  

JW:   Yeah.  We had a nice, little, lovely home in River Falls.  And my father constructed it in the 

mid-1930s with an FHA loan.  And it was made from limestone, the local limestone.  And a very 
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distinguished Norwegian-descent guy who was a stonemason crafted the stones.  And he 

carefully left the archaeological remnants on the outside near the base of the house -- all of the 

seashell markings on the stones on the limestone from thousands, tens of thousands of years 

ago.  It was a masterpiece.  It was the most beautiful house in town.  And my father had done it 

with the help of a guy named Professor Spriggs, who was the local architect advisor. 

Q:   Sounds like a wonderful place to grow up. 

JW:  It was wonderful.  People were great. Of course, one of the things that I remember from 

my boyhood, and I guess that's why I'm basically liberally oriented today, was the starving 

people.  The number of big, strong, healthy-looking guys who would come to our door and say, 

“Could I rake your leaves for a sandwich?”  Lots of men were going around selling strawberries 

and so on, barefooted, wearing nothing but bib overalls and straw hats.  But there were always 

what were called tramps camped underneath the railroad bridge.  I became very familiar with 

the number of people that I knew and their sons and daughters that I was associated with in 

school who were having a very hard time.  I was among the fortunate, the very fortunate.  But 

there were so many others around me who were not.  So I was... I became aware of all that.  

Q:  That's really important to hear about.  After the Pearl Harbor interruption of the broadcast, 

do you remember your parents’s reactions -- your mother, your father, your brother, your 

friends.  It was a Sunday. 

JW:   Not really.  I don't really remember any specific thing, except we were all taken aback.  I 

knew we were all… 

Q:   Alarmed, perhaps? 

JW:   We were surprised and alarmed.  And that's about all I remember. 
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Q:   Well, your father had been in the Air Corps.  Do you remember why he joined? That's a 

little bit earlier. And then he was a professor.  Was he a lieutenant in the Air Corps or a reserve 

because he was concerned about Europe? 

JW:   I could answer that.  He had been a first lieutenant in the National Guard.  And one of my 

treasured boyhood memories -- I was five years old.  On Memorial Day, we went to the 

cemetery.  Here were all the graves of the World War One veterans, and they played taps from 

high up on the mound above the cemetery.  And then my father was in as a first lieutenant, was 

in command of this firing squad who was going to give a rifle salute.  And he drew his sword 

and raised it and told them lock and load, et cetera.  The orders for doing...  And then he 

dropped his sword and they all fired in unison.  And I started yelling and screaming, “They're 

shooting my daddy!” [Laughter]  My mother explained that though they were all blanks and 

they were firing up in the air and it was okay.  Well, to make a long story short, my father got 

out of the National Guard in 1939.  And he's always said that he knew a war was coming.  He 

didn't get along at all with the captain who was in command over him.  And he's always said, 

well, he decided he simply didn't want to go to war under that guy that he couldn't get along 

with and didn't like.  And my feeling is that, well, when Pearl Harbor suddenly came along, and 

it was a surprise, I think even to my father who was in on everything, I think he felt that he 

looked like a slacker for having gotten out of the National Guard, just before the attack in 1939, 

and that he had to get back in.  And my feeling is he picked the Army Air Corps because he 

didn't want to go to New Guinea and fight the Japanese infantry in the jungles. [Laughter]  

Q:   Well that does bring us back to the war in the Pacific, as opposed to the Atlantic.  And you 

were talking about following the landings.  You followed the landings in the Pacific War through 
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maybe Life and other magazines, maybe through Junior Scholastic or something like that in 

school?  I wonder if you wanted to say more about that and more about your life as a young 

teenager, just getting into your teens, and what it was like to be a young teenager in wartime 

America. 

JW:  It was a tremendous experience to be a boy in San Antonio, Texas for one year.  And I had 

many Hispanic friends.  I organized the Flying Tiger Patrol among the Boy Scouts, which was 

under a Baptist church nearby.  And something that had never been done before within the 

troop, I brought in a number of Hispanic and Mexican boys into my patrol.  And this was new.  

And the scoutmaster gave me a lot of credit for having integrated these boys.  And they met 

with me in my home for meetings and so on.  We all went camping together.  It was a big thing.  

And the scoutmaster was so pleased with what I had done on that score, we made good 

presentations in front of the entire church -- signaling with morse code flags, signaling with 

semaphore flags. The church members really thought that was really impressive.  And so the 

scoutmaster sent me that summer, the following summer, to the Philmont Scout Ranch in 

northern New Mexico, and that was quite an event.  I spent the entire summer building trails in 

the mountains of -- I should remember the name of the mountain, but I can't quite come up 

with it -- of the mountains of northeastern New Mexico, Sangre de Christo, Blood of Christ 

mountains.  And then, it was quite a startling event for me, the thousand-mile ride on a bus 

back to San Antonio. I was tired from sleeping on the hard ground all summer.  No, that was 

before air mattresses had been invented.  And you slept on the ground and dug a little hole for 

your hips to fit into the ground.  And so, when we finally arrived at the bus station in San 

Antonio, I stepped down off the bus, there was my scoutmaster waiting to shake my hands, 
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which I cordially did.  And there was my mother, but she had on her bandana hanky.  She had 

on slacks. She was dressed for traveling.  And she said to me rather abruptly, “Get in the car.  

We're going to New Haven, Connecticut.  You're driving.”  I had never driven before.  I knew, I 

had been instructed on how to do it, but I hadn't really done it.  And so I, you know, kind of a 

belated way, I shook hands with my scoutmaster and saying goodbye.  I'd been looking forward 

to sleeping in my own bed that night on Riverview Alley, Riverview Street, something like that.  I 

got in this little old dark green Ford and I got behind the wheel.  And all highways in that era 

were two-lane. There was no such thing as a four-lane highway anywhere.  And being passed at 

70 miles per hour by big semi trucks, I soon learned to drive. [Laughter] And we went through... 

we stopped with a cousin in Waco, or Austin rather.  And then we stopped with family in 

Arkansas.  I got lost in the mountains of Tennessee.  I knew I was off the main road and had to 

do something.  And down the dirt road that I was on, came something out of Little Abner, a 

fellow wearing a straw hat, a rifle across the pommel of his saddle, nice roan horse.  I got out 

and looking up at him, I told him, “We're lost.  I have to get back to the main highway.  How do I 

do it?”  He took his pipe out of his mouth and he says, “Well, you go down the road for a piece 

and when you come to the fork, you bear to the left.”  I could just barely understand him.  It 

was so different, and so I followed his instructions.  We got back on the main highway and we 

eventually arrived in New Haven, Connecticut. 

Q:   And why were you going to New Haven, Connecticut? 

JW:   My father had ended his tour in the Air Force at San Antonio.  And with the help of my 

distinguished uncle, my mother's brother Joe Brewer, who had an important post in 

Washington D.C. as a lieutenant colonel in the Army.  And he got my father transferred to Yale 
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University, put into the Military Government unit to learn Japanese.  So my father spent the 

entire year at Yale University studying Japanese.  And I entered Hill House High School, which 

was directly across the street from the Whitney Gym, the Payne Whitney Gym of Yale 

University.  The grounds of Yale University surrounded the high school.  And it was so different 

from San Antonio, where the dress was informal.  Here you had to have on a coat and tie.  You 

couldn't get into class unless you had a tie and a jacket.  All classes were segregated, girls in one 

class, boys in another.  And then the classes were divided in terms of social standing.  If you 

were clearly going on to college, and I was in that group, you were with a group who was 

likewise going to college.  If you were in the next group -- one of my best friend’s, his father was 

an accountant, he was only going to be an accountant.  And he was, thus, in the next lower 

group, because he was not going on to college, only to some training school.  And then, the 

third group were trade people.  People who were going to be mechanics or something, working 

with their hands.  So there was this distinguished segregation, both sexual and caste-wise in 

terms of your future.  But it was the best instruction I got during my four years of high school.  

The teachers were superlative.  The influence of Yale University on every side was important.  

The influence of being amidst all the Yale University students was important.  They all wore 

little bow ties, little jackets; we copied them.  So it was an interesting, very interesting year at 

New Haven.  And I learned a lot, the mathematics, the history.  Everything that I learned there 

was the fundamental learning that I got from going to high school.  And then, at the end of the 

year…it was in the midst of World War II, of course.  So all kinds of events occurred related to 

the war.  Japanese, I mean German, submarines were in the Long Island town right off the coast 

of New Haven.  Some of the students were enrolled in German classes.  And some of them, I 



 

Marlene J. Mayo Oral Histories | Gordon W. Prange Collection | University of Maryland Libraries   9 

didn't expressly know them, I later found out who they were, decided to play a joke on people 

of German origin in that area by phoning them up on the telephone and in a broken half-

English, half-German telling them that they were a u-boat commander and they wanted them 

to put up the crew for the night.  [Laughter] And, of course, the pitiful people immediately 

called the police and the FBI.  And the FBI tapped all the telephones and had these fellows in 

hand almost instantly. [Laughter] 

Q:   Well, you mentioned the awareness of the Germans and the Germans got close to our 

coast, but your father was studying Japanese.  And what did you think about all that and gaining 

any impressions of Japan other than from island to island to island?  

