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Chapter 5

The Kyoto-Otsu Episode


Father Patrick J. Byrne, newly arrived Superior of the Maryknoll Kyoto mission, delegated me to search for a residence in Otsu, a city adjacent to Kyoto, an ancient capital of Japan, replaced by Tokyo.

Two weeks of helter-skelter search for a suitable house passed in vain.  At last, however, the incredible happened.  I made a very fortunate find.  On the shore of Lake Biwa, in a settlement bordering Otgo, called Zeze, behind a high forbidding wall with massive gates, stood a vacant, western-style mansion.  It had been haunted, the neighbors said, ever since the owner, a foreigner, committed suicide, years ago.


With Mr. Peter K. Ikada, a Catholic resident of Otsu, I entered the palatial building, two stories high.  There were foreign-style and Japanese-style rooms sufficient for our purpose.  The grounds were spacious, with  small grove of bamboo trees.  A path that led down to a marina gleamed in white pebbles.  The entire spread went by the name of Suzanam Besso (Little Wave Country Lodge).


As we left the grounds through the enormous gates that closed with a heavy bang, I noticed two little boys sitting on the fieldstone wall across the street.  They stiffened, and their little eyes fairly popped.  It was bad enough suddenly to see a foreigner, of whom there were few in that part of Japan.  But a foreigner emerging from a haunted house was just too much for them.


I went to the owner’s home, telling him that I wished to rent the besso.  He could not get the down-payment soon enough.  While I was awaiting the arrival of the other padres on the morrow, as events developed, I could not get out of that house soon enough.  I bedded down on the first floor, close to a wide-open window.  I hoped to be able to jump out in case a wraithy form appeared.


I slept very little, that night.  I swore I heard doors banging, in a distant part of the house.  I must have dozed off at dawn.  Suddenly, I awoke with a shudder.  A face was peering in at me.  But it was friendly, and for all the world, it was human and kindly.  A young Japanese man had heard that a shimpu sama (spiritual father) had moved in, and he wanted to be the first Catholic to welcome me.  The same day, the other two padres arrived to share my ghost.  We never met him, poor fellow.  He did have good taste in building and landscape.


In the meantime, the dear wraith who entertained me on the porch, in our home at Omori, had been reassigned to Dairen, Manchuria.  Father John “Kelly” Walsh had left one night, but his antics live on, in my memory.


Father Whitlow was stationed with Father Byrne and a Japanese priest, Father Paul Furuya, in the rectory, in Kyoto.  I lived with Brother Clement Hansen, in the besso.  There, the second group of Maryknoll missionaries joined us.


Later, we would have another center, in Karasaki, shrine of the ancient pine tree, it, too, located near Lake Biwa.  Then the besso would be home to a group of Maryknoll Sisters.  By that time none of us worried about ghosts.


Of course, our first concern was to establish ourselves, in Kyoto.  Therefore, we would develop the mission in Shiga County, then first in Otsu, the capital city.  In the meantime, I was without a parish.  So I thought it behooved me to acquaint myself with the beautiful land that would be my home for a decade.


So, this summer day, on my way to Hokkaido, the northernmost island, I betook myself to a ryoken, a spa in the north of Honshu, the main island of Japan.  At such an inn, I was certain to find the time-honored courtesies of hospitality.  There, things would be done in the traditional, gracious manner.


After a four-hour train ride, and a two-mile hike along sylvan paths, I arrifved at the spa of my desire.  It was nestled among tall cryptomeria trees.  In the twilight hours, there seemed to be an aura of mystery about the place.  It breathed of antiquity.


Shoes off, in the genkan (entrance), I hopped up on the platform in answer to the traditional invitation of the gorgeously gowned hostess:  “Ma, o-agqari kudasai!” (Do, come up, please.)  the gleaming straw-matted floor led off into a rather dim-lit interior.  The few admittance procedures accomplished, I was escorted to my room on the second floor.  Everywhere the resilient tatami-covered floors shone immaculate.


I sat down on my heels on the straw matting, at a low mahogany table, awaiting the inevitable , introductory welcome service.  A geisha parted the rice paper sliding-screens.  She glided into the luxuriantly paneled room on her silken slippers.  Clad in a gorgeous kimono, smiling and bowing enough to break her back, she excused the intrusion.  Then she placed a small cup of warm sake (rice wine) in my hands.  “Dozo, dozo!” (Please, please!) she coaxed.  Then she was gone, retiring backwards.


I glanced at the tokonoma, the alcove with its technically perfect flower arrangement.  Somehow the geisha’s bright kimono had blended into the pussy willows and the tiger lilies enshrined in the honorable part of the room.

My geisha was actually a cultured lady, like all of her breed, one trained in the arts of traditional courtesy.  In some circles, however, and among certain characters, the geisha was considered a “singing girl,” a prostitute.  No doubt, some of them did stoop to the oldest profession to satisfy their clients’ desires, especially following parties when the amber fluid flowed too freely.  But far from being a lady of easy virtue, the geisha was hostess, entertainer, conversant, and life of the party, in a respectable way.

It was on such an occasion, that a tourist, one of the elite American families, fell in love with a geisha, redeemed her at a phenomenal price, married her, and took her to live with him in Paris.  After her husband’s death, Yuki Morgan, then a wealthy woman in her own right, returned to Kyoto.  I met the lady once.  I never learned whether she had become a Christian, in France.  She was, however, on the friendliest terms with the Catholic clergy of Kyoto, the cultural capital of Japan.  “Edo (Tokyo) for men; Kyoto for women,” the axiom went.

Before supper, I slipped into a waiting kimono, a plain, unadorned garment, and went down to the communal baths.  Although, years later, separate accommodations would be provided for the sexes, everyone entered the steamy sanctum in their birthday suits.  Was it an ancient custom, one harking back to the primeval paradise where Adam and Eve were innocent of clothing?  Since all the bathers entered holding wash clothes over their privates, I could not help thinking about Adam and Even when they graduated to the fig leaf costume.

Under the same roof, the sexes parted to their separate accommodations.  I am speaking here about a rural spa.  Elsewhere, conditions may have been different.  In Japan, even in Europe, people did not reform or refashion their lifestyle to suit tourists, especially in rural areas.

I used to tire of foreigners, especially Americans, who used to make all sorts of silly discoveries in Japan.  Some tourists who stopped at a Japanese inn would ask:  “Where is the bed?”   The housemaid would explain that mattress, pillow, and bedding were carefully stored in the closet in the wall until bedtime.  Then they would be spread out on the immaculate floor mats.  “Oh….!”

En route to the baths, some would stop at the privy.  “But where is the toilet?”  And someone would answer:  “Madam, that hole in the floor might not be an accident.”

Once I alighted from a bus, at a waystop, in Italy.  I could not help noticing a young American lady, a tourist, standing at the open door of a restroom.  Repeatedly, she asked:  “Where is the toilet?”  She had an incredulous look on her face. 

Someone stopped and laughingly stated:  “That hole in the floor is the toilet.”  In Japan, they are ornamented affairs.  But here it was the good old rural backhouse style, a one-holer.

In the public baths, especially in the mineral spas, tourists were amazed to learn that Japanese bathe in the nude.  They would go home to scandalize the natives with tales of naked men strolling into the bathing area.  I never saw a man who didn’t hold a wash cloth over his privates, as he entered the baths.

Is it possible that such crazy, American tourists’ notions rubbed off on some Japanese?  Perhaps, on the little lady who called herself a know-nothing when she inquired if I took a bath sans underwear?

When little daughters, clad only in smiles, accompanied Papa to the baths, that was enough to pop the pupils of foreign eyes.

The steamy, restorative mineral waters provided a relaxing end to that day.  After sukiyaki, a sumptuous meal of thinly-sliced beef sizzling in an aromatic sea of noodles and vegetables flavored with steak sauce and sake, I returned to my room.

