



































MESSAGES FROM §
OTHER PEOPLE [§

In that open bumpy area I practiced riding a bi-
cycle and kept falling off. Finally Fr Jan VAN
HOYDONCK would steady the bicycle for me and
push me around. It was a funny but happy scene.

At the time Fr Robert GILL was the superior of
the mission and also principal of the kindergarten, so
he was very busy. Fr Nicholas NEVILLE of the
Enokuchi parish , the young Fr Xavier DELPORTE
of Akaoka , Fr Leonard ROBITAILLE of Aki would
come and visit very often. The present Fr John
Takaji IWO was then a Brother, Frs Michael Soichiro
YAMASAKI and Leonard Morio INUI were
seminarians. Now the 3 of them are missioning in
the Fukuoka area and Itami. From a distance I want
to thank them and I offer my prayers for them to
receive the strength of God.

Being able to almost touch the lives of the
priests living in the rectory, I was struck by one thing
especially. It was that their life of prayer encom-
passed so much time. “Pray unceasingly” seemed to
be a reality for them. And then there was their
humor. Fr William Mc LAUGHLIN had a doctorate
and was very fervent in learning Chinese characters.
Once because of a high fever he stayed in bed. A
little worried I went to see him. “Japanese futons are
hard as lead”, he told me with an excruciating face.
“We use lead in pencils!” was my reply. I went on to
explain that lead was for weighty things, then I
added. ‘“What do you use in mattresses in your
country?” He told me that they used feathers. “Even
what my grandmother used, we just changed the cov-
er and it was given to the daughter-in-law,” he added.
I was touched by these scenes whereby I saw the
priests had left a comfortable home and come to a
totally different culture. They must have felt lonely
like one would feel in a desert and yet they were full
of jokes and humor. That really struck me.

Fr Gill also had a problem with asthma which he
carried all the time and you could hear him coughing
all night. My room was below his in the corner of
the house and I would leave my door a little ajar and
would pray that he would get better. When morning
came I would express my concern and he always an-
swered “Don’t worry about me” and give me a wide
smile.

I always wondered how people could make the

decision to be buried in this foreign land and give
their whole life for evangelization. How had they
been brought up? I came to think at that time that
the Catholic faith had to be genuine.

As for me I couldn’t even make soup, I couldn’t
cut the bread in nice slices, my left hand was full of
scars from the kitchen knife, I didn’t understand the
recipes written in English, I was beside myself.
Whenever I opened the oven and lit up the gas I
would burn my eyebrows and eyelashes, or I would
use up all the hot water for dishes and then Fr Gill
would freeze in the bath. I was scolded for this a
number of times! So as you can see I can’t begin to
count the errors I made.

However once a year we held a bazaar to collect
money to build a church and at those times many of
the parishioners would pitch in. It usually was a
mind-boggling 2 days where we would spend even
the night hours baking cupcakes, putting in order all
the used clothes sent to us by the faithful in America
which were sold out in no time. These were fun
times which I now recall with great longing.

The day before I finally got married I told Fr
Gill I'd like to show off my wedding gown. He
replied: “In the United States we are not allowed to
see the wedding dress till the ceremony itself!”

When he left for the US he told me: “You were
always there when I needed you, thanks.” He could
be very strict but he also was a very kind and loving
father to me.

As a maid and cook I cannot be satisfied with
what I did and I regret many things but as a young
woman growing up being able to relate with priests,
sisters and the faithful of the parish has been a trea-
sure for me. This will always remain in my heart
and every one of their voices still resonate in my
mind and are great memories.

I am grateful to all the priests, those who re-
turned to their home country and died there, as well
as those who are still laboring among us. Thank you
from the bottom of my heart.

May the following generation of young Oblates
and seminarians follow in the footsteps of their pre-
cursors and continue to work with us. With a thank-
ful and praying heart.
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" COCA COLA AND COCOA
1 WERE LIVING WATER (john 4:14)

T

Congratulations on the 50th Anniversary of the
Oblate arrival in Japan.