JW:   Well, I continued to follow the war, but I knew virtually nothing about Japan.  My father 

was studying the Japanese language; nothing rubbed off on me.  It was all done at class and 

listening to things at home, but -- and he studied every night -- but I continued to follow the 

war.  The island-to-island campaign in the Pacific was of great interest to me.  I continued to 

follow that.  I continued to follow what was happening in Europe and in Russia.  But another 

interesting aspect for me personally of going to Hill House High School in New Haven, it was the 

first time I had ever encountered Jewish students.  And a lot of them were of German-Jewish 

origin, of Polish-German, Polish-Jewish origin, or of Russian-Jewish origin.  And I became friends 

with a great many of them. And at the end of the year, a friend of mine named Tom Richardson, 

his father was one of the principals of the school, his father invited me to go with Tom for the 

summer to a boy's camp up in Maine, which was a Jewish boy's camp, to be a waiter.  So I said, 

“Certainly, I’d be glad to.”  And I went off to Maine and spent the summer working waiting on 

tables.  All these little boys were the upper crust of New York City.  Their fathers were stock 
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brokers and so on and so on on Wall Street.  And they were an upper group.  And then, 

suddenly, just as we were getting ready to leave came the news, this was August, the news, this 

was August 1945, the bombs had been dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and the Japanese 

had surrendered on the Battleship Missouri.  And, kind of in a daze, I had checked out of the 

camp and so on.  I had received a telegram from my mother, which said, “We have moved from 

New Haven to Pacific Grove, California in your absence.  When you finish your work at the boys 

camp, proceed to Pacific Grove, California.” And she gave me the address, 513 Monterey 

Avenue, Pacific Grove, California and no tickets, no money.  I had made $300 working as a 

waiter.  I was to use the $300, obviously, to get from Maine to California.  So, shortly after that, 

my friends from the camp, the other guys who were waiters, we all went into the little town of, 

I think it was called Bridgeton, Maine.  And we wandered around the streets with the people of 

that village celebrating V-J Day, Victory in Japan.  And then I shipped my foot locker to 

California.  I got on a bus with some of my buddies, who were the sons of big stock brokers, and 

we all went to New York City.  And we were walking around Times Square, and they said, “Well, 

so long, Jud.”  Jud is my nickname, J-U-D, one D.  And somewhere strolling around the streets of 

Times Square in a drizzle, not quite knowing what to do next or where to go next, I decided I've 

got to go to the rail station and start moving toward California.  So I went to Grand Central 

Station, took the subway, and bought a ticket to Chicago.  And it was a coach ticket.  And it was 

very unpleasant.  The windows were open.  The cold smoke was coming in through the 

windows.  And it was so unpleasant that when I arrived in Chicago, I took my belongings and 

walked from the train station to the bus station and bought a bus ticket through, all the way, 

with what money I had left, to Pacific Grove, California, a through bus ticket.  And I got on the 
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bus and went across the country.  First time I'd ever seen the mountains of the Rocky 

Mountains.  And I got off at Reno, Nevada and went into Harrah's gambling den.  And as a boy, I 

watched the high rollers rolling dice down the table and all for... at that time, they didn't use 

poker chips, they used silver dollars, stacks of silver dollars.  And that was a... I just watched, of 

course.  I didn't have the money to gamble [Laughter]  And I went on and changed everything at 

San Francisco and went on to Pacific Grove.  I came into the bus station at Pacific Grove and I 

said to one of the officials in the bus station, “How do I...I was  in Monterey.  How do I get from 

here to Pacific Grove?  And he said, “See that bus across the street?  Get on. Get on that one 

and go that way.”  So I got on, and I asked the bus driver, I said, “I have to go to some place 

called Monterey Avenue.”  He said, “I'll let you out when we get there.”  And we passed 

Cannery Row, the famous book written by, what's his name, the great author?  That's the way 

my memory is these days.  But the author of all the stories about the Okies and so on.   

Q: Steinbeck. 

JW:   John Steinbeck.  Right.  He had written... one of his last books was about Cannery Row.  

We passed right by it.  And I got off the bus in this fog.  And I was wearing a raincoat that I 

bought on Times Square and took my little bags and walked up this long, long hill.  And I came 

to the top of the hill, and here was this funny looking little house, a little kind of shotgun-style 

house with yellow trim.  And I was standing there in the fog looking at this house and I said, 

“Can that little place be where I'm going to live?”  And, all of a sudden, the curtain went back, 

like that, and there was my mother's face peering out at me in the fog.  [Laughter] So I became 

a student at the Pacific Grove High School.  I was elected president of my class.  And I tried to 

run as a track ...in track, but I was never much of an athlete.  I ran the mile, but without any 
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distinguish, no honors.  I just did it.  I couldn't play football.  I was never big enough and strong 

enough.  I was very thin. I didn't have the frame for playing football, and I was not much of an 

athlete anyway.  I just never have been.  But it was an interesting year, because, again, it was so 

different from New Haven.  All of the boys and girls with whom I was associated as a senior in 

high school were bigger and stronger.  They obviously, I think, had benefited from the superb 

climate, the year-round climate, the wonderful climate, the good food and so on of California.  

They were simply more advanced sexually and every other way. And lots of the young folks in 

the class I was in were going steady, meaning they had quasi-marital arrangements.  It was an 

interesting year.  The instruction was adequate, but couldn't compare with that of New Haven, 

Connecticut.  It was good, but it wasn't superb the way Connecticut had been.  But I started 

running into something new.  There were a number of Nisei in the class, who had just been 

released from one of these horrible camps where the Japanese had been interned during the 

war.  I didn't get to know them well or become close friends with them, but I knew about them 

and I was friendly with them.  And then I had just started into, no, it was in the middle of 

winter.  My mother suddenly said, “We're going to Seattle.  We're going to Japan.” And we 

drove, she bought a new car, a new Dodge automobile that was quite something.  It was such a 

big step forward from the old green 1939 Ford that we had been driving, that I had driven to 

New Haven.  And we took our belongings and drove to Seattle and entered Fort Lawton, an 

Army fort where they processed civilians for the transfer to Japan, training about shipboard life, 

wearing life preservers, all that stuff.  And it was cold.  It was the middle of winter.  There was 

deep snow everywhere.  That was quite a shock.  And after about a week or two of processing 

by the Army, and that was my first introduction to being under Army administration directly, 
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we boarded a ship called the Ainsworth, A-I-N-S-W-O-R-T-H.  I think he'd been a general in 

World War I.  The ship was named after him, the U.S. Army Transport Ainsworth.  And it was 

one of these giant troop ships.  And my brother and I were berthed down in the troop spaces in 

bunks that were three or four tiers high.  My mother was in a cabin up on one of the upper 

decks.  And we set out through Puget Sound.  And suddenly, we were -- I had never been on a 

ship before -- we were in the North Pacific Ocean in the middle of winter, and I became 

desperately seasick.  We were all, all of us, my fellow bunk mates, my brother, everyone else, 

was seasick.  For several days, we lived on tea and toast, period.  And then gradually got used to 

the movement of the ship.  And it got colder and colder, and I spent most of my time in the 

wardroom playing gin rummy.  I was good at cards.  And I became very close friends with a 

distinguished young lady who was several years older than I, named Pat Fox.  She was the 

daughter of Lieutenant General Alonso Fox, whom I knew was the deputy to General 

MacArthur. I didn't ever... I didn't become romantically involved with her.  She was older, but 

we still became good friends. I taught her to play gin rummy, and she and I played something 

like two thousand games of gin rummy while crossing the Pacific.  Off the Aleutian Islands, the 

ship was nearly rolled over in a storm.  It tilted 45 degrees to one side.  Everything in the 

wardroom slid down to the offside, and the captain had to change course and start steering 

directly into the waves to keep the ship from capsizing.  It was that severe storm, a winter 

storm off the Aleutian Islands.  Anyway, after two weeks at sea, we arrived in Yokohama 

Harbor.  This is something I mentioned to you before, Amy.  The fact that no one thinks of 

Japan as being two weeks away any longer, but it was.  In those days, it was that far away.  It 

was a distant place.  It took two weeks to get there.  There weren't any air... there wasn't air 
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travel.  And so, up the deck, up the long inlet to the Yokohama Harbor, and I was dying to see 

my father and...   

Q:   Go ahead.  I just wanted to find out where your father was?  All your mother told you, you 

were going to Seattle and then you were going to Japan?  But your father was not on that ship.  

Where was your father?   

JW:  Well, I knew that he was in Japan. 

Q:   Okay. 

JW:  I had known when I arrived in California, my mother told me that he had gone to the 

Philippines.  And he was still a first lieutenant at that time.  And he had been drafted into some 

kind of cataloging of documents work in the Philippines.  I think in part of Manila, but I'm not 

sure exactly what the location of the Philippines was.  But at some point, when he was in the 

Philippines, an Army lieutenant general, and I don't know his name, realized, “Hey, I've got a 

PhD history professor sitting here doing mundane sorting of documents.”  And that, 

incidentally, is when my father acquired the document that I sent to you, I gave to you, the 

proclamation for the Occupation of Japan.  He put it into a secret cane and took it away.  And 

so, this fellow said, “We've got someone here who has qualifications far beyond that of being a 

documents orderer and a first lieutenant.”  And they took him up to Japan in September of 

1945. I knew all that.  I knew that he had gone from the Philippines to Japan and that he had 

gone to work as a member of General MacArthur's staff.  That's about all I knew about it at that 

time. 
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Q:   When you were in the processing center that the Army ran in Seattle, did they tell you 

about Japan?  What you could eat or how you were supposed to approach the Japanese or 

interact with them? 

JW:  Nothing. I don't remember any instruction of that sort.  All I remember is life aboard ship -- 

Army life, of the Army rules of the escape, the lifeboat escape rules, and fire prevention, and all 

that kind of thing.  Very mundane stuff.   

Q:  So you were among the first families to arrive in Occupied Japan? 

JW:  Not really.   

Q:  Not really?   

JW:  This was in the winter. 

Q:  In the winter? 

JW:  ...of 1946.   

Q:  Yes. 

JW:   And we arrived in Yokohama Harbor, I think it would have been December. 

Q:  Of ‘46? 