Shortly thereafter, my hostess was there.  She opened a papered sliding-door in a wall and expertly drew out mattress and bedding from a hidden compartment.  As she began spreading the bed on the floor, she asked me somewhat hesitantly:  “How would you like this done?”

I replied:  “As you ordinarily would do it.”  I could see that the lady was perplexed.  So I added:  “It’s only I.” (Watashi dake desu.)


“Naruhodo,” she said.  “To be sure….I am sorry that I am not well-versed in foreign etiquette.”


“We don’t marry,”  I said.  There was consternation in her eyes as she rose and bowed out of the room.


Away from the frenetic atmosphere of modern Tokyo, among the high cryptomerieas, I fell peacefully asleep.  Strangely enough, the bed on the floor was not so hard, that night.  And my geisha friend?  She probably took counsel with her fellow-employees about the lonely soul from Shiga County.  Of course, she had not seen my Guardian Angel.


On the morrow, I continued my journey to the northern island of Hokkaido.  I boarded the ferry, and crossed turbulent Tsigaru Strait to Hakodate, a seaport, on the southwest coast of Hokkaido Island.  There, I paid a delayed visit to the Maeda  family formerly residents of Otsu, and relatives of Dr. Akashi, Kamon.  They insisted that I spend the night with them, if only to see the city aglow in the darkness.


We climbed a high hill, in the suburbs.  There it was, Hakodate ablaze with lights, breathtaking, but hardly a match for Hong Kong, at night.


Mr. Maeda was locating parts of the city for me.  He mentioned that the populations of Hakodate exceeded 250,000, in that day.  Suddenly, out of the night appeared one of the ubiquitous Kempeitai (military police).  He seemed to be of the decent, understanding type.  My friend introduced me as a resident of Japan.  I was anxious to see the lights of Hakodate, he explained.  “Ah, so ka?” (Oh, so?) the policeman said.  “But you know this is a fortified zone,” he cautioned.  I had seen enough of Hakodate—enough of the military police.


Formerly the Maeda family had resided in my parish, at Otsu.  He was somehow connected with the Toyota automobile company.  At that time, I regarded the first models as no threat to any car in the United States.  They were a sort of baby carriage, in my estimation.  But Mr. Maeda’s company was the enterprising kind.  His brother was Dr. Kamon Akashi.  His sister was a Maryknoll nun, Sister Marianna, after whom Dr. Akashi named his clinic in Tokyo.

Here, at last, I was on the fabled island.  Travelers had described Hokkaido as a world apart from the fairy islands of Japan.  Its topographical features, they said, were rather those of the vast Russian mainland: mountain ranges, broad sweeps of steppes, stretches of primeval forest, and the rest.  I realized, of course, that Japan is a string of volcanic isles, and I wondered if, in time out of mind, they may not have been joined with the Arctic continent, perhaps through Manchuria.


Seeing is believing, they say.  I found Hokkaido to be a vastly different terrain from Japan.  In my meanderings on Hokkaido, I met by sheer chance an interesting Benedictine priest.  He was a scholar through and through, a doctor of biology, who had taught in various universities.  He had come to Hokkaido to research the flora and the fauna.


On our way to the French Trappist monastery, at Tobetsu, I traveled with this Father Ram.  He insisted, however, on traveling as much as possible on shank’s mare.  He had two small glass containers with him.  For future study, into one container he placed all sorts of insects; in the other, all sorts of buds and petals.


I thought we never would arrive at Tobetsu.  Eventually, the huge coal-burning engine raced over the intervening, unobstructed miles, in good time.  The Trappist monastery was built on a gentle rise that overlooked the surrounding countryside.  As we approached the building, we noticed an elderly monk sitting alone.  He may have been at his meditation.  Certainly, he was at peace with the world.


We plied the old gentleman with questions in French.  Where was the main entrance, and so on.  The old monk motioned in the direction of the building.  But because we continued to question him further, he broke his silence.  As we left him, we were disturbed to hear him blurt out crying.


The Father Prior met us at the door.  He was the only monk who spoke to visitors.  We mentioned the reaction of the elderly monk, out there on the lawn.  “Poor Father,” he said, “was taken by surprise.  Not having spoken to a soul for fifteen years, he must have forgotten his vow of silence.”   We felt ashamed of ourselves.  Two big-mouths!  Fools do rush in, where Angels fear to tread.


I thought about this incident for many years.  Was God somehow offended by that old skinny, contrite monk?  After all, he had broken his solemn vow.  Yes; but only after fifteen long years of keeping that vow.  His was a sudden, spontaneous reaction caused by outside influences.


Then, there is the man or woman who had led a virtuous life for years.  He  or she, in a moment of weakness, commits some sin.  They are contrite, and continue their virtuous lives.  They may fall again, and again.  But they keep on striving toward the heights.  “Excelsior!  Onwards and upwards!”  How do they stand, in the sight of God?  Does He, the Celestial Father, remember their sinning more than the motivating direction of their lives?  I think not.


What were they doing there, these strange, silent men on that island of strange flora and strange hairy folk unknown to Japan.  What were those silent, white-cowled hermits doing, so far from their native France?  What had they been doing there, for sixty years and more?  Making butter and cheese, which their rule did not permit them to eat?  Suddenly it dawned on me, as I stood on the heights looking out to the old ocean:  those men were praying that never again should any child of woman be denied access to the truth that makes us free.


On the island of Hokkaido, northernmost of the main islands of Japan’s archipelago, was the last remnant of the Ainu, Asia’s ethnological question mark seemingly destined to disappear.


Nippon made little serious effort to colonize this large island until early in the seventeeth century, when the feudal government of Ieyasu undertook to alienate the territory from the luckless Ainu, the aborigines of Japan.  During this period of colonial exploitation, the Ainu were visited with shameless cruelty, every effort being made to deny them access to the arts of civilization.  After the restoration of the Emperor, in 1868, the imperial government adopted a program of enlightened reforms in behalf of this remnant of an ancient people who in all probability originally belonged to the white race.  Unfortunately, the process of deterioration had gone too far to save this mild and amiable people.


Mention of feudal Japan’s endeavor to perpetuate the ignorance of the Ainu reminds the author of a similar injustice perpetrated on a smaller scale by the Ainu among themselves.  At the Shiraoi reservation during the summer of 1935, I visited the home of the headman of the tribe.  At the moment he was out on “bear business,” which is the biggest business in Ainu circles.  In fact, the life of the Ainu revolves around the bear, which is hunted, worshiped, sacrificed, and eaten by them.  While I was awaiting the headman’s return, I had an opportunity to interview his wife.  In the course of our conversation, I requested the amiable old lady to recite an Ainu prayer.


“Oh, sir,” said she, “Ainu women never pray.”


“Never pray!” I exclaimed.  “All women pray.”


“Not the Ainu women, sir.  From time immemorial, our men have been careful to deny this knowledge to us women.”


“And why?” I queried gently.


The old woman lowered her voice—there by the fireside beneath the pelt of a great brown bear.


“So that we should never be able, in moments of vexation, to call down upon their heads the punishment of Heaven.”


As the gnarled old hands, so eloquent of the sufferings of our race, fumbled with the fire tongs, the inner meaning of the word “Ainu” came to me.  Ainu means “Men,” I thought, and this surely was a man’s country, where even the women wore moustaches—tattooed on their upper lips.  Very clever of us men!  We would not let the women pray, lest they call down fire from heaven upon our guilty heads.  But were we not a bit too clever for our own good?  If women might not pray, they could not pray for us.  And still, according to the revelations of Fatima (Portugal), it is a woman, one peerless woman, the mother of Jesus, who stands between us and the wrath of God.


