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AMERICAN RED CROSS CLUBS ON OKINAWA 1947

Up ‘N' Atom:

IRMA BENDEL, PD at the Up ‘N’ Atom club at Kadena Army Air Base, has formed a musical variety show around the
theme of "rock happy”. The show begins with the GI's induction into the Army, follows him through basic, Hawaii and,
finally, to Okinawa. The talent, all local, varies from comedy skits to tap dances. Irma is now taking the show on a tour of the
other RC clubs on the island.

Buzz Inn:

The 301st Fighter Wing club opened on May 3 after a period of renovating and redecorating. To the tune of "Tear it Down”,
SHIRLEY VAN REETH and the rest of the clubers did the smashing themselves, making a clean sweep for the carpenters
who did the rebuilding.

Doo-Little:

The club at the First Air Division, where MARY KELLEY is assigned, boasts of having one of the finest craft shops on the
Island. An exhibition, with prizes for workmanship, usefulness, attractiveness and originality, was conducted recently with
LOUISE WAGNER, of the Up ‘N’ Atom staff, serving as one of the judges.

Terrace Club:

The staff of the Terrace Club, all newcomers to the Island, are busy getting ready for business. SUE JORDAN, new Director,
arrived from Manila; KATY RECTOR, a home leave returnee, was formerly in Sendai; MARY BENEDICT came down from
Korea; and SARA KRATZ served her first tour of duty in Italy. Ex-ETOer LOIS SHAMBURGER has assumed Program
Director duties. FRANK QUINLAN, Area Super-visor, calls the gals his Terrific Club staff, perhaps because of the terrific
opening they are planning with him as a barker in the Carnival.
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Getting Ready for Opening Night
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RYC( gdmiristrative staff are pictured, left %o
right: Martha Scott, Grace Kampen, Dilla
Giardini, Amn Hutton, Decca Murphy, Janet Camp-
bell, Robert Schouten, Beryl Trombley, Frank
Quinlan and Mary Ellen Jones.
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Pinch - hitting on the
clubmobile Phil=-Scout
coffee run are Jane
Keener (left) and Joan
Smith,




Lolly Beech

LOLLY BEACH WAS ALSO
KNOWN AS NAKADOMARI
BEACH AND IS NOW KNOWN AS
MOON BEACH

ALL OKINAWA PHOTOS WERE
BY F. VANTA

Stateside Cattle for Okinawans




A Native's Devotions

VWomen at Work




NOTES ON OKINAWA
JULIAN  GARRETT

They gave us a free landing the morning of 1 April 1945. In a way that was a super April Fool's Day. Our ships and our planes had been pounding
the southern point of Okinawa and the Japanese commanders had decided with irrefutable logic that we were going to come ashore and sacrifice our
strength scaling those impregnable cliffs. And so it was that on L-Day, 1 April 1945 that the 10th Army came ashore on the western side of the
island and Orange Beach and all of the other multi-colored beachheads were established

That was the first and almost the only mistake that the Japanese commanders made. They gave us our free landing, and five days to
consolidate it, but from there on in we paid for every foot of ground. It was rough even for those who got there on L-plus 7 or 10 or 11. We came
into a harbor, jammed with ships, and went in loaded with gear that we shed along the beaches and the roads. The Army had foreseen everything. We had
everything, but out of all the things we had there were few things we needed. We needed our helmets, our foxhole shovels and for opening cans
we needed our trench knives. Most of the rest we discarded. But we all realized, then and later, that we might have needed any and all of the things
that the Army had provided.

None of us will ever forget those first few days when we watched, with awe struck eyes, as the ships poured into the harbor, ran up on the
beach, opened their cavernous jaws and spewed out an endless supply of food, ammunition, materiel, equipment and men. This was not only war, this
was the greatest engineering project that any of us had ever seen. There were no roads on Okinawa, that is, not roads as we know them. So we built
the roads, and as the front advanced our network of roads advanced. Where one day you would go down a steep bank into a ravine to cross a stream,
the next day you would cross a solid steel bridge. Where one week you would use a hill as a landmark, the next week you would be lost because
the hill would have been removed to make a landing field for aircraft. It wasn’t only the big impersonal aspect of the operation that we saw. It wasa
lot of little things. It was the old beat up, out of tune piano that some GI’s rescued and brought to the Red Cross recreation tent at the 69th Field Hospital.
It was the things that a lot of us saw and that a lot of us never talked about. It was the mail call line up, when everybody stood in line and hoped for
the best. It was the time that all went thru when we stood in the rain outside of a hospital tent and saw the pairs of combat boots brought out and set down
in the mud—-each pair with its own peculiar wrinkles, its own droop to this side or that. They were boots that had been worn, and in the wearing
had acquired personality. To some of us those boots were the most personal tragedy of all.

The principal island in the Ryukuan Archipelago, sometimes called the Luchu Archipelago, Okinawa has many ridges and hills interspersed
with occasional flat planes. It is not of volcanic origin but came into being as a result of sub-oceanic disturbances of the earth's crust. Okinawans of the
upper classes resemble the Japanese, while those of the lower classes are shorter in stature, but better formed. They have higher foreheads, eyes less
deeply set, and their cheek bones are not so high so that their faces are less broad than the Japanese. Unproved theory has it that when the Japanese race
came to Japan from Korea they drove the native inhabitants to the north and the south. It is believed that those inhabitants were the ancestors of
present day Ainus found only on the island of Hokkaido. The Ainus give every indication of Caucasian origin. If this theory is correct, then the
appearance of the Okinawan can be explained by partial Ainu ancestry. Prior to our invasion the capital of Okinawa was the town of Shuri where an
ancient castle was situated. There was one modern city with a fairly good port known as Naha, sometimes spelled Nafa, near the southern end of
the island. Both of these places were fiercely defended and were completely destroyed in the process.

Under normal conditions Okinawa is a pleasant island with green fields and terraced hillsides. There are few streams and, as a result,
most Okinawans do without benefit of electrical power. There are few old buildings on the island because the periodic typhoons destroy them with fair
regularity. Their lack of age in no way detracts from their picturesqueness because they have been built in the same manner for generations. All
over the island hillsides are the granite tombs in which most Okinawan families sink a great deal of their wealth. Most of these tombs are oval in shape
and are indicative of a belief common to many primitive religions. They are symbolic of the womb from which man springs and to which, according to
old belief , he must return. We first realized this in the very beginning of the campaign when we found skeletons in these tombs in such a position that
we knew that the bodies had been placed there and arranged as nearly as possible in the position of a fetus. It is customary for the body to be
allowed to remain thus long enough for it to be reduced to its skeletal base, then the bones are picked up, supposedly by a virgin, and placed in one of
their ornate funeral urns.

All of this is but a prelude to the present. The task now on Okinawa is perhaps less dramatic, less poignant, but perhaps more important. In
those first days we had the excitement of action. Now there is the excitement of achievement. The people of Okinawa have been introduced to the ideal
of individual human dignity, to the concept of self-government--to what we call democracy. They have been introduced to conquerors who do not
murder, pillage and rape. They are being given a chance to develop their own government, to direct their own destinies and enjoy the fruits of their
labor. It is this unglamorous task that forces on Okinawa are accomplishing.