JW:  ....of 1946.  And going back... I'll get to... when I get to my school business, I can give you a 

view of that.  But going back to the arrival, I think that's significant, too, because here was this 

long light tan-colored pier sticking out, which was covered.  And the people waiting there for 

the ship to go alongside and dock.  I kept searching and searching for a view of my father and 

didn't see him.  I was very disappointed.  And, finally, as we got off the ship, I realized that he 

wasn't there, that Helen Loeb had been sent to meet us.  And that gets into another part of the 

scenario.  Helen Loeb, L-O-E-B, her father was a Jewish tailor in Chicago.  We had been close 
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friends in River Falls, where she was a professor at the Riverfalls State Teachers College.  She 

lived three houses down from where we lived on Oklahoma Avenue.  And her brother Marvin 

and I were close buddies.  We would go off into... up to Lake Namakagon in the summer of 

fishing and swimming.  And I went down to Chicago and stayed at his father's house in the 

southern tailor section of Chicago.  The father was a tailor.  And she was a close friend.  And she 

had become a captain in the Army.  And, of course, after we got there, I learned what had 

happened about Helen.  My father got into this distinguished position.  He was... first he was 

made a captain in the Army.  And he was mustered out of the captain.  And then he was 

immediately made a GS-14, his civilian rank, and became the head of the Political and 

Parliamentary Division of Government Section.  And he had a nominal superior over him, the 

head of Government Section, who I used to remember his name, but don’t any longer.  But as 

my father describes in all of his notes that I've just been going through, he actually reported to 

General Whitney.  And I went to his office enough times, so that I knew that you went out one 

door to his office and right down the hall was General Whitney's office.  And right beyond that 

was General MacArthur's office, which I knew was there.  I never went into it.  But, going back 

to Helen Loeb.  After my father got this position as a GS-14, head of the Political and 

Parliamentary Division of Government Section, he used his influence, which he suddenly had, 

and he had my brother Joe Brewer running Army Personnel back in Washington, D.C.  And he 

used his influence to have her transferred out of the Army and become his subordinate in 

Tokyo.  And, actually, I don't think he could have gotten along without her.  They were close 

friends.  I always felt she was in love with him.  I don't think there was anything going on 

between them, but I was aware of the fact that she was devoted to him.  She was a 30-ish 
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spinster, spinster.  She was in her 30s, not too far into her 30s.  She was very attractive.  And I 

think I've mentioned to you before that in my father's work, his memo concerning what had 

happened the day before in the Japanese Diet, had to be on MacArthur's desk at eight o'clock 

in the morning.  Everyone came to work around seven o'clock. It was an Army rule doing a 12-

hour day.  And MacArthur wouldn't make a move without my father's document, his memo.  

And on the way home from work at night... Helen moved into our house in Shibuya-ku.  And I 

had had the best bedroom in the upstairs, but I was moved out of the best bedroom at the end 

of the hall and she was moved into it.  And she was kind of like a big sister to me personally, to 

me and my brother Nick.  When I would go to the PX and buy a suit or something, she would 

hand tailor it to fit.  And on the way home every night, my father was a big drinker, Dad and 

Helen would spend some time getting home, stopping at bars along the way, drinking and 

discussing what had happened and then the memo would be finished, the crucial memo.  And 

my own feeling, even at that time, was that without Helen's administrative ability as a writer, as 

an organizer, and so on, which Dad didn't have, he was not administratively swift, I don't think 

he could have handled the job without Helen's assistance.  It was crucial. [Lalughter] 

Q:  That's fascinating.  And that's new information.  So she met you, your family in Yokohama. 

You said you didn't go back and tell us about seeing Yokohama for the first time in this winter 

period.  What were your feelings?  What did you see? 

JW:   We got out of the pier area, the long building, which was perfectly intact, which the ship 

was alongside of it.  It was a long, long ship.  It comes to 600 feet long.  And Helen took us to 

this Chevrolet, a dark brown Chevrolet army vehicle with a Japanese driver.  And we got in and 

we drove out of the pier area, which was undamaged. I think on purpose; the Air Corps had 
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deliberately avoided destroying the port.  And I was appalled.  I was shocked. I had followed the 

war, but I had never, as a boy, really realized what it meant to have every building as far as the 

eye could see gone, nothing but a pile of rubble.  To have the driver ever so artfully and 

carefully drive this Chevrolet vehicle down into craters and up the other side to get up the road 

from Yokohama to Tokyo.  To see nothing standing for what had been the industrial area of 

Japan, the Yokohama-Tokyo corridor.  Nothing but chimneys.  There were chimneys standing, 

but everything else was piles of brick and rubble as far as the eye could see on both sides.  So it 

was... it was a shock.  And then coming into Tokyo was a shock, too.  They'd used napalm 

bombs in Tokyo, and all the little paper and light wood houses had been burned out.  They very 

carefully did the bombing right up to the edge of the white walls of the American Embassy, 

which was apparently carefully preserved to become General MacArthur's home and which it 

became.  It was perfectly intact.  The bombing had been very precise, but as I mentioned to you 

before, I became aware of the fact as a boy that precisely the same thing had been done to 

Tokyo and Yokohama, as had been done to Hiroshima and Nagasaki.  It had been obliterated.  

There were sections where the B-29 bombers had napalmed swathes miles and miles long, no 

houses of any kind standing.  My Russian friend lived in a brick house, Jack Shapiro.  His father 

was a Russian Jewish cello player, and they had fled first to China and then onward to Japan.  

And they lived in a brick house, so their house that I visited frequently, and the mother, his 

mother, and brother, and the father.  The father was a very old guy, who did nothing but play 

the cello.  Their brick house was intact, but on every side, nothing for miles and miles.  All the 

little rice and bamboo homes were gone.  So this was an aspect of arriving that made a deep 

impression on me as a boy.  The terrifying aspect of what we had done to Japan. 
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Q:   You mentioned that you were in a house in, did you say Shibuya? 

JW:  Shibuya-ku. 

Q:  And would you like to tell us a little bit about that house? 

JW:  Yes. 

Q:   About your living arrangements, the living style? 

JW:   I certainly would.  When we first arrived, we were immediately driven... well, we visited 

my father who was suffering in his bed at the DaiichI Hotel.  He was in a bed at the DaiichI 

Hotel, which was quite near the Daiichi Building, where he worked.  He had gotten lacquer 

poisoning from eating too many meals in the home of his friends, the Tomaras.  And so he was 

unable to go to Yokohama to meet us.  Helen had to meet us. [Laughter] And we were... we 

kind of shook hands with this guy sitting... lying in bed, unable to get up even to say hello.  It 

was quite a disappointment for me personally, as a boy.  I'd been so looking forward to seeing 

my father again after all these years.  And we were then immediately trundled into a car and off 

to Lake Kawaguchi, which was some 30 or 40 miles inland near... at the base of Mount 

Fujiyama.  Actually, that’s a double play, Fujiyama.  And, a fantastic place, a beautiful hotel with 

all windows on the side of every room looking directly up at the white slopes of Fujiyama.  It 

had been a German army officer's quarters.  German army officers had been billeted there.  The 

basement was filled with the very best French wine, both white and red.  I had never even seen 

a bottle of wine before, but it was served at every meal, except breakfast.  And so, I learned to 

drink wine as a boy at the Fujiyama Hotel.  I took many of my... there were lots of other people 

my age there.  And I took them on hikes around Lake Kawaguchi.  And we were able to walk 

through all these Japanese villages without any fear of any kind.  When the Emperor had said, 
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“We will do no harm to any American.  The war is over.  You will all, in effect, stand down.”  

There wasn't any fear or violence of any kind amongst... We felt free as children, as youths, to 

walk amongst the Japanese without any concern.  That was significant.  And they weren't... they 

weren't friendly, but there was a language barrier.  I didn't know any Japanese at that time.  

And I took a hike up the slopes of Mount Fujiyama.  And quite late in the afternoon, I got far up 

in the deep snow, walking up to my hips in deep snow.  And I suddenly realized, it's about to 

get... night is coming, I'm going to have to make my way down again.  And I did; made it back to 

the hotel.  But then concerning our residents, I became good friends with an army captain, 

whose daughter was my colleague.  A captain named Duom, D-U-O-M.  He was an MP, and he 

wore a helmet, and he was impressive to me, because he had this big 45 on one hip.  And he 

had a nickel-plated 32 revolver in his jacket.  And he was a big strong fellow.  And I would 

occasionally drive into Tokyo with him.  And at one point, I took my own initiative, went off to 

Shibuya-ku, and found the home of Mr. Nagano, the lawyer, where we were going to be 

housed.  And I knew it was under revision to make it Americanized in terms of toilet facilities 

and everything else.  And I, in pidgin Japanese, I interviewed the construction foreman and I 

realized he was stalling, that he wasn't doing anything.  And I assumed that Mr. Nagano had 

paid him off to slow things down.  He didn't want his family to be moved out of their lovely 

home.  So I got... went back to Lake Kawaguchi, and when my father came up for the weekend, 

I said to him, “Dad, you had better go by Shibuya-ku and give that fellow a bottle of whiskey.  

You had better pay him off in language he understands.”  And whiskey or cigarettes were the 

common thing you paid for everything with in that era.  And he did, and shortly after that, we 

were told the house is being completed.  We were about to move into Shibuya-ku. We were 
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then moved to the Riverview Hotel, as I mentioned before, which was down in the heart of 

Tokyo on that important river that runs through the middle of Tokyo.  I can't remember the 

name of it.   

Q:  Sumida?  Sumida? 

JW:  I think that was it, yes. Right down in the middle of downtown Tokyo on the east side, 

there was a significant bridge that crossed that river.  And this Riverview Hotel was right next to 

that significant bridge.  I used to know the names of all these places.  And so, I was there for a 

period of a week or two in the Riverview Hotel.  And I took pains... our car had been delivered, 

and I took pains to go out to Japanese garages and have it washed, have the oil changed, and so 

on and so on, and used pigeon sign language to communicate with the Japanese, and paid them 

off with cigarettes. Everything was, again had no value.  The script had no value.  You had to 

have cigarettes in order to buy anything. 

Q:   That's very interesting.  You were not aware that there was a ban against doing that sort of 

thing?  Americans were not supposed to give cigarettes or whiskey, but you did anyway? 

JW:   It was the only way to do business.  You did it anyway. Right, of course. [Laughter] 

Anyway, I told my story the other day, but I should mention this to you because it's part of 

everything.  And I have Hiroshi's last note to my parents that I found in my brother's belongings. 