Since the chief’s wife was in a congenial mood, both of us talking in broken Japanese, I asked her what happened to us when we die.  She poked at the fire again, brought it to a climbing blaze.  She followed the flame with her eyes, and said:  “We go up, like the flames.”  “Up,” of course, meant Heaven.


In Japanese, kami means, in a general sense, up, over, above—therefore, God.  Here, there was a meeting of minds.  Perhaps, we managed pretty well, because the language of this indigenous, light-skinned, ethnic group of Japan, like the Basque language, is unrelated to any other known language.


The Basque, we are told, are not related to any known race.  But the Ainu possibly, if not probably originated from the white race.


In 1936, I went down to see Shimabara, on the southern island of Kyushu.  The rural community of samurai farmers of Arima had risen in revolt, against their avaricious landlords, in the autumn of 1637.  They were joined by the persecuted Christians of Arima and neighboring Amakusa Island.  In Hara Castle, the Alamo of Shimabara, the first defenders of the people’s rights in old Japan rose against a villainous slavery.  There, too, Christianity made its last public stand, in feudal Japan.


By some inner compulsion, I had to see those sites of epic bravery for myself.  Hara Castle lay in ruins since that April day, in 1638, when it was taken by assault.  More than 30,000 half-starved people had lived on grass during the last days of the siege—men, women, and children.  A forest of human heads impaled outside the city of Nagasaki advertised the end of Christianity in Japan.


But the old Church had returned to the people it loved and admired.  That Church was then a chapel, in a large, Japanese-style house that looked out on the wavelets lapping at the ruins of Hara Castle.  I stayed in the house, that hot, summer night.  Heat and mosquitoes gave me no rest.


On the morrow, I inquired of some people about the tiny, twinkling lights that seemed to ride the wavelets.  They told me that Christians believed they were the souls of the martyrs of Hara-jo (Hara Castle).  I started across the fields to the bus line.  Two men whom I recognized as missionaries hurriedly followed me, calling me to pause.  One was Bishop Albert Breton.  The other was a colleague of the great Paris Foreign Missionary Society.  Breton was the bishop of the diocese of Fukuoka.  He was an old friend of the Maryknoll Society.  Since formerly he had labored in the Japanese missions on the west coast of the United States, he was fluent in English.


The Bishop had heard via what I termed the “bamboo wireless,” that I was at Shimabara.  He had gone out of his way to greet me.  Ever since his stroke, he was known as the bishop who gave blessings with his left hand.  Like the few Catholics of Shimabara, he was no quitter.


While I was at Shimabara, I went looking for the grave of one of those brave confessors of the Christian faith.  By chance, in that out-of-the-way place, I met a German Jesuit priest, a Father Laures, who was on the faculty of the Catholic University of Tokyo.  He, too, was researching the Shimabara era.  We decided to look for the Christian grave together.


Someone directed us to the home of a local personage, in a nearby town.  The young maid courteously welcomed us, in the entry, touching her head to the straw-matted floor, on the higher level.  We asked to speak to her master.  In the meantime, she did what maids are taught to do: bring tea, in decorated, high-quality cups to visitors.  Thinking we should await the appearance of our expected host, we did not venture to touch the tea.  Shortly, thereafter, the maid slithered out and almost stealthily absconded with the tea.  This was a deadly insult, as Father Laures regarded it.  Then, the great man appeared.  He stood while talking to us, and he was openly surly.  With a few words and a wave of his hand, he went back into the house.  I recall that as the worst insult I endured in pre-war Japan, although an angry laborer once called me baka (fool), thinking I would not understand.


With no thanks to the personage (we were not told anything about him), we managed with the kind help of hobbledehoys to find the Christian grave.  There it was, hardly off the country lane, under a tree, isolated in a sense, yet in the midst of those disparate houses.  How that grave had escaped the hatreds that ended that poor soul’s life was a mystery to me.  Were the Japanese of that day and that area imbued with something of the Roman mentality that insured respect for the dead? “De mortuis, nil mali.” (Nothing evil, about the dead.)  Or was it out of some superstition, that this solitary grave was left untouched in a place where a grave did not belong?


As Father Laures and I discussed the history of the Shimabara uprising, I asked him how he regarded Americans.  He praised us, no end.  However, he concluded:  “I mean no insult, you understand, but you Americans, as a people, are not really a serious people.”  For a long time, I pondered that evaluation of my countrymen.


As years passed, and I learned to pierce the masks, I sensed the same estimation, on the part of members of Japan’s intelligentsia.  They doubted that our prevailing superiority would last.  They even felt that we had destructs built or building in our political and economic systems.  It was all right, if we so wished, to make our country the world’s melting-0pot.  But unless national life is enforced by an element of cohesion, unless that society is rather tightly interknit, its disparateness eventually will destroy it.  So do not blame us Japanese for insisting on the homogeneity of our citizenry.


I would hold judgment in abeyance.  After all, these were not the off-the-cuff conclusions of ignorant men.  They had a window on the world.  Time would tell, I thought.


No one less than Winston Churchill is quoted as saying that one way to prevent political divisions would be to deny an immigrant minority that purportedly would become the majority in a unified nation.


During my visit to Nagasaki, the Holy Land of Japan, I could not fail to climb Tateyama, the low mountain on which the twenty-six Martyrs of Japan were crucified, on February 5, 1597.  Sacred, indeed, the slope that looked across the city to the sea.  There, the rough-hewn bamboo crosses had stood, burdened with those humble folk waiting for the glory to come.


Were one to pause in reflection there, he might bethink him back to that long ago scene.  He would, perhaps, hear the impassioned eloquence of crucified Paul Miki, the Japanese Jesuit Brother, preaching “like dying man to dying men.”  He might hear, too, the childish glee of little Ludovico embracing his cross while his distraught mother moaned outside the cordon.  Only a fencepost marked the site of all that bravery, agony and glory.


I was happy, later on, to have had a modest part in the erection of a memorial to Martyrs of Nagasaki, on Mount Tatay.  Bishop Yamaguchi saw eye to eye with me.


Our second atom bomb had been directed to the docks of that city.  But, actually, it exploded about eighteen feet in front  of the Catholic Cathedral.  Ten thousand people died there.  The people of Nagasaki tried to live through the tragedy saying that 10,000 Japanese went to Heaven instead of 10,000 Americans.


I think we should have waited a while to assess the effect of the Hiroshima bombing.  In Nagasaki, we bombed the Holy Land of Christianity, the citadel of people who thought like us, in Japan.


Bishop Yamaguchi was so thrilled at the thought of a new cathedral, plus a monument to the Martyrs of Nagasaki, that he recommended me to Catholic University of America for an honorary degree.  Two committees approved me, the third did not.


Not to worry, years later, a fine Baptist college, Alderson-Broaddus, at Philippi, West Virginia, would honor me with a degree because I was a humanitarian Christian.


Working through the Kempeitai, Japan’s Gestapo, the military masters of Nippon proceeded to stifle the pitiful stirrings of unrest on the part of the people.  Notorious firebrand groups, such as the Black Dragon Society, the Blood Brotherhood, the National Soul Salvation Society, the God-sent Troops, besides an assortment of patriotic gangsters operating as individuals were deputed to kill off outstanding liberals who refused to be bludgeoned into silence.


This underground reign of terror finally exploded into open violence on February 2, 1935, when soldiers of the First Division raised the standard of revolt.  Foreign Minister Saito, Finance Minister Takahashi, Grand Chamberlain Admiral Suzuki, Inspector General of Military Education Watanabe were assassinated.  Unsuccessful attempts were made on the lives of Saionji (the Elder Statesman), Count Makino (Lord Keeper of the Privy Seal), Premier Okada, and others, all of whom had incurred the suspicions of the “young officers’ clique.”


