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The young sailor sat in a hot humid Quonset hut, yearning for a home Stateside, and 

thinking deeply.  The hut was a relic from World War II, rusting in the tropics on an 

island called Kwajalein in the South Pacific Ocean. It was a US Navy base, not an 

island technically. It was a coral atoll, small, at one mile long and a quarter mile wide. It 

had no villages and no natives. “Kwaj” was a bloody war prize won from the Japanese 

for its now out-moded air strip. The young sailor’s 88 ship-mates were charged with 

maintaining the air-strip and guarding it against nobody and nothing, because the war 

had now been over for 4 years. It was 1949, and the Hut he was sweating in functioned 

at the base Library. The few books were mildewed from the high humidity, and he 

thumbed through a year-old magazine, about pretty gardens and houses. This got him 

thinking and yearning again. He remembered living a very short time in a nice home, 

until his dad abruptly divorced his mother, while still a little toddler. Then he and his 

mother had to live in a small room in someone's home. They were impoverished, and he 

grew up yearning four a nice home, nice clothes, then, a nice girlfriend. Now the young 

sailor was thumbing through the old magazine and saw an advertisement about bed 

sheets. It showed a color picture of a pretty,sleeping model, sweet-faced, perfectly 

formed lips in a slight smile, eyes closed---they were green eyes, he wondered 

hopefully. Her hair was in soft waves, honey colored. Very nice.  

 

Then, the young sailor suddenly recalled his last duty station, Guam Island, about a 

thousand miles east of Kwaj. It was a rather large island, nearly sixty miles long, and 

cleaning out the back wash of the war. There were damaged villages and roads to be 

repaired. He was on many work parties, installing electric lines to the married officers 

living quarters. Many officers had their families with them.  

 

So, when the young sailor was working in an officer's backyard one day, out of the living 

quarters charged an adorable little girl. She was, of course, some officer's daughter, full 

of energy, running and chattering a mile a minute. Her skin was sun burnished to the 

color of golden apricots, and as cute as a 4-year old little girl can be. It was a different 



experience for the young sailor to encounter such a bright young cherub, and he loved 

it. They had a non-sensical conversation while she twirled round and round, stopping 

only so he could admire her choreography. Then the little girl's mother called, telling her 

not to bother those men working, and to come into their house. The young sailor said 

she was no bother, but to no avail. The little bright light dashed inside. He saw a 

glimpse of the young mother, and he felt a strange yearning. Wow, he thought, how nice 

to have a wife and a little girl like that.  

 

Back on the Kwaj, the young sailor would often go to their outdoor movies, when the 

sun had set. It was one of the few entertainments they had, along with drinking beer, 

gambling and squabbling. Before movie time, the projectionist played soundtracks or 

other music. For weeks now they were playing the huge Broadway hit South Pacific, by 

Rodgers and Hammerstein. How appropriate, he thought. The young sailor likes the 

song “Bali Hai”, and much of the music, but what really resonated was “Some 

Enchanting Evening.” Oh Boy, he thought, “across a crowded room, you may meet a 

stranger, and then you will know…” Nice and romantic, but that’s not for this world. 

“Once you have found her, never let her go…” The cynic in him said that it was all a 

bunch of baloney after all.  

 

The young sailor would endure two more years of island duty, and now, near the end of 

his 4-year hitch, he was stationed in the States, at Port Hueneme, in Southern 

California. One night out on a pss, he met the prettiest and most adorable young lady, 

as she emerged from across a crowded dance floor. She had green eyes, honey 

colored hair, perfectly formed lips, and a sweet face. The young sailor’s yearnings 

reached the highest score ever. And he never let her go. He got his Honorable 

Discharge, they began a beautiful courtship, married joyfully a year later. They had two 

beautiful daughters and began a hunt for their very first home. They searched thru many 

nice neighborhoods, and eventually found one they liked because it was absolutely the 

nicest, they had seen. It was a lovely, new community called Rossmoor, and their new 

sparkling Plymouth Model home was on Shakespeare Drive, right near Baskerville 

Road. The man who was once a young sailor was now married to his dream girl , and 

with his two dream-daughters, lived in the home he  had so very long yearned for.  And 

now he yearned no more.  