I'll pass that on.  Hiroshi Matsuo, this razor-thin young man, was standing working the elevator.  

This was before all elevator controls were automatic.  And he suddenly turned to my mother, 

who was wearing -- she always wore a scarf over her head.  He said to her, “Mrs. Williams,” in 

garbled English, he said, “My name is Hiroshi Matsuo.  My father is an important doctor who 

lives in Shibuya-ku very near the house that I know you're going to move into.”  He says, “I'm a 
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graduate of Keio University.  I'm a…”  He made the case that he was an honest, distinguished 

person with an important father.  And he said,  “I need to become your house boy, so I can live 

near my father, but work for you.”  And you could tell from looking at him, that he was 

practically starving.  And my mother looked at him, and she said, “You've got a job,” or words to 

that effect.  She said, “I'll call the Army and I'll arrange it.”  And she knew exactly whom to call. 

And she called that person in charge of hiring Japanese persons for homes and so on, a captain, 

and got him to do it.  And so then we moved out to Shibuya-ku.  And I have a note from my 

father's translator, a guy named Shima.  And Shima's note gives the exact address -- and maybe 

I should get that right now, if you'd be interested -- in Shibuya-ku and give you that note.  Oh, 

my wife moved everything.  Oh, here it is, yes.  This is Hiroshi's last note to my parents.  I'll pass 

that on later.  Shima's note.  It's Hiroshi's note.  It gives the precise address of the home in 

Shibuya-ku.  So that’s for the record. [Laughter] 

Q:  “Today I passed by Nagano’s house and the door plate reads, Iwao Nagano.  Their address is 

number 9-10 Hachiyama-cho, Shibuya. Hiroshi. Best wishes for a Merry Christmas and a Happy 

New Year to your parents.” 

JW:  The other note, since I've got it out I might as well pass it on, from Shima.  I never met him, 

but he was my father's translator.  He was a very important guy.  And I knew about him, but I 

never met him.  I hate to say it, but my father was not a remarkable linguist, even though he 

had spent a year studying Japanese under Japanese teachers at Yale University.  He really never 

could speak much Japanese.  After I had gone through the high school training at the Tokyo 

American School, I could speak more Japanese than he could. [Laughter]  And I got to be pretty 

good at it.  But my father was totally dependent upon Shima.  Shima went everywhere with him 
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-- all his interviews with Japanese cabinet officers and Diet members was via this guy.  And I had 

not known it, but in 1990, Shima had visited them down in Florida with his wife, Mr. and Mrs. 

Seiji Shima.  I can't read the name, but... and it's not a name I'm familiar with. 

Q:  Seiji? 

JW:  Seiji. Anyway, I passed that on because, for the record, Shima was a very important guy in 

my father's ability to do everything, as was Mrs...Miss Loeb.  Former Captain Loeb.  They were 

an important part of his team, of his being able to do anything.  [Laughter]  

Q:  Could you tell us more about the work that the house boy did?  And were there other 

servants?  Did you have a very nice lifestyle in the requisitioned house? 

JW:   We moved directly into the house.  And my brother and I slept upstairs.  And we came 

down for breakfast for the first time and here were these two giggling Japanese women 

confronting us;  neither could speak a word of English.  The older one in her thirties was named 

Mie-san.  We called her Mie-san, the honorific.  And the younger one, a very nice looking young 

woman named Sadako.  And I tried to say something to them in English and, of course, they just 

giggled. [Laughter] So I took out my Army phrase book, which had Japanese phrases of every 

kind for soldiers to use written in phonetic English, and I found bacon and eggs.  And I said to 

Mie-san, I said, “Bacon and eggs.  Fix bacon and eggs.”  So Nick and I went into the dining room, 

which was immediately adjacent to the kitchen and had a sliding door between the two.  And I 

heard all this giggling back in the kitchen.  And, finally, after a while I decided I better go in 

there and find out what's happening.  And I went in, and here were these two women, they had 

a big pot of grease on the stove and they put all the bacon and eggs into it and were stirring it 

round and round on this grease. [Laughter] So I said, “No, Mie, no.”  So I taught her how to 
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make bacon and eggs.  I did it in a frying pan and so forth.  And showed her.  I said to her in 

English, “Mie, this is the way you do it, you know.  Tomorrow morning, this is...” I couldn't 

speak any Japanese at that time.  And, so, shortly after that, I think our... my... our entry into 

the Tokyo American School is the next big event that is important.  And I've got my yearbook.  

And it's important.  I realize now that I was amongst a group of very, very distinguished 

colleagues.  They were the daughters and sons of admirals, generals.  One, who was a 

particularly good friend of mine named Corky Brines.  Her father was the distinguished 

newspaper reporter of the time.  He was a war correspondent named Brines.  I've forgotten 

whether it was the Associated Press or the New York Times, but he was from one of the big 

news organizations.  And she was one of my colleagues.  And the important thing was they had 

been there for a long time because they were higher ranking.  Their fathers were higher 

ranking, so they had been trundled over there in September or October of the previous year.  

And they had, in effect, started their school year at the Tokyo American School.  And this is the 

way I looked at that time.  [Laughter]  And you'll see they wrote lots of nice things about me.  I 

have to mention this, my ego was involved.  They wrote that I was the most dateable, the best 

dancer, the most popular, or lots of commendations along that line.   

Q:  That's a very precious yearbook.   

JW :  And then they wrote about me that the key characteristic that described me was, “Sir, I 

would rather be right than president,” Henry Clay's statement from the 1850s.  And, of course, 

that's characterized my own life.   

Q:  So, that yearbook is 1947?   

JW:  1947, right.  And I'll pass that on as part of my contribution.   
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Q:  That is just a wonderful, wonderful gift.   

JW:  It's a fascinating thing. Many of my colleagues wrote lovely notes to me.  It's just a… it's a... 

I love to go through it.  It's a fascinating thing.  It's got wonderful pictures of the way Tokyo 

looked at that time.  It's a page-by-page study, as indicated.   

Q:  Truly, truly grateful for that.   

JW:  Well, it's the kind of thing I hate to part with.  But on the other hand, approaching 86 years 

of age, none of my offspring are going to want that.  I've got five children, but they're not going 

to want that.  It's something that's dear only to me. 

Q:   And now to us, dear to us, too.   

JW:  But you can... you can get a glimpse of my colleagues there, including my friend Jack 

Shapiro.  He's in there.  Corky Brines and so forth.  It gives you a feeling of the way things were 

at that time. 

Q:   Was the American School located in Grant Heights or one of those enclaves?  

JW:  Meguro-ku.   

Q:  Meguro.  It was not in an American enclave?   

JW:  Oh, no, it was in a school that the Army had taken over, and it was due west of Shibuya-ku.  

I used to have a good map of this area, but I no longer have it.  But I'm... you're probably 

familiar with that, Dr. Tatsumi.  Shibuya-ku, Meguro-ku.  Do I have it right?  Meguro-ku is just 

west of Shibuya-ku.   

Tatsumi:  So yeah, it's no problem.  We'll be able to find... So you’re good.  It’s no problem.    

JW:  Good. I don't have the address of the school.  And it's not in the book.  I've looked through 

the book several times trying to find the... this, the local address, but I can't find it.   
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Q:  It may have moved after that.  If it's the American School... is that the same... you 

mentioned, Tokyo American School?  

JW:  It was called the Tokyo American School.   

Q:  Is that different from what became the American School?  Because there was such a school 

in 1947, late, I think.  So your school might have moved. It’s something to check into. 

JW:  I just don’t know.  I left there in 1948 and I didn't follow what happened afterwards.  

Q:  Could you... you mentioned how wonderful your teachers were in various other schools, 

some better than others.  How about the teaching in the American School?  Were they all... 

were there women teachers?  Men teachers?  They were all Americans, no Japanese? 

JW:  The... but for the Japanese teacher, who taught the Japanese language.  He was good.  He 

was a good teacher.  And we were required to take Japanese.  And I actually learned a lot of it.  

I learned enough so that at that time I could go anywhere and communicate almost anything 

day-to-day -- order a beer, call for a taxi, give directions, et cetera, et cetera.  Daily life.  I could 

speak and I was understood, because the Japanese teacher made us pronounce everything over 

and over again.  And I could communicate with the housemaids in the house.  The house was 

filled with servants.  And it was a... it was a good school in the sense that the teachers were all 

nice people.  But some of them were in the Army.  Some of them were the wives of Army 

officers.  They were not distinguished.  They were good; they were nice people.  And they 

conducted decent classes, but my memory of that... those months in the Tokyo American 

School... the main thing I did was play softball.  And I became very good at it.  I had not been 

good at it before, but my education at the Tokyo American School, I got so I could strike home 

runs and make it around the bases and so on.  There's a big yard, and I think the yard is shown 
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in here.  And while we're looking at these books, I'll pass on my brother’s from 1949.  This is his 

version of the same thing.  And some of... and I've looked, I just scanned through this quickly, 

but some of the views of Tokyo at that time are better than in this one.  And, of course, it has 

his classmates who were two years younger than I.  But I'll pass that one on, too, for whatever 

it's worth.  [Laughter] 

Q:   While you were going to the American School, did you have any opportunities to interact 

with Japanese boys your own age or Japanese kids, play with them? No sports? 

JW:   Not really.  

Q:  Not really?   

JW:  No.  

Q:  So you were using your Japanese mainly at home?  And for some of your... or did you bike 

around Tokyo or walk around? 

JW:   Not really.  I had a Jeep and I drove around in the Jeep that my father had presented to 

me.  It was a World War II Jeep, and I did a lot of touring around in the Jeep. 

Q:   Did you tour outside of Tokyo? 

JW:   Yes, I would take one of my girlfriends for picnics up in the mountains and so on and so 

on.  And I did lots of touring, you know, out in the countryside, which is beautiful.  And I never 

felt the slightest feeling of danger going amongst Japanese people.  It was just... they were 

following the Emperor's instructions.  And they just stood down from the whole antagonism of 

the war.  A remarkable feat. 