The nation was rudely shocked by the spectacle of mutinous troops entrenched in the very heart of Tokyo, in defiance of the Emperor’s orders to disband.  In an emergency session of the Diet, Kunimatsu Hamada denounced the army’s high-handed tactics in a fiery address that brought his colleagues streaming down the aisle to shake his hand.  “Go and commit harakiri!” he shouted to the War Minister, Count Terauchi.  Thereupon, the Cabinet, fearing assassination, chose to commit political suicide instead, by resigning en bloc.  Hamada’s ringing denunciation of the military sounded the death knell of civilian opposition.


Ironically, Prince Eun Lee received orders to crush the rebellion.  Eun, a hostage in Japan from his childhood, was the last member of his family with right of succession to the Korean throne.  Whereas members of Japanese royalty and officialdom always had been preferred to the Korean prince, the distasteful task of quelling the uprising was assigned to Eun instead of a Japanese army officer.


Prince Eun was the man of the hour.  Before long, he had managed to surround the rebels, at the corner of Nagata-machi, in Tokyo.  After two days of encirclement, the rebellion was crushed.


The predicament of the rebel soldiers Eun later admitted to Chu Kaku Noguchi, author of Eun’s biography (Flowers of the Secret Garden), somehow reminded him of the tragic impotence of his native Korea, “Land of Morning Calm.”  “Will the intent of my imperial father ever be realized?” he wondered. 


I went to the Kanda school, as usual, on the day of the outbreak.  Most Japanese appeared to be completely ignorant of what had transpired the previous night.  Four hundred men had captured the Japanese empire.  They took over the air fields, the railroads, and the bus lines.  They cut the telephone cables in Tokyo and Dairen to all parts of the world.  Jingoes seized the newspaper offices, simply overturning the fonts of type on the floors.  And there was that gory business of the “hit lists.”


At all important buildings, soldiers stood guard with bayoneted rifles..  Everywhere the air was tense.  But we missionaries went through our appointed exercises at the language school, without any undue molestation.


Two days later, the rebellion was history.  However, let no one tell you that history does not repeat.  History is replete with repeats.


I once saw Prince Eun on a street, in Tokyo, although it was not my good fortune to meet him.  It was a happy occasion when I met his son, Prince Kyu, at a friend’s home, in New York City.  Kyu was then a student at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology.  His father, in spite of monumental griefs, remained a courageous man.  To be sure, the smart-alecs put him down as a cowardly cooperator with the Japanese.  When one is in a cage, he is capable of doing nothing in the world outside.  If you would know how brave some of the said smart-alecs were in wartime concentration camps, read Bilibid Prison  by Bud Fueur.  His hero, Colonel Hayes, related many a case of army officers selling out their buddies for cheap favors from the Japanese guards.


Prince Eun was quoted as saying to his noble wife, Princess Masako, after their return from Europe:  Let us live now as human beings.”  I, at a later date, would associate that experience of the Korean price with what a Japanese Admiral said to me, at the outset of the Pacific War:  “Now we part as human beings….”


Prince Eun had seen it all.  He had found no lasting city in the Shinto nd Buddhism of Japan.  During his last illness, witness to the devoted, self-sacrificing endeavors of the unpaid nuns, in the Catholic hospital, at Seoul, he went over to the side of Lord Jesus.  He was baptized “Joseph.”  Years later, his precious wife would follow him into the Christian fold.  Asked for her baptismal name, she said:  “Call me Mary for Jesus, and call me Joseph for my lamented husband—Mary Joseph Masaka.:”


If ever there was a love that transcended national, political, and cultural differences, Masako was blessed with it.


During my nine years in Japan, I witnessed only one outburst of terrorism, namely, the February 1936 overt attempt to take the empire by storm.

Terror in Tokyo


During my nine years in Japan, I witnessed only one outburst of terrorism, namely, the February 1936 attempt to take the empire by storm.  Doubtless, the police in most places employed terrorist tactics against suspected lawbreakers.  In Korea, under Japanese rule, it was standard practice.  In fact, Koreans told me that as many as one out of twenty people were horsewhipped by police.  I heard a story about a boy and a girl, both teenagers, who were obscenely tortured by police.  


In both countries, the police, especially the Kempeitai, the military police, were a law to themselves.  Individual officers were allowed pretty much as they pleased to conduct the examinations, even resorting to torture in cases of suspected violations of law, not to mention certified criminals.


However, these gulags, large and small, were methodically managed with Oriental finesse.  The Japanese people knew little or nothing about what went on, just as  many Germans were unacquainted with Nazi atrocities committed in their gulags. Those who suspected or knew about brutalities simply accepted the procedures as a sort of law of the land, a situation beyond their control.


Terror, if not the law of the land, is widely employed nowadays as official policy to suppress the people.  Throughout Africa, Indo-China, China proper, North Korea, most of the Near East countries, including Egypt, Syria-dominated Lebanon and Israel, the Soviet empire and Central and South America, police, the armed forces and openly terrorist agencies commit heinous crimes against the masses.


In Israel, a nation that eternally bemoans injustices imposed on Jews, the Kach hooligans of the late Rabbi Meir Kahane persuasion ran rife against the Arabs.  The people of Galilee can not easily forget the daily shelling of their villages by terrorist groups.  The inflamed fanatics (to quote Prime Minister Shamir, in a different context), like Kahane want to force the exodus of the residents of those areas, similar to the earlier evacuation by thousands who fled the Katyusha shellings.


In Israel, however, voices are raised, from time to time, against these terrorist conspiracies.  Justice Minister Dan Meridor, for example, told the Knesset that suppressive actions against Arab businesses in Jerusalem were “reminiscent of the ugliest period of Jewish history.”  The Jerusalem Post further quoted him as calling these atrocious actions “a phenomenon which must be cut out at the root.”


Israel has been eloquent in its protestations that Egypt and the United States have neglected their agreement, as signatories of the Camp David accords, to normalize relations.  However that may be, neither Egypt nor the United States can be held responsible for Israeli terrorist harassment of the Arabs in Jerusalem, Galilee, and elsewhere in Palestine.


As long as voices are raised in behalf of justice, peace and sanity, there is a distant hope. Meridor, Solzhenitzen, Gorbachev, Ngo Dinh-Diem of South Vietnam, Chuhei Matsuo of Japan, Father Jerzy Popieluszco of Poland, the Catholic Bishops of China, and others are beacon lights toward which the oppressed of every nation gaze in hope.


Prior to World War II, the Japanese people had a moral and patriotic ethos in Shinto observances, governed by the military.  Gorin no Michi (Way of Five Relationships) acted as a sort of national religion.  One of the United States’ greatest mistakes in reforming a defeated Japan was the too rapid dissolution of the moral and ethical system that undergirded Japanese life.


In our country today, hardly any semblance of the Founding Fathers’ moral and ethical principles remains operative in American policy and jurisprudence.  So the threat is from within, rather than from without.


Fifty-three percent of Americans, states a survey taken in 1988, think the Soviet Union is an “evil empire” that threatens our moral and religious values.  It does, indeed.  But I feel that we are more threatened at home by the many immoral and anti-religious fronts that avail themselves of every imaginable ploy to undermine our spiritual values.  Against this, we have no salutary national influence.

Before I had a church in Otsu, I organized a study club.  We met weekly at the “haunted house,” at that time our first center house, on the shore of beautiful Lake Biwa.  I had attracted a small group of curious listeners, most of them women.  The subject of our study was the Japanese moral law called Gorin no michi (The ___ Run Way).  I was trying to bring out one shortcoming: man’s relationship to the Creator.  The traditional five relationships were all earthbound.  They were an honorable guide to the natural moral and ethical life.  But God had been left out of the equation.  The Christian religion, I explained, was concerned with a sixth relationship, man’s relationship with God.