In 1955, all of a sudden we saw a huge church
appear in the forest-like area of Hanami in Koga
Town. At that time I was a very susceptible young
girl, a rather affected middle school girl. Along with
5 especially close school friends I went to see the
new building on the way home from school. I first
was taken in by seeing sprinklers for the lawn for the
first time. We looked through the large gate. On the
inside water was spinning around! We wanted to see
them from closer up but we did not have the guts.
Again the following day we stopped by and the 5 of
us decided to give it a try. We bravely walked up to
the stone steps on the side of the church. We sat
there with the nice warm sun on our backs and
watched the water going round and round.

On the 3rd day we did the same and a person in
a long black skirt called to us. My first reaction was,
we got caught, we are going to be scolded. We tried
to escape but our feet wouldn’t budge. “We’re sorry
we entered without permission”, we said, and look-
ing up we saw that the person was an American.
“I’m sorry”, I repeated tentatively with words I had
just learned at school. After which we attempted to
leave. We saw this huge wide belt and what looked
like a saber of some kind and again we were drawn
back. The person asked in a very soft voice, “Where
are you from?” * From the middle school in Fukuma
Town ”, we replied. Having heard the soft voice we
had become at ease. “ Walking all the way over here
you must have found it hot!” All of a sudden he pro-
duced 5 glasses in which we discovered Coca Cola
and ice. Since we were really thirsty the first sip
went down so nicely. Till now we had never drunk
anything like it. “Thank you”, I said and he replied in
Japanese “Do itashimashite”. Since this was July
and the temperature continued to be nice we went
every day for a week drawn by the Coca Cola. We
eventually realized that this person was a priest but
we never learned his name. Between my friends he
was known as Father Cola. The saber on his hip was
actually a crucifix and so we became at ease. Father
Cola explained that on the crucifix was the body of
Jesus and it represented love in its deepest meaning.
He also spoke of Mary. During that week I really
learned a lot of new things. After that otten I would
bring my friends to listen to Fr. Cola. When we had
to absent ourselves for some time because we were
studying for High School entrance exams, he gave us
words of encouragement. When in March of the fol-
lowing year I got the results of my exams that
showed that I had passed, I decided to go announce
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this to Fr Cola but when I got there he was no longer
there. Coca Cola was my first living water.

After that there was a rather long blank. In 1960
I met Fr Richard HARR. After a while I started
studying in order to join the church, for about 2
years. I remember well one evening toward the end
of fall in November 1960. I decided I wanted to talk
to Jesus so I went inside the church and sat on the
end of one of the benches. It was there that Brother
Sueho TSUDA usually sat. I talked to Jesus for a
very long time. When I decided to leave I found that
the church was locked. There was no place for me to
get out. The sun had gone down and all 1 could see
was the red sanctuary lamp. This led me to prolong
my prayer. However I was getting hungry and it was
getting cold inside. “What should I do?,” I thought.
I started to get scared. I opened a window as wide as
I could and hollered in a huge voice “Fr. Harr”. But
no response. I turned all the church lights on, I
started playing on the organ “Do re mi”.

“Mi sol la, let me out!” Still no response. It
was getting colder and colder so I gathered some of
the long padded kneelers and wrapped them around
my shoulders for warmth. I had made up my mind
that I would spend the night but on the other hand I
kept calling for help. With time it was past 10
o’clock. I finally decided I'd spend the night at
Jesus’ home. After that decision anxiety and fear left
me. After a while I heard the motor of a car ap-
proaching and then Fr. Harr’s voice got closer. I
heard the clanging of the lock as he opened the
church doors and said, “Oh, my God!”! He removed
the padded kneelers from my shoulders and we went
to the rectory. I said thank you and drank the cup of
hot cocoa he prepared for me. As warmth came back
to my body I started to feel at ease and less frenzied.
Cocoa had become my second “living water”. After
that in 1961 I received the grace of Baptism and
became a member of the church.

So the nice cool Coca Cola and the warm cocoa
I had received from the Oblates, had become for me
living water, grace.

Receiving people with great generosity and hav-
ing a lot of patience they have taught me the real
meaning of life, they’ve shown me the good news,
they have preached the gospel
to me. For this once again I
want to thank them.

As they go into the 21st
century I pray that rich
blessings be bestowed on the
Oblates as they continue to
evangelize.



