Q:   Were they curious about you or try to talk to you or take your photo? 
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JW:   Not really.  I...they didn't pay much attention to us.  They kind of tried to pretend we 

weren't there. [Laughter] 

Q:   That's interesting.  While you were there, what about GIs?  Did you have any observations 

of the GIs walking around in Japan or at their bases? 

JW:   I didn't have much, but they were there.  The soldiers were everywhere.  And you would 

talk to them on the street.  You would see them.  They were nice guys.  I should tell my story 

about VE Day, May the 9th 1947, because it was one of my two direct encounters with General 

MacArthur as a boy.  There was to be a big VE Day parade on the Imperial Plaza directly in front 

of the Daiichi Building and directly across the moat from the Imperial Plaza.  It was on the 

Imperial Plaza.  And I went down and took a place where I was directly underneath, to my right 

front, of the reviewing stand, bleachers that were erected, where the top generals were going 

to stand for the review.  Directly in front of me was the sergeant major commanding the whole 

thing.  And directly across the plaza were the troops.  And I knew that troops from the 

victorious countries of Victory in Europe were there.  There was a Russian contingent wearing 

light tan uniforms, red colors, red caps with red circles around them. I had encountered 

Russians on the buses occasionally.  They were all smoking cigarettes that were about five 

inches long.  And they wouldn't, they couldn't speak anything, but Russian.  They couldn't speak 

Japanese.  They couldn't speak English.  You tried to talk to them and nothing.  The other big 

contingent in Tokyo was the First Cavalry.  Standard army uniform at the time was a big yellow 

patch on the shoulder, bright yellow, with a big solid bar across the patch, and above it, the 

head of a horse.  And as my colleagues from the Royal Scots said to me, and when I was in 

Korea, they said, “They're riding the horse they never rode, and they're wearing the line they 
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never held.” [Laughter] From the times when the Chinese assault came, the First Cavalry had 

bugged out.  Anyway, they were the big units in Tokyo.  Regiment, I believe, was still there.  And 

might... it had been a division. It is a division, but I think only a regiment was billeted in 

downtown Tokyo.  And they provided the garrison for anything requiring troops.  And then 

there was a contingent of French men, French sailors with sabers, beards.  And there was a 

contingent of the Royal Scots; the Scottish infantry wearing their kilts, wearing their sashes, 

wearing their little tams and so on, and their bagpipes.  Anyway, I kept looking at my watch.  I 

knew the parade was supposed to start at ten o'clock.  And five minutes of ten came, and there 

was no commander up on the bleachers waiting for the parade, to take the parade.  And I 

thought, my god, is General MacArthur going to be absent from this?  Is he going to miss the 

important event?  And, suddenly, I turned around and I looked back down to that main street, 

which is right in front of the Daiichi Building, and the big black Cadillac pulled up and turned the 

corner.  And the Cadillac came up right alongside where I was standing.  The white-helmeted 

guards opened the doors, General MacArthur got up, strolled onto the reviewing stand.  And I 

was looking right up at him.  The instant he reached the top of the reviewing stand, the 

sergeant major dropped his baton.  The bands started playing and the troops stepped off.  It 

was a fantastic event, to watch them march by. 

Q:   Were there many Japanese in the crowd or mostly Japanese?  

JW:  I don't recall any Japanese.   

Q:  Oh, really? 

JW:  It was an event where the European community was there.   

Q:  Ah, ha.  
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JW:  And there was a big European community -- Russians,  French, British, the victors of World 

War II.  

Q:  India? Gherkins? 

JW:  But I specifically don't remember the Japanese.  There were lots of soldiers.  And, of 

course, the first cavalry took the parade for the Americans, and the Royal Scots for the British, 

and the French Navy with their sabers drawn, and the Russians.  It was... the Russians were 

doing something of a step, somewhat like a German goose step, wearing black boots.  It was 

quite an event.  So I remember that.  If you want to, I'll tell my other little story about 

MacArthur.   

Q:  Please do. 

JW:  I frequently went down to pick up my father at the end of his day of work. I drove from 

Shibuya-ku.  Drove our own car down there.  Went up into the Daiichi Building.  And I went into 

the Daiichi Building.  And this one night, it was about seven o'clock in the evening when they 

finished work.  And I was standing in front of the elevator door, waiting for my father to come 

down.  And, all of a sudden, the door opened and standing directly in front of me was General 

MacArthur and General Whitney.  And each had their caps off.  They were gentlemen; they 

took their caps off in the elevator. [Laughter] I looked up at General MacArthur.  I suddenly 

realized how old he was.  I think he was about 65 at that time, but he looked very old.  His 

hair... his head was completely bald.  And I could see that he dyed his hair dark brown and took 

the part on the side and lapped it over the top to make it look like he wasn't bald, but I could 

see that he was totally bald.  And I could see how old he was. I think he was Annapolis 19..., 

West Point 1903, something like that.  Way, way back, he'd been a brigadier general at the end 
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of World War I.  And so, these two generals look down their nose at this little kid standing 

there, as if to say, what's that snotty-nosed kid doing in front of our elevator?  I was wearing my 

yellow hunting shirt, my Levi trousers.  And they both very ostentatiously put their caps on and 

marched past me, you know, looking down their noses like that.  And then they were 

immediately met by the white-helmeted guard.  These fellows, and I had talked with a number 

of them, young men in their 20s, Army soldiers. They had to be six feet tall and they had to 

weigh 200 pounds.  And there weren't very many youth in that era that were that big.  But all of 

them were that big in MacArthur's guard.  They'd been chosen from all over the world, based 

on their size.  Of course, they snapped to attention.  And standing on either side of them were 

the hordes of Japanese people who always came to see the great general march to his car, 

taking pictures.  They... he was a figure of adulation amongst the Japanese.  And they were 

always admiring Japanese people there.  He was the quasi-emperor of the day.  He had, in very 

real terms, he had taken the Emperor's place.  And then he would march to his car, the door 

would be opened, he would get in, soldiers would all salute, and so forth.  And off he would go. 

Q:   Now that you mentioned him, I wonder, were you aware at the time of Mrs. MacArthur?  

Mrs. MacArthur and her rounds and Arthur MacArthur? 

JW:   Yes, not by any direct experience or view, but I was aware of the fact that they lived in this 

huge white ex-ambassador’s residence on the top of a hill, not far from the Daiichi Building, 

slightly to the west in Tokyo.  I was very aware of the fact that they had a son -- I think his name 

was Arthur MacArthur, after the grandfather, the great grandfather of the Philippines War.  

And he was kept totally isolated.  We all knew that he had a British tutor, a governess.  And she 

taught him everything he was supposed to learn, privately.  He was not allowed to go out of the 
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house.  He was never allowed to associate with other kids our age.  We knew he was there, but 

he was kept in total isolation.  And Mrs. MacArthur, she entertained wise, and I think my 

mother may have been invited for tea at one time or another.  But my mother was not quite in 

that category of being the upper, upper.  And we knew that they kept this boy in a very 

segregated character.  And later, I was not surprised when I learned via the grapevine that he 

hated his father for keeping him a prisoner.  The thrust of MacArthur's training was, this fellow 

is going to go to West Point, the same way I did.  And he's going to come out at the top of his 

class, the same way I did.  And all of his school, all of his training was designed to make him the 

perfect West Point cadet via a British governess.  And when they got to New York after 

MacArthur had been relieved of command, this young fellow revolted against his father, left 

home, and changed his name to something else.  I've forgotten what it was.  But the word 

“command” reminds me of something else that I meant to mention in conjunction with the big 

parade.  Everyone tends to forget that MacArthur was not just the person who governed the 

Diet and the Emperor and the Japanese, he was the SCAP, Supreme Commander of the Allied 

Powers, and he exercised his role over them all.  And most of that was done with his deputy, 

General Alonzo Fox, the father of the distinguished young woman that I played cards with.  She, 

incidentally, while I was there, became good friends with an army captain named Alexander 

Haig.   

Q:  Oh, yes. [Laughter] 

JW:  She became Mrs. Secretary of State during my lifetime.  And they retired -- that was during 

the Reagan administration -- they retired to Palm Beach, Florida.  I'm not in communication 

with them.  I'm not in their league at all, but I followed her brother.  Her little brother was a 
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colleague of my brother’s.  You'll see him in there.  His name was Fox, Gene Fox. He's in there, I 

think.  He's in that one.  He may be in this one, too.  But he became a senior officer in the Army, 

I think.  A colonel, I think a colonel, I think he became a full colonel in the Army.  Anyway, 

MacArthur fulfilled his role as Supreme Commander of the Allied Powers, and I meant to 

mention that.  That was another important part of his everything at that time. 

Q:  Could you...you mentioned your father, and I have another maybe one or two questions 

about that.  But your mother, what do you remember about your mother's routine?  The 

household, how it was managed?  The things that she was doing? 

JW:  Well, she managed the household very efficiently.  She was... she had grown up in 

Arkansas, the daughter of a Methodist minister.  And in the Arkansas of her era, the pre-1930s, 

the 1920s and earlier, they had had black servants.  And she was used to having servants from 

her experience as a minister's daughter in old Arkansas.  And she handled them very well.  That 

was my impression.  That she wasn't friendly with them, but she was on good terms with them 

all, and they understood her.  And Hiroshi Matsuo, he was the house boy, and he and my 

brother became very close friends.  My brother... Hiroshi was constantly studying Japanese... I 

mean, constantly studying English.  And my brother started tutoring him in English, teaching 

him correct pronunciation, teaching him all the nuances of the English language.  And as I 

mentioned before, he became so fluent, this served him well throughout his life.  He became a 

very important guy and and very wealthy, because he invented a shotgun shell that was 

patented and made him lots of money.  And he was head of the Japanese skeet team that 

visited the Olympics at Atlanta in 1996, I think it was. 

Q:   Fascinating.   
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JW:  He visited my mother's grave at that time in the back of the 1990s.  I escorted him from 

the airport, and he stayed at our house -- at my dad's then condo, now my condo -- and he 

bought flowers and insisted on taking them out to the graveyard some miles away, putting 

them on my mother's grave. 