When I concluded, before my small audience could react, this gentleman rose to his feet and in thunderous tones asserted the complete satisfaction of Japanese with the Gorin no michi.  “I ask for a proper understanding of our traditional lifestyle,” he said.  The poor little group was cowed and left, after he strode out of the room, in embarrassed silence.  I did not recognize him as a member of the Diet.


Our small, astounded audience somehow concluded I was in the wrong.  I bowed politely when he finished, although I understood little of his diatribe.  After he stalked out, we chastened ones sipped our green tea in silence.  The Japanese then bowed out.  I had the distinct feeling that I would not see them again.


Weeks later, on the tram, I sat down beside a man who turned out to be the unbidden orator at our study club session.  “Your church,” he began, “assumes an understanding attitude toward Japan.  But your country?  Not so.”  As a loyal Yankee, I was nettled.  I replied that it takes great countries longer to work out problems than small churches.  This may have mollified him.  Perhaps, he needed time to ruminate.

I could see that the hatred for America was there, deep-rooted.  I was aware that anti-Japanese discriminations in California had fanned the fire.  There was, too, the mounting opposition of the United States to the depredations of the militarists, in China.  We American missioners, at the outset of our apostolate, were between the devil and the deep blue sea, a situation which was worse than being between a rock and  hard place.  Between Scylla and Charybdis would be a more appropriate description of our predicament.  History does repeat itself.  In earlier times, Portugal and Spain obstructed the work of the missionaries, in Japan.  Now, it was another country, my own.  We resolved to make the best of a bad bargain.  What else could we do?


After the demise of our study club, I had a consoling experience.  A smiling non-Catholic lady, a Mrs. Toyo Uchida, appeared on the scene.  She recounted an amazing story of her grandfather’s conversion to the Catholic Faith, when we gathered after Sunday Mass to sip green tea.  The tale ran like this:



Grandfather had a great dislike for all preachers of religion.  In



his eyes, they were merely hypocrites.  There was not a bonze



or Shinto priest in Shiga County whom he had not bearded in



the sanctuary.



One day he challenged a Shinto priest who had just reminded his



congregation that “Mr. God” reposed within the tabernacle of his



shrine.  “I dare you, sir!” roared Grandfather, “to open yon holy



house in proof of your statement that Mr. God resides there.”



The pagan priest was enraged by this irreverent request.  He flung



open the tabernacle door—and exposed to his own horrified gaze



and that of his congregation a monstrous serpent, coiled up in that



woodland shrine.



This was too much for Grandfather.  Over the hills to Kyoto, he



stamped in a smoldering rage, eager to sample the wares of the



foreign missioner in the Lord of Heaven Church.



Famous Father Villion was absent when Grandfather arrived at



the rectory.  The housekeeper—Mrs. Middle Ricefield, her name



was—offered Grandfather a chair, bidding him hang his hips.



You know, Spiritual Father, that is what sitting on a foreign chair



looks like to us—hanging the hips.



Well, it wasn’t long before the old chair collapsed under Grandfather’s



weight.  In a heap on the floor, he surveyed the offending piece of



furniture, remarking in disgust how its shaky legs had been wired



together.  Grandfather stormed, “What kind of person can this



foreigner be, in whose house I find such junk?



The priest’s faithful housekeeper was indignant.  “The Spiritual Father



is a poor man!  The little money he receives from his native France, he 



spends on poor Japanese people.  He can’t afford fine furniture!



besides, sir, what has fine furniture to do with religion?”



Soon Father Villion returned, and Grandfather was not long in 



discovering the mettle of that Spiritual Father.  Grandfather went



home a Christian.  In his forthright way, he immediately carried



the family shrine into the street and set it on fire, in full view of



our horrified neighbors.  Grandfather was a terror!


I asked Mrs. Uchida if she was a Catholic.  She said no.  Since the French missioners discontinued preaching in the Square, Grandfather had grown too old and too sick to attend Mass in Kyoto.  So her family lost sight of the Church.  But now, she wished to join the church of her grandfather.


We went through the catechism together.  She wanted to know everything.  Nothing was too obtuse for her.  We met twice a week for study.  When we came to the subject of usury, Toyo had a problem.  She lived as a money-lender.  Such folks were as popular in Japan as the Tax Collectors, in Jesus’ time.  But it was too late now to change.  If she failed to support herself, she might well die on the street.  Toyo was too independent for such a fate.


“How much do you take as interest?” I inquired. 

“Well,” she said.  “The going rate is 26 percent.”


“Phew!” I exclaimed.  “Isn’t that a little high?  Could you manage to take less?”


“How much less, Spiritual Father?” she inquired.  


“Say, something around fifteen percent?”  That, I thought, would put her in the respectable class with American money-gougers.  Toyo agreed.  Nothing was going to keep that aging lady out of her grandfather’s heaven.  I could not help thinking about what Jesus said: “They will come from the East and the West, and sit down in Abraham’s kingdom….”


Toyo was baptized Anna, at her own election.  And Anna eloquently championed me and my church, during those third-degree sessions, at the local police station, when the war broke out.  As if that were not enough, she took clothing, kitchen pots and pans, and moved into the basement of the vacant church to protect it from vandalism.  During those years, she went through the agony of harassment and broken windows by the militarized hooligans.  But she lived to witness the “New Dawn” in Japan, at the end of war, and she never ceased asking when I would return to Japan.


When war broke out, many of my parishioners  were jailed and grilled in an effort to force them to accuse me of spying.  They had forced my housekeeper to report on me weekly, and they had slipped into my church to hear my Sunday sermons.  Apparently, they were unable to convict me of anything treasonable against Japan.



In the séances in the local police station, I heard via the wireless, some of the testimony of Mrs. Uchida.  She managed to break down the accusations of the police   against me.


“Don’t you know, Ancient One, that this man is an enemy of our Nippon—a spy7”


“I am sorry to be rude, sir,” answered old Anna, “but I know nothing of the kind.”


“He is an American.  I repeat: an American!”


“I never adverted to that fact, sir.  I know him only as a man of God.”


The detectives took another tack:  “But surely you know, madam, that your Catholic church was built with American money.  Everything in it came from America!”


Old Anna listened patiently, her withered hands crossed in her wide kimono sleeves.  Her voice was unruffled as she replied, a little quizzically:  “I dare say, sir, that the God in our Church of St. Mary’s of the Lake didn’t come from America.  The God of Christians is not like the kami of Japan.  He is not the God of any single nation.  It is not true, therefore, to say that we Christians worship an American God.  Heaven’s Lord is God of all mankind, sir.”


All around her, hostile eyes glinted angrily.  Then the senior officer, clearly worsted by the silken flow of old Anna’s eloquence, irritably motioned her out into the night.  And the night was no longer dark, for Anna had been privileged to play the role of a confessor of the Faith.


There was something about Mrs. Uchida that reminded me of Gratia Hosokawa.  There was the same modest demeanor, the adherence to lofty principle, the willingness to sacrifice self for the cause.


Justo Takayama, one of Japan’s outstanding confessors of the Faith, had married Gratia Hosokawa, the ideal of samurai wifehood and motherhood.

Justo Takayama was the son of a great lord who had been converted to Christianity by blind Brother Lawrence, the Japanese minstrel who had been won to the Faith by no other than Saint Francis Xavier himself.  Takayama was a zealous Catholic in every sense of the word.  Not only did he promote the spread of the Christian doctrine in his own domains, but he was the guiding spirit in the conversion of several other prominent lords.


A good soldier as well as a good Christian, he was proficient enough in the art of war to be appointed a general by Hideyoshi, Japan’s greatest military genius.  When, however, Takayama returned from the campaign in Korea, he met with the basest ingratitude: suspected of trafficking with foreigners, he was dispossessed of his ancestral estates and exiled to the Philippines.  At the price of apostacy, Takayama could have returned to his native land; but for the sake of justice, this Japanese Catholic preferred to die in exile.


Gratia  Hosokawa was a true daughter of the samurai.  The only time she ever seriously transgressed the strict requirements of the “Great Teaching for Women” (the essence of which was sweet obedience) was when she was baptized without her husband’s permission.  On that account she was shamefully mistreated, until at length her husband recognized her virtues and then agreed to the baptism of their children.


Later Hosokawa found himself on the losing side in the shogun’s struggle for supremacy, and not wishing his faithful spouse to fall into the hands of his enemy, he requested a trusted servitor to behead her.


In the midst of their blazing mansion, Gratia gathered her children about her and led them to a last prayer before the crucifix.  Then this gentle Christian bowed her head to the thrust of the samurai blade.


The story of Lady Hosokawa has been dramatized.  The climactic scene, in which for her husband’s sake she is obedient even unto death, never fails to impress profoundly any Japanese audience.


To safeguard the new church which she loved, when I was arrested and removed from Otsu city, Anna Toyo Uchida, my first convert, moved into the basement of the church.  The police had not possessed the building at tht time.


Anna Uchida rightfully thought that as long as the building was occupied, it would remain safe from burglary and invasion.  When, finally, the police possessed the church proper, there was no necessity for Mrs. Uchida’s vigilance.


However, the great little lady wished to monitor the very police.  So she continued to live in the basement of the church.  She was there after Japan’s surrender and the return of the missionaries.


Every morning Anna Toyo Uchida attended Holy Mass.  One morning, this confessor of the Faith dropped dead, in the stairway to the basement. Requiescat in pace!


I had been assigned to found a mission at Otsu, the capital city of Shiga prefecture.    Otsu, a city of 40,000 people, was situated along the shore of beautiful Lake Biwa, renowned in song and story.  Thirty-five years before my arrival, a French priest from nearby Kyoto used to come to Otsu, where he preached on the streets.  Otherwise, the silence had been deep for many years.  There had been no presence in that part of the country since the days of St. Francis Xavier.  His colleagues had founded a well-developed center with church and seminary, at Azuchi, a town distant by railroad about an hour from Otsu.


I went to see the site of my great, saintly predecessor’s labors.  I spoke to people, inquiring about “Daius” (Deus), about Tenshu, the Lord of Heaven’s church, and so on.  They looked at me in surprise.  Most had never heard of this facet of their town’s history.  Finally, someone pointed to a rice field, below the elevation on which we were standing.  I saw a farmer planting rice in the paddy.  Down I went.  I called out to him:  “Would you know where Daius might be?”


He straightened up, broke out into a goodnatured laugh, and said:  “Daius?  It is right here, in my rice paddy.”


I returned home chagrined and saddened.  I thought of Gray’s Elegy, written on a different occasion:  “The paths of glory….”  As Jesus had prophesied of old Jerusalem, not a stone remained upon a stone of that once-flourishing witness to the One, True God, in feudal Japan.  Even the name “Daius” was not suggestive.  Why did the ancients call it “Daius” instead of “Deus?”  Was it out of mockery they named it Daius,” meaning “Big Lie”?  


I succeeded in renting a long, rather narrow two-story building with windows along both sides, which I judged appropriate for a chapel.  It needed some minor renovations.  Formerly, I was told, the building had been used as a bakery.  Adjoining it was a small, two-story building which served as my home.  There were a few Catholics in Otsu.  They had been parishioners of St. Francis Xavier Church, in Kyoto.  I was overjoyed to have these fine people as charter members of my parish.  Yet I yearned to establish connection with someone from the days of the French missioner.  In the baptismal registry of the Kyoto parish, I found name and date of the baptism of the youngest baby, in Otsu.  I resolved to search for him.


My quest developed into quite a search, extending over a year.  Door after door was gently closed against me.  However, one autumn day, I knocked at the door of a 

Mr. M.  He kindly invited me into his home.  He told me that he had heard, years ago, about the Catholic Church.  But it was only a tale soon to be forgotten.  Some of his relatives must have been Catholic, he said.  He showed me a sort of carousel.  Opening one tiny door, he pointed to the sitting Buddha. Behind a second tiny door, there was a crucifix.  It was in his family, he said, since his grandparents’ day.  In 1988, no one less than Soviet leader Mikhail Gorbachev, at a meeting of high officials of the Russian Orthodox church led by Patriarch Pimen, revealed that his grandparents hid icons behind portraits of Lenin and Stalin, in the family home.


I asked Mrs. M. (Motoyama) if any of the old Catholics of Otsu were left.  “Yes,” he said.  “My father lives a few blocks up the street.  I am sure he would be happy to see you.”


Mr. M. was a grand, old gentleman.  God cast him in the heroic mould.  He stood six feet high.  I asked his age.  Proudly, he announced:  “One hundred and four.”  Did he remember the French missionary from Kyoto?  Indeed, he did.  That is how he became a Catholic.


When I apprised Mr. M. of the new Catholic church, not far from his home, he spryly replied:  “I’ll be there for Sunday Mass!”  I inquired if he would have difficulty in walking that distance.  “Not with this,” he smiled, as he brought his enormous cane down on the straw-matted floor.  His cane resembled a shillelagh, with a sizable head.


I noticed the fur piece around the old gentleman’s neck.  Four pendants that looked for all the world like legs protruded from the brown furry muffler.  “Oh, that?” he inquired, as if to answer the question in my eyes.  “It’s the old cat.  It never caught any mice.  So I put it to better use.”


The following Sunday, Mr. M., as good as his word, appeared at the church, cane and all.  When I came to the altar rail to give the sermon, I was quick to introduce Mr. M. to the small congregation.  He turned and bowed to all.  “Arigato gozaimashita.” (I’m very pleased.”  Then, hardly pausing for breath, “Friends, gather around, and I will give you the secret of a long life.”  Gently, I distracted him.  I mentioned that I did the speaking upstairs.  He could speak downstairs, having his favorite tea.  That seemed fair enough to him.  So we got on with the Mass.


Outside the church, Mr. M. agreed to pose for a picture.  I asked him to hold the hand of a little girl, four years old, the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Peter Ikeda, my staunchest allies in this new venture.  “How do you explain it, Mr. M?” many asked him.


“Well, that is what I was going to tell you, upstairs in the church.  My secret of old age?  Green tea and red pine-needle broth.”


Well, I did not know then the virtues of green tea.  But I later learned, in the concentration camp, that red pine needles were loaded with Vitamin C.


I could not easily forget Mr. Motogama’s son and his carousel, his revolving shrines of little icons.  I remembered the Russian people’s attachment to their religious images and paintings.


In connection with the celebration of the millennium of Russian Christianity, one could not fail to recognize the personal and intimate relationship that characterizes the Orthodox Chrsitians with their ikons, in church and at home.  “For the Orthodox,” observed Laurel Gasque, writing in The Christian Century (June 8-15, 1988), ikons are an integral experience uniting liturgy with life….Those of us who merely ‘View our religious art may well envy the Orthodox their freedom to acknowledge through such intimate acts as touching and kissing the icon that eternal truth evokes a response in the present.”


All this may be true of Roman Catholicism until, following Vatican Council II, the Protestantizing element ran riot in the Catholic Church, downgrading traditional practices of devotion.  One need only notice the amateurish banners that have replaced the fine statuary and paintings once so prominent in Catholic churches.  Thank God, the Latin church has not been able to force the passing preferences of its unstable members on the Eastern churches.


One day, during my West Virginia ministry, I went to a priests’ conference, in a nearby city.  I arrived on the scene with another priest, quite early for the conference.  So we decided to attend a parish Mass.


To the displeasure of both my companion and myself, the church had suffered at the hands of the “new breed” clergy.  Except for one or two statues, the others had disappeared, with all of the fine art of the Way of the Cross.  Under the two images appeared, however, a trashy banner.