Q:   Did your mother ever get involved with other wives in things like tea ceremony or flower 

arrangement, any of those activities? 

JW:   I think she did.  I think she had a circle of other wives that she associated with, but I'm not 

terribly familiar with that.   

Q:  A boy's life in Japan. [Laughter] 

Q:  Right.  

Q:  I don't mean to tire you out too much.  I just... I do have a few more questions.   

JW:  Certainly. 

Q:  Did your father, especially your mother, too, discuss their experiences, daily experiences at 

home?  You've given us some clues about that with Helen Loeb.  Did your father comment on 

the purpose... what was your understanding of the purpose of the Occupation?  Did he mention 

the Constitution, war crimes, any other reforms?  Or were you learning about that on your own, 

maybe in school? 

JW:   The best I can give you on that subject is the incredible document that I unearthed in 

memory of General MacArthur.  And this was written in my father's later years.  That's my 

brother's handwriting, ‘09 or ‘07.  And that's... couldn't possibly be when my father wrote it, 

because he died in ‘02.  But I saw this for the first time when we went through my brother's 

documents the other day.  This is a fantastic document and it tells... I told you about the 



 

Marlene J. Mayo Oral Histories | Gordon W. Prange Collection | University of Maryland Libraries   35 

incident when my father said... just a minute... when everyone in the, this big meeting, a very 

top official very early in the Occupation was presented with the Japanese law that MacArthur 

was supposed to sign.  And the vast preponderance of these very senior guys said, no, 

MacArthur cannot sign that.  It isn't our way of doing it.  It's not democratic.  My father made 

the argument that we have to let them do it their way now.  That if we make them change it 

now to do it our way, the minute we leave, it will disappear and they'll go back to doing it their 

way.  Whereas, if we let them do it their way and make minor suggestions around the fringes, 

we'll have something that will last after we're gone.  Well, that's the way I heard it from my 

father.  However, in here, he goes into it chapter and verse in terms of what law we were 

talking about, exactly who was for it, who was against it, and what the ramifications would have 

been had it not... had MacArthur not OKed it.  And his basic... the basic thrust of his writing is it 

was a remarkable thing on MacArthur's part to have the bigness, the magnanimity, to defy his 

entire staff and say, I'm going to okay this Japanese law anyway, that we have to do it 

Williams's way, which is what he said when he came down the next morning.  We're going to do 

it Williams's way.  Anyway, in a scholarly way of putting it that is described in this document to 

a fairly well.  And the other thing in this document that is just absolutely remarkable is the fact 

that my mother and father, as I mentioned before, were down in Fukuoka on a vacation when 

dad got the word that MacArthur had been relieved.  He immediately flew back to Tokyo.  And 

the ending part of this document describes how he went into the building and General 

Whitney, his immediate boss, immediately latched on to him and instructed him to escort 

MacArthur down the runway the next morning at Haneda Airfield.  And then my father's tribute 

to MacArthur -- the way he conducted himself upon being relieved, the way, in effect, just said, 
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yes, sir, like that, and immediately left.  That he... My father considered that to be remarkable 

and a mark of tribute to MacArthur.  So, I'll pass on this document.  It's a... it's a fantastic piece.  

If I were an historian, I would never let it go. [Laughter]  

Q:  Thank you, again.  You know, you mentioned how much he admired MacArthur and the way 

he conducted himself, do you remember your father ever mentioning, because he admired this 

person very much, Charles Kades?   

JW:  I knew that they were good friends.  I knew that he had been associated with him for a 

long time.  I'm not sure, but I think Kades may have been in his class at Yale.  I'm not sure of 

that though.  There were a number of senior Army officers in the Yale class.  It was a class of 

some 30 people.  And...but they had been friends for a long time, and I'm not sure how or 

when.  And I didn't personally know him.  I'm sure I must have met him, but I don't remember 

him. 

Q:   Do you remember any other women, other than Helen Loeb?  I noticed in the photo album, 

I didn't find any photos of women colleagues. I'll go back through again.  There were other 

sections.  For example, Kades was very friendly with a young woman named Beata Sirota, Beata 

Sirota who wrote the equal rights amendment in the draft of the Constitution of 1947.  

JW:  I don’t specifically remember her. 

Q:   Oh, you don’t remember.  A question about the GIs again.  In your walking about in 

neighborhoods in Tokyo, did you, or around the moat, did you notice GIs with Japanese girls?  I 

mean, were you yourself subject, were you aware of fraternization rules, that you were not to 

go into Japanese houses... [Laughter]  
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JW:  I was an active high school student and I did a little fraternizing. I don’t want to go into 

detail, but my Japanese was good enough and I did a little fraternizing.  [Laughter] 

Q:  But you say the GIs, as far as you could see, were well behaved. 

JW:   Absolutely.  I can remember only one instance of any untoward behavior by a Japanese 

person.  I think it was when we were up at Lake Kawaguchi, we were walking through this little 

peasant village.  And there was this guy out in the field working on his crop.  And as we walked 

by, he deliberately urinated toward us.  And that's the only hostile action I ever remember on 

the part of any Japanese.  You could go anywhere safely.  You could.  It was just... it was a 

remarkable thing. 

Q:  Did you eat Japanese food or get interested in Japanese sumo or their variety of baseball?  

Did you see any of those sports -- jiu jitsu or judo?  

JW:  Oh, I knew all that was going on, but I don't specifically remember viewing any of that 

stuff. 

Q:   You didn't have any school trips to the War Crimes Trial? 

JW:  No.   

Q:  You didn't? 

JW:   No.  The school was like an island.  It was little America.  And the mix of students was 

quite interesting.  As I mentioned, many of them were the sons and daughters of very 

distinguished people.  And they had all been through... we had a lot in common, because they 

had all been through the same thing I had been through.  They'd all been trundled around the 

United States during the war, from base to base, and port to port, and so on.  And they had... 

we had that in common.  They were from every part of the United States.  It was a wonderful 
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group of students.  We all got along very well, because we had this common background.  And I 

just remember it as a very remarkable period.  The teachers that I think I mentioned were not 

distinguished in terms of being distinguished instructors, but they were all wonderful people. I 

just remember it as a very nice interlude in life.   

Q:  Well, when you graduated, what happened?  Did you stay in Japan?  

JW:  I went to the graduation ceremony.  My father, mother, and brother attended with me, 

and received the document, the diploma.  And I think it was either the next day or the day after 

the next day that, I mentioned this before, that I went to Yokohama.  I got on the train, went to 

Yokohama, and started nosing around that I wanted to become a sailor, that I wanted a job as a 

sailor.  And I was immediately directed to the Office of the United States Army Transportation 

Command.  And I soon found myself standing... I was wearing my canvas jacket, my Levi's, and 

so on, and I was healthy looking at that time.  I was a strong young boy.  I soon found myself 

standing in front of a glass-eyed army colonel.  When eye was looking directly at you, but it was 

brown.  The other eye was green, and it was looking off there somewhere. It was glass.  And 

he'd obviously been wounded in the war.  So he questioned me for a while.  And he 

immediately said, “I'm signing you on right now as an able-bodied seaman on the Star Reefer.  

Report to the north dock.”  And so, I soon found myself in a lifeboat, a motorized lifeboat.  And 

there was this old captain wearing the nautical cap and the braid and so on.  I later learned that 

his name was Captain Mayne.  And I tried to say something pleasant or cordial to him, and he 

kind of sniffed and looked down his nose and said, you know, “We don't talk to low class like 

you.  You're out of your league.”  Words to that effect.  Anyway, the sailors took me out to the 

north dock.  And I looked up at this gray hull, wartime gray, an all-gray ship.  And I went aboard 
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and reported to the bosun.  And they assigned me to a bunk.  And I had a little clothing and 

baggage with me.  And, as I mentioned before, I soon found myself under the tutelage of a 

wonderful guy from Texas named... I'll think of it in a minute.  Anyway, I was soon started 

training on going up a bosun chair at the top of the mast, on chipping and painting paint on the 

side of the ship, on the mast, on the deck.  All the maintenance work involved in keeping up the 

boat that still had the big World War II life rafts on the bottom.  Everything gray, wartime gray.  

And we soon started changing it from wartime gray to a nice white superstructure -- red decks, 

green overheads.  It soon started looking like a beautiful ship, not wartime, and even the 

lifeboats disappeared.  But that's another story.  That's, you know, that goes into my own 

history.  It was a remarkable year.  And the nice thing about it was when we reached port, I was 

able to take the train up to my home in Tokyo and go in and relax.  Sadako would bring me 

some fruit juice. I didn't do much if any drinking at that time.  And I would be playing the record 

player, enjoying being at home, that kind of thing.   

Q:  That was 1948-49? 

JW:  I went aboard in ‘47.  So it was ‘47, ‘48.  At the end of my tour on the Star Reefer -- I told 

you this story the other day. [Laughter] I’m repeating myself, but this was significant in terms of 

my father.  The ship came into port from my last voyage to Incheon, Korea carrying groceries to 

the 8th Army.  And there was my father.  He came up the gangway as soon as the gangway was 

put down, and he grabbed hold of me and he said, “Jud, pack your bags.  You're going with us 

right now. There's a ship sailing for the United States in four days and you're going to be on it.”  

He had enlisted me in the University of Wisconsin.  He had signed me up as a student at the 

University of Wisconsin.  So, I had been stalling.  I had ended... I had formally ended my period, 
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but I kept staying for yet one more voyage, even though I’d finished my year's term of duty.  Q:  

Q:  These voyages were in and around Japan?  They weren't across the Pacific?  The voyages 

that the ship you worked on, were they around the coast of Japan or across…? 

JW:  This was a small ship, 320 feet long, which was able to get into the locks at Incheon, Korea.  