While waiting the celebrant of the Mass, I replaced the banner nearest me, upside down, wondering if it would make a difference.  The celebrant passed the statue on his way to the Sacristy.  Suddenly, he stopped, and hurried back to the banner.  For a moment, he studied it; then restored it to the former position.


My companion struggled to control his chuckles.  There was nothing “new breed” about him.  And nothing traditional about clergy who demean our Catholic icons and fine art.


For years, I had been subject to pneumonia.  My physician advised me to spend a month in Florida lest I contract the disease.  One year, on my return to West Virginia, I stopped to consult someone at the diocesan seminary.


I was horrified to discover the statue of the Blessed Mother outside the chapel, on a pedestal that for all the world resembled the Stone Henge shrine, in England, a clump of prehistoric monoliths on Salisbury Plain.


Blessed Mary was enshrined between the double doors of the chapel, like a Portress guarding both entrances.  If it were not love of the Blessed Mother that inspired me, I do not understand what urged me.  However, I lifted the image off her pedestal, and carried her, full five feet of her, into the chapel.  There I ensconced her on the Presiding Celebrant’s throne, behind the altar.


I joined the community at breakfast.  Someone of the “new breed” persuasion had discovered the Lady back in the chapel.  Immediately, he exiled her to the Stone-Henge pedestal, between the chapel doors.  He must have reported the bodacious tale before I joined the Brethren, in the dining room.


Several priests inquired what I thought about the Blessed Mother’s transfer.  I simply stated that it might be miraculous—“Species Miraculi,” you know.  My suggestion was greeted with smiles.


In the Greek Orthodox church, dishonoring relics could warrant suspension of the clergy


According to tradition, the Ark of the Covenant housing the Ten Commandments was taken from Jerusalem, during the Persian invasion of 587 B.C., to ________ in Ethiopia.  But in the ninth century, for better safety, the Ark was taken to __________, an island on Kake Ziway, the home of 500 monks.


There, at Debra Zion they built a church for the Covenant, and reportedly maintained it for a thousand years.


In the church of Debra Zion, behind sliding curtains, was the Holy of Holies.  On the altar, a small framed painting of the Last Supper reminded priest and congregation of the significance of the liturgy.  Also, in the altar was a silver cross, a gilded chalice and ciborium.


In the background was a prominent painting of the child Jesus in the arms of his mother, Mary, against a blue sky.  These ancient Ethiopian Christians love their icons, precious keepsakes reminding them vividly of their ancestral belief.  (One Magazine, Catholic Near East Association, N.Y. First Avenue, January 2005).  


Some Protestant, in the spirit of John Calvin (Jean Cauvin), have excoriated Roman Catholicism for their love of religion statuary.  They even accuse us of idol-worship.


If one were to judge by the photographs and trinkets in the mantelpiece, in these homes, he would think they were guilty of the same idol-worship.  To them, those things are just momentos.  Why not for Catholics?  In them, these portraits and sculptures are reminders of God, His Angels and Saints, Jesus, His Mother Mary and Fosterfather, St. Joseph.


John Calvin was nasty especially in his denunciations of the Holy Shroud of Turin, the burial garb of Jesus, left in his tomb, after His resurrection.  Like Martin Luther, Calvin pontificated that we are saved  by faith alone, whereas the book of Apostle James specifies that faith without works is dead.


With or without icons, few get to Heaven, unless they are predestined, said Calvin, as if he held the key to salvation.


One day, a little girl came to the church hall with a puppy in her arms.  It was an English setter, with long legs that distracted me from the body.  She said it was Papa’s dog.  Thinking she was sent to interest me in the dog, I offered her ten yen.


Off she sped home—and sped back.  Sure, Papa would sell me the dog.  With the ten yen in her pocket, she ran home, and I was left with Maru in my arms.  He cried all night, in the dark.


It did not take long to walk.  Maru’s long legs were meant for walking and running.  I had a kennel for him on the roof.  When he barked at passersby, they just stood there, gawking at the roof, in disbelief.  Dog on roof?  Incredible.`


Actually, neither I nor Maru was so singular.  On the roof of a prominent building in Kyoto, there was a small shrine dedicated to the fox-god.


Maru needed no training when nature called.  Into the house he came, ran downstairs and with his nose slid open the door.  Some folks didn’t like Maru—nor me.  The dog warden was waiting for Maru, early one morning.  He took him to the police station.  They released him to me with various subtle warnings.


One morning, I followed Maru.  Apparently, he had made the rounds of the neighborhood.  When he returned to the door, the warden was waiting for him.  So was I.  Maru saw the wire hook in the warden’s hands.  I roared at Maru to enter, while I stood between him and the hook.  Like greased lightning, Maru darted into the house.


The warden turned away, unhappy.  


My dog, Maru, an English setter, never had a foreign upbringing.  So there was no point in talking English to him.  In his own element, however, Maru was a right-smart animal.  I taught him to bark up to five times.  “Wan!” I would say (Japanese dogs never say “Wuff!”) and Maru would bark once.  And so on, up to five: five “wans” would bring five barks.  Man’s best friend, wherever you go.


There was something endearing about Maru.  Archbishop Paul Marella, the Papal Delegate in Tokyo, on a visit to our home, in Omori, looked at this foreign-looking pooch, and said kindly:  “Poverello” (poor little guy).  Maru was a real, understanding friend from the outset.  He never evinced any dislike for my foreign scent.  He was of English descent.  So was I.  We hit it off, from the beginning.


Late one night, Maru barked.  Some drunk was out on the street, in front of my chapel, singing at the top of his baritone voice:  Ten ni Mashimasu” (Who art in Heaven), the first words of the Japanese Our Father, the Lord’s Prayer.  That tickled me.  Somewhere he had connected my church with the Celestial Father.  Just what I wished.  I would preach with greater fervor, now.


A few years later, Maru developed a case of filariasis.  Worms of a sort transmitted by mosquitoes live in the blood of animals, causing swelling of the lower extremities and other parts of the body.  Rumor had it that the worm resides in the heart.


For a while, I wrapped the large capsules in meat.  But not for long.  In the poor fellow’s eyes I could read the reaction:  “That was a dirty trick you pulled on me.”


Well, I took Maru to a veterinarian, in Kyoto.  When, a week later, I returned for Maru, I hardly recognized him.  He looked starved.  If they got the worms out of him, they almost got poor Maru out of his skin.  He was bleeding from the rectum.


He was in no condition to board the trolley car back to Otsu.  So we set out, on shank’s mare, mile after mile.  A roll of toilet paper in my hand, I stopped along the road while I serviced the poor animal.  It must have been a sight for Oriental eyes: a foreigner dressed to kill, Roman collar and all, stooping to service a bleeding animal, a strange breed of dog.


Maru survived that ordeal.  But it was not the last.  I had to leave town for a day or two.  So I left Maru at the Center House, in Karasaki.  When I returned, I found Maru choking, in the entry.  They told me that he had eaten a bit of chicken, that a bone must have lodged in his throat.


I ran out to the road and hailed a chance taxi.  The driver thought there was a vet in a nearby town.  So I bundled Maru in a blanket and seated myself in the car, holding Maru between my legs.  He was frothing at the mouth.  The terrified driver would steal a glance at the dog now and then, making sure he was at a distance, in the back seat.  


The driver inquired in the first town if there was a “dog doctor” there.  No, but there was on in the Temple, in the next town.  It was dark when we arrived there.  We found the Temple.  The ponderous oak gates were closed.  


So the driver kept banging on the doors, while calling out loudly: “Is there a dog doctor in this honorable Temple?”