The groceries would come in on big ships over 600 feet long from Seattle or San Francisco, a 

two-week or three-week voyage away, loaded with refrigerated cargo.  We would go alongside 

the big refrigerator ship, the refrigerated cargo would be lifted off into our holes.  The 

carpenter who did all the deck work would batten down the hatches ever so carefully.  We 

spent several hours securing the hatches.  Then we would sail down around the southern end 

of Japan, up the Yellow Sea to Incheon.  I was a good steersman.  And I was usually the one 

elected to follow the orders of the Korean pilot. Hard right, hard left, steady as you go.  And the 

ship had to go directly into the lock.  And then he would give a hard right and reverse the 

engine and stop the ship in the lock.  Then the water would lift the ship up to the level of the 

interior tidal basin.  The height of the tide at Incheon was 40 feet and, thus, you could only go in 

at high tide.  And this was an interesting story that I knew from my military days about General 

MacArthur.  When the Korean War started and after the holding of the Pusan perimeter, he 

called in the Marine Corps generals and he ordered them to prepare for a landing at Incheon, 

which is very near Seoul, about 30 miles, 20 or 30 miles.  And the generals went off and studied 

it.  And they came back and they said, “I'm sorry, General, but we can't make a landing where 

the height of the tide is 40 feet; where the troops are cut off for the next 12 hours; where 

there'll be no reinforcements of any kind.  This was before helicopters. We can't put troops 

ashore without being able to reinforce them.  And we can't do it in Incheon because of the 
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height of the tide.” General MacArthur looked at them and he said, “Figure out a way to do it 

anyway.”  Just like that.  And they went off and they figured out a way to do it.  And it was a 

sensational, brilliant thing on MacArthur's part.  The Fifth Marines went ashore.  Immediately 

rolled into Seoul.  One of the Marine Corps generals that I had known was the leader of the 

Fifth Marine Regiment and he commanded that landing.  And, anyway, this was an element of 

MacArthur's brilliance.  He had brilliant things and then he had terrible disasters.  The attack 

northward to the Yellow River was... we won't go into all that. 

Q:  Well, I would like before we end to learn a little bit about you're coming back to America 

after those fabulous years in Japan.  And you knew something about being in Wisconsin from 

your early life, but now you're in the University.  And could you just tell us a little bit about 

what you finally majored in and what career it led to.  You graduated from the University of 

Wisconsin?   

JW:  Well, first, it was a two-week voyage to Seattle on another army transport.  And then I 

went back to Pacific Grove, California, took the bus and looked up all my old high school 

friends.  I went to several parties with them.  [Laughter] And then I made my way, I think by bus 

or maybe it was by train, across to Chicago and then onward to Madison.  And one of the first 

things I did was go up to River Falls, Wisconsin northwest to... a little town near St. Paul where 

I'd been raised and looked up all my friends there.  And that was... that was quite an event, to 

see all of them again some seven years later. 

Q:   Did you talk to them about Japan?  Did you tell them much about your experiences in 

Japan? 
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JW:  I don't remember doing so.  I don't think they were terribly interested.  [Laughter] They 

were... it was just something completely beyond their frame of reference.  But my...one of my 

best friends was a guy named Tommy Lowe.  And I was walking down this little main street of 

River Falls and I saw this mustachioed-looking guy walking along.  And, all of a sudden, I realized 

that's Tommy Lowe!  And we went into the bar next door and had a couple beers together.  

And then I looked up another of my friends who'd been, who took over my Boy Scout patrol 

after I left, by the Boy Scouts -- it was Cub Scouts, I think, maybe Boy Scouts, no, Boy Scouts -- a 

guy named Kirby Symes.  And I visited with him.  And I'm not sure I specifically looked up any of 

my father's old colleagues.  Many of them had died or had gone, but I looked up my own 

colleagues.  And then I went back to Madison.  And I was initially put up in a dormitory at Truax 

Field, an Army Air Force base just east of Madison.  And I had a lot of good friends there.  And 

then I moved into a dormitory called Bashford Hall.  And I became the president of that 

dormitory, in the course of my stay there, the president of Bashford Hall.  And then I made, I 

think, what I now consider a big mistake in life.  The Korean War had just begun, and this tall, 

dashing Navy officer was walking down the street, and he looked at me and he said, “I need to 

recruit you.” or words to that effect.  And he recruited me into the Naval ROTC.  So, I became 

an NROTC student.  And thus matriculated as a lieutenant in the Marine Corps at the end of 

four years.  Went right to Quantico, Virginia.  Went through boot, not the boot camp, but the 

basic school, which was the equivalent of boot camp.  it was interesting to me to look back on 

it, because I now realize that it was something to have made it through.  A number of my 

colleagues didn't make it.  And if you showed the slightest sign of weakness at any point, you 

were out of the [     ] the next day, not two days later or a week later, the next day, you were 
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gone.  And a number of my initial colleagues were out like that.  They couldn't take the heat, 

the marching in the heat.  They couldn't take the cold, the winter, the walking through ice, icy 

ponds and camping out all night when you were soaked with ice water, on and on in that vein.  

All of the officers were survivors of the retreat to Hong Nam in Korea.  They were lieutenants 

and captains and majors who had fought the way out of central Korea after the Chinese attack, 

back to Hong Nam.  And they were tough.  They were very tough.  And they wanted to be sure, 

knowing what they had been through, that no one got through this basic school who couldn't 

take the same thing that they had been through, the cold or the heat, and so on.  Incidentally, I 

don't know if you've ever been in Korea, but I've been all over the world, except South Africa 

and Central Asia and South America, I've never been anywhere that is as cold in the winter or as 

hot in the summer as Korea.  The heat is just absolutely unbearable.  And the winter cold comes 

down off of the slopes of Siberia, and it's just... it's just awful.  And the poor Koreans sit around 

and smoke opium to try to survive it.  And it's just... it's a horrible thing to go through.  And I've 

been through several Korean winters.  [Laughter] 

Q:   Well, I did wonder what happened to you during college.  And, of course, the Korean War 

did break out in June of 1950.  So, if I could just take you back a little bit, you were in the ROTC 

at Wisconsin.  Did you have a major in addition to that?  And once you got out of the military, 

did you pursue a…?  

JW:  I majored in international affairs and it was an interesting, a good mix of history and 

political science and economics.  And I did well in all of those.  And I somehow got through the 

physics class I was required by the Navy to take.  I somehow got through the advanced 

geometric trigonometry that I was required by the Navy to take.  I was not a brilliant 
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mathematics student, but I got through it.  I got so I could do it.  I could solve the astronomical 

triangle in five minutes using H0211, cosine-haversine formula.  And I minored in Russian, 

Russian minored.  I had become interested in Russian because of my friendship with Jack 

Shapiro back in Tokyo.  And we were then involved in a kind of a beginning of a Cold War with 

Russia.  And from the standpoint of my political science, international view, I thought that's 

going to be the thing to know in the future.  And I was good at it.  I made good grades in 

Russian.  At one time, I could speak quite a lot of Russian.  I can still read the Cyrillic alphabet.  

I've still got my old textbook upstairs.  And every now and then I pull out... pull it out and do a 

lesson and I can still just barely, with great difficulty, do it.  I could not speak much.  Yet every 

now and then, it comes out.  Down in Florida, there are a lot of Ukrainians at Northport, just 

south of where we live in Venice.  And when you have a big job done on your condo, it's likely 

to be Ukrainians doing it.  And I was working with a Ukrainian on finishing up a job in the 

laundry room, and it had gotten to be where I considered it adequate.  And so I told him in 

English that that's fine.  Just let it go, don't try to do anything more.  It looks okay.  And it's 

behind the washing machine.  It doesn't have to be perfect and on and on that way.  I could tell 

he just didn't... he just didn't get it.  So, I suddenly turned to him and I says, “Horosho!” like 

that, which in Russian means okay.  [Laughter]  And he got it.  He immediately... even though he 

was Ukrainian.  They, of course, speak Russian, too.  So when he left, I said, “Dosvedanya.” So 

every now and then, a little bit comes back.  It's about the way my Japanese is today.  If I were 

put down in a Japanese surrounding, within one, two weeks, I would be back navigating 

perfectly, with all of it would come rushing back.  I could do it.  Two weeks on the ground and I 

could do it.  
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Q:   Well, do you mind me asking what career you pursued after the Marines and after the 

international affairs degree?  

JW:  Well, I spent something like 16 years in the Marines.  And I don't want to go into my 

misfortunes in the Marines.  I had what had been a very, very good career.   I had just finished 

all of the work at George Washington University for a Master's in International Affairs -- all of 

the classwork and had done all the research work for my written presentation.  I've forgotten 

what you call it. 

Q:   Thesis.   

JW:  Thesis, right.  My Master's Degree thesis.  I did it on the politics of the French army.  The 

Algerian war was going on then.  I became very interested in it.  I learned to read and speak 

quite fluently in French.  And all the background work for my thesis, for that thesis, was in 

French, French political science.  And I wrote a thesis that I'm very proud of even today.  Every 

now and then I read it over, and it's pretty well done.  Yeah, it's a good one.  And then, 

suddenly, my work at Quantico ended as a trainer of lieutenants.  And the Marine Corps said, 

we're sending you to the George Washington University full-time to get an MBA in financial 

management.  So I went full-time to George Washington.  And I did a rather mediocre thesis 

there on personnel management.  I'm not very proud of it.  It was mediocre.  But I graduated 

with an MBA in financial management.  So then, my career in the Marine Corps immediately 

was sent to Okinawa, where I spoke Japanese.  I spent a year on Okinawa. 

Q:   That's still the Occupation.  [Laughter] 

JW:  It came back immediately; all came back.  But I became the deputy controller, a lieutenant 

colonel's job, even though I was only a major of the Third Marine Division.  And I had been 
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reading about the troubles that they had.  I immediately crafted, with the help of all the 

regimental commanders, I crafted an order which set up a complete data processing system for 

accumulating the cost of every input into each major item of equipment throughout the 

division.  That had been their weak point:  failure to maintain equipment, failure to budget the 

right amount of money for maintaining equipment.  So for every artillery piece, for every tank, 

for every anything, there was a computerized record of exactly how much had been spent that 

year to maintain it.  When it went into the general for him to sign it, an old guy named General 

Collins.  Of course, General Collins wrote on it, “Who gets the commendation?”  It was that 

good.  I didn't get a commendation, but that was enough.  And then I could tell we were getting 

ready to go into Vietnam.  I made repeated trips down there.  We had forces at Danang, at the 

airfield, who were bombing Hanoi.  I was present for an attack on the airfield.  I sat in the 

trench looking out and watched a squad of Vietcong destroy the airplanes on the runway in 

front of me.  Clutching my little 45 automatic pistol, keeping my helmet on.  And I heard a 

general say, “I know if I can get a battalion in down there to defend the night battery, the 

guided missiles defending the airfield, I can get the division in.”  They had a corporate interest 

to get it in.  And I knew we were going in, so I started preparing for it.  And I immediately... I 

was also the data processing officer of the division in charge of two units of data processors.  All 

of it was on IBM cards in that day.  And they resisted.  They didn't want to move out of their 

nice, air-conditioned, cement bunkers into the old trucks, air-conditioned trucks, but I made 

them do it.  And when the time came, I went to a meeting, and a G4 officer said, “What are we 

going to do about data processing?  Are we going to have all the IBM cards shipped back here 

for processing?”  I said, “No, sir.  Just put the data processing units on the ship and have them 
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landed in Danang with the rest of the troops and they can process everything right there, 

because they're already in their data processing vehicles.  They're ready to go.”  So, on the 

financial side, the division went in.  I stayed behind in Okinawa.  I was administrating.  The 

financial staff stayed behind, but I made repeated trips down there.  On one trip, I went to visit 

every regimental commander, every commander of a supply unit, artillery battalion, tank 

battalion, and so on.  And I asked them about what's happening to material.  They told me 

these horrible stories about the loss crossing the beach, the loss due to heat, the loss due to 

enemy action, the fact that they were running out of everything, on and on.  A nightmarish 

story that every one of them told me independently the same thing.  So I went back to 

Okinawa, and I sat down and I drafted this cable to Headquarters Marine Corps.  And the 

bottom line, I repeated what all these guys had told me.  Very well written, I must say, in terms 

of dramatizing how awful it was, in terms of loss of materiel and need for more money.  And 

the bottom line was, we want the division budget immediately increased from $21 million a 

year to $50 million a year, just like that.  I had to pull the figure 50 million out of the air, of 

course, but secretly I knew that important generals and important political people in 

Washington had sold the idea of going into Vietnam on the basis of, it won't cost us anything.  

Working... training the division down there in Vietnam against a non-existent enemy will be the 

same cost as doing the same thing on Okinawa.  Of course, it didn't prove to be that way at all.  

The enemy proved to be quite resilient fighting for their country.  Anyway, the colonel took this 

from me, my boss, full colonel, and he said, “Jud, I can't sign this.  I'd be relieved immediately if 

I signed this.”  He said, “But just for you, I will take it into the general and I'll see if he'll sign it.”  

The old General Collins, a veteran of Iwo Jima and Okinawa.  And he came out an hour or so 
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later and he said, “Well, Jud,” he says, “The general says he can't sign this, but if Major Williams 

really feels strongly about it, he can sign it.”  I looked at the colonel and I said, “Yes, sir.  I 

understand perfectly.”  I took it out of his hand and I sat down and signed my name, J. Williams, 

to the bottom of the order.  And then, without even looking at the colonel, I took it down to the 

message room, which is right down the hall in Camp Courtney Okinawa.  Master sergeant was 

behind the counter.  He knew me very well and he knew that I didn't have releasing authority, 

only the colonel had it.  I said to him, “Sergeant so and so, send this cable to Headquarters 

Marine Corps immediately.”  And he says, “Yes, sir.”  He knew that it didn't matter that I didn't 

have authority.  He knew he'd better obey orders right now.  And he did. I sat there and 

watched him while he sent it off and gave me a copy of the message.  Well, after this cable 

went out, which everyone read, everyone started looking at me as if I were a dead man.  No 

one would speak to me.  People would turn the other way when I walked down the hall.  It was 

just a matter of time before I was going to be axed for having defied all the powers that be, 

knowing that they had endorsed this on the basis of no extra cost.  We didn't know that in 

writing, but we all assumed it.  Anyway, a week went by, and then came this message from 

Headquarters Marine Corps, “You're umpty umpty umpt.  The number in the message is hereby 

approved.  Division budget is hereby increased to 50 million dollars.  Period.” 

Q:   You were still in the Marines?  [Laughter] 

JW:  Right.  Anyway, I had a good career.   

Q:  Yes. 

JW:  ...as a financial officer, until I went from there down to the base at Parris Island, South 

Carolina.  I became the colonel, the colonel's position.  I was still a major.  And I ran into a 
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situation -- I won't go into all the details -- but illegal means were being used to finance a 

number of people in the maintenance division.  And I, in my duty as the controller charged with 

keeping the books honest and straight, I started trying to correct it.  I was immediately passed 

over for promotion to lieutenant colonel.  The general was playing the game that the local 

people wanted.  And then the next year, the inspector general of the Marine Corps came to 

inspect what's going on at the base.  And one of my best buddies was a high officer in the team 

and he had been the engineer who built the road up to my position on the top of hill 495 in 

Korea, and I knew him very well.  I knew he could be depended upon.  And so I called him into 

my office.  I was still a major in a colonel's position.  Had a big office, big fancy office.  And I told 

him all the nuts and bolts of this incredible situation going on.  This illegal situation going on 

financially to cook the books and use the recreation fund, financed by taxing the troops on their 

laundry bills, to finance a vast overstaff in the maintenance department.  And immediately after 

that, of course, I was passed over again for lieutenant colonel.  So I resigned from the Marine 

Corps at the end of roughly 16 years.  And I immediately got a job with the Agency for 

International Development.  Within a year of having gotten out of the Marine Corps, I was 

making twice the pay that I had been making as a major in the Marine Corps.  [Laughter] And I 

had a big job, traveling around the world conducting a management analysis of the 

procurement activity of the Agency for International Development.  I saw the entire world.  It 

was an incredible trip.  And on and on in that vein.  I won't bore you with all my work for the 

Agency for International Development. I had quite a good career.  Retired at the end of 55 years 

of age.  And retired on, incidentally, 33 years of service -- roughly 16 in the Marine Corps, 
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roughly 16 with AID, and then one year for the Army Transportation Corps.  And so I had a very 

comfortable retirement, which I earned. [Laughter] 

Q:   You certainly did.  This is, I promise you, the very last question.  Your feelings as a young 

man when you departed from Japan to go to Wisconsin at your father's command.  And all 

these many years later, your feelings about Occupied Japan, that period, our presence there, 

you know, the overview that, from your point of view, of the U.S.- Japan relationship.  

JW:  Well, of course, I saw Japan again on route to Korea.  The ship docked first at Kobe and 

then at...  

Q:  This was during the Korean War? 

JW:  During the Korean War.  When I was on route to Korea as a second lieutenant.  And I can't 

even remember the name of the lovely little town on the southern tip of Japan. 

Tatsumi:   Fukuoka? 

JW:   No.  It begins with an S, I believe.   

Tatsumi:  Sasebo? 

JW:  Sasebo!  Thank you.  I went ashore in Sasebo.  And the Japanese came back, just like that.  I 

could call for a taxi, take us to a bar, and so on. 

Q:   Take us to a bar.  [Laughter] 

JW:  And so, it was... that's really the last I saw of Japan, other than when I finished my tour in 

Korea.  The war was long over.  They first said I was going to take a troop ship, escort a troop 

battalion back to the United States.  Three weeks at sea via Guam and so on.  I thought, oh my 

god, another horrible ocean voyage across the Pacific.  And then, suddenly, they gave me a 

letter of commendation for my work as a platoon leader and executive officer of a rival 
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company, a very distinguished rival company, incidentally.  And they suddenly said, “You're 

flying home.”  And so, I think I mentioned this the other day, I flew to Atsugi, flew onward to 

Wake Island, onward to Oahu, onward to San Francisco, and so forth.  So, actually, when I was 

stationed on Okinawa, I wanted to get up to Japan, just to go back and visit.  I never could.  I 

was kept so busy, I never had a chance to do it.  The colonel, my boss, apologized to me for the 

fact that I never made it.  I... something else always kept coming up, so I could not make the 

trip up to Japan.  I was programmed to do it several times, and then something would come up.  

Oh, I had to stay and do something else for work.  So I didn't think much about Japan during 

those years.  It went out... it went off of my horizon. 

Q:  And now it's back, and you have some appreciation now.  Now that experience is coming 

back of Occupied Japan.  And you have some appreciation through your father and your mother 

of that time in your life. 

JW:  I certainly do.  I think I mentioned to you the other day, Amy, that the... rereading these 

documents of my father's, going through all this material that I've given to you, I've become 

much more aware of what a remarkable person he was and how significant his role was in 

structuring and and forming the Occupation of Japan.  I hadn't really realized that he had that 

much influence, but now I do.  And I think as an old political science student, I honor his words 

when he says as you'll read and hear what a remarkable thing MacArthur did.  And thinking 

about that, I don't know if you're aware of the fact that General MacArthur was the Proconsul 

of the Philippines in the mid-1930s, when it was our colony.  And, thus, he had experience as 

being the head of an American colony.  And that experience, I think, carried over into his role as 

the quasi-Emperor of Japan.  And he very much was the quasi-Emperor.  And my father's books 
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and documents talk about how the Emperor called on him in his headquarters at the Daiichi 

Building.  And the people of Japan kind of, halfway worshiped him.  In that context, they were 

always outside the door honoring them, taking pictures of him. 

Q:  Well, I'm deeply appreciative.  And I think Amy and Yukako are very, very appreciative of the 

time that you've given us.  It's been a wonderful, wonderful interview. 

JW:   Well, thank you very much.  It's been my pleasure to talk about my father and his great 

works in Japan. 

Q:   And our pleasure to hear it.  Thank you.   