After a while, a little old lady parted a door and peeped out.  Was the dog doctor in?  Yes, but he was already in bed.  She let us in, and went to rouse her son.  He was an obliging gentleman.  Robbing sleep from his eyes, he looked at the frothing animal in the blanket, in my arms.  Then he apologized.  “I am a cow doctor,” he said.  I fairly begged him to help Maru.  He brought out a sort of prod, two feet long, fit for a cow’s throat.


We dislodged the chicken bone.  While I still held Maru, in a tight embrace, the doctor rubbed salve on his throat.  It must have been made for cows, because Maru dropped to the ground, and slid along the cool earth, out the door.  The kind vet would take no money for his services.  Perhaps, he was a Buddhist bonze practicing his religion.


Outside the Temple precinct, Maru sat quietly, breathing the cool nighttime air.  In dog language, he seemed to say: “Thank you all!”


After the attack on Pearl Harbor, I was interned in my home.  But I got word to a local vet, asking him to put my precious Maru to sleep.  Word got out that the Japanese military in Manchuria were putting dogs to death for their fur.  I felt no one would want a big dog like Maru, because the Japanese were already feeling the effects of wartime routines.


The veterinarian apologized for his drug.  He had to dilute it to make it last.  He inserted his needle in the scruff of Maru’s neck, and the pal of my exile simply lay down on the grass, yawned, and left me to the uncertainties of war.

Owing to my many occupations and preoccupations during the early months of my ministry in the new Maryknoll mission in Otsu, my locks had grown bushy.  So I betook me to a local Japanese barbershop.  Atama wo Katte (cutting the hair), they said.  After cutting, came the washing.  In the process, the barber inquired about my religion.  The more I expatiated on the doctrine, the more vigorously he massaged my head.  I’ll probably end up (end down) in a Japanese bath tub, I said to myself.  Getting a hair cut seemed to be a sort of ritual, in stages.


I suspected this fellow was enjoying himself to the huge delight of the onlookers in the barbershop.  He went at it so vigorously that I could not help thinking about the implications of atama wo catte (cutting the head), emphasis on the “cutting.”  Was this fellow going to take my head off?  I knew I was not going to make a Christian out of him.  He was too headstrong.  But, perhaps, my mention of a Creator-God was not lost on him.


“Thank you kindly, sir,” I said.  “Here is your yen.”  I was glad to escape with my life.


Baldness is a seldom-failing reference, in jovial introductions.  “Friends (hageta kate to hagete inai katagata): bald and not bald, etc.”  Is it possible that some shampoos scare the hair away?  Hair today and gone tomorrow?  I do understand the wisdom of massaging the scalp.  But scalping the client is a bit too much of a good thing.  And I gather that there is no such thing as osmosis of religion.


One day, I met a man, a very educated Japanese who was fluent in English.  He understood that the Pope had made a statement concerning the techniques of “planned parenthood.”  The Pope said that marital sex for sheer pleasure, entirely divorced from procreation, was morally wrong.  This Japanese man observed:  “Somehow I always thought that was wrong.  But I had no objective criterion to guide me.”
In his home, he had two angel statuettes hanging on the walls, in strategic zones.  The tiny angels had a finger raised in warning.  “The last shall be first,” said Jesus, in another warning.

I had come to teach these people.  From some of them I was learning.  That good man was not a Catholic.  But, as the Bible says:  “The Spirit breathes as He wills.”

One fine summer evening, I awoke with a start.  In my mosquito net, a few inches from my face, a long, nasty snake was trying to tell me it did not like foreigners.  It was at least six feet long.  It must have fallen through the loosely paneled ceiling, belly full of plump mice which it had charmed.  Those snakes were charmers.  I actually saw one, in our garden at Omori, charm a bird out of a tree.  Well, it was not going to be permitted to charm this Yankee.  His ancestors had jousted with all sorts of reptiles, in colonial days.  But the trick was for me to sneak out of the mosquito net without bringing the serpent down on me.

I gingerly tugged at the net, pulling it from under the mattress.  Then, one eye one the snake, I edged out of bed.  I went for a broom.  When, however, I returned to the scene of my anguish, the horror was gone.  From that time on, I knew I would never be alone in that house again.

Months later, according to custom, I walked through the narrow passageway from rectory to chapel.  It was the last thing I did every night: open the door, at the end of that narrow corridor, and look into the chapel to see if the Blessed Sacrament was all right.  There was an electric bulb at the far end of the passage.  I had to walk in the dark until I reached that bulb.

This night, I did as every night.  I turned out the bulb, after checking the altar, and returned to the rectory, in the dark.  Something cold and clammy swept over the bald spot on my head.  Back in my lighted room, I wondered what had brushed me.  I became a little fearful.  Then, I grew angry at myself.  “A coward, aren’t you?”  “No siree.  Not this Yankee living in the land of the samurai.”  I stood at the lighted door of the rectory, gazing intently down the passageway.  There it was, the hebi, the serpent, hanging two feet from the ceiling.  That was what had brushed my head in the dark.

Where was the rest of the creature?  Where was his head?  I concluded it must be up in the ceiling.  I knew I had to get it out of the house, this time.  Suddenly, I sensed motion coming from the mullion of the rectory door, to the left of my face.  There it was, waving its mean stinger at me, only inches away.  I quietly closed the door, and went downstairs for a broom.  When I returned, the serpent was still there, attracted by the light in my room.  Let me see now, I said to myself, plotting my strategy.  Yes, I would back the monster up until it followed its tail, down into a box conveniently placed there.  I poked at the serpent’s head with the broom.  The strategy worked.  At each poke, it drew back from the broom.  Eventually, it dropped into my box.

I popped a cover on the box.  But the board was too narrow to cover the box.  The snake kept popping its head out of the box, and I kept giving it a thewy whack with the broom, each time it raised its ugly head.  Now my strategy called for tying the cover on the box so that I could carry the serpent downstairs.  I had not been able to find a rope.  All I had was a piece of chain.  The chain would not knot.  It was too loose, but it would have to do.  I pushed the broom handle through the chain, and the continuously dangling box I carried downstairs.  I planned to release the snake, out on the street, at a distance from the rectory.  I stumbled in the cark.  Over went the box.  The cover fell off.  The snake, the same one that had anguished me on my mosquito net, slithered like greased lightning into the ditch, at the side of the road.  I prayed it would not come up in someone’s commode.

I had heard about such an incident.  A woman came screaming out of her house, complaining that there was a snake in her toilet bowl.  An obliging fellow volunteered to handle the situation.  He dug a hole outside the house where he expected to find the sewer line.  He did.  As he probed the piping, he discovered that some sort of vine had entered the line.  Seeking the light, the vine had made its way to the woman’s toilet.  There it was, waving its head, in the water.  There would be no peace in that home until the man pulled the long vine from the conduit.

Snakes, in that part of Japan at least, were known to clamber up sides of houses, and settle beneath the roof, over the ceiling.  There they would charm the mice.  When the snakes grew heavy with the mice, frequently they fell between the ceiling panels into the room below.  Perhaps, the Japanese preferred the snakes to the mice.  But I doubt it.  Occasionally, a family would release a young terrier in the attic space, and everyone would roar with laughter as that little guy ran across the ceilings in pursuit of whatnot.

I am back again, on that hill, in Fitchburg.  Out of the blueberry patch comes that hoop snake, black and round like an automobile tire, rolling down the hill.


Yes, I am back again, in the orchard of my home, with the fruit trees and the flowers—and the visitant snake, in the grape arbor.

Twenty years later, I was in West Virginia.


I was in the process of extending the parish school.  A company had donated a steel girder for the operation.  It had long lain overgrown in a field.  With a parishioner, I set out to find the girder.  We located it.  When we tried to lift it, we uncovered a nest of snakes, real rattlers.  I always thought that snakes would retreat at the sound of humans.  It may have been the mama-snake, because it charged us, literally pursued us for several feet.  We took to our heels, leaving the snakes in possession of our girder.
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