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Chapter 6

Otsu (Great Port) Episode 1937-1939

The Mystery of Amelia Earhart


The statement made by the Marshall Islands Philatelic Bureau that Amelia Earhart and her navigator, Fred N oonan, were captured by the Japanese in the Mili Atoll and taken to Saipan “never to be heard from again” was in egregious error.


It is true that both aviators were taken from the crash site to Saipan, and that Fred N oonan, the navigator, “was never to be heard from again.”  Apparently, the Japanese military executed him on the spot.


Why?  Probably, the military recognized the navigator as more important than the pilot.  After all, he directed her to the Marshall Islands.  He had the expertise of an accomplished spy.  As for Earhart, they could take care of her later.


N oonan’s remains must have been cremated.  Cremation is the best way to destroy the evidence.  No one has ever been able to trace Fred N oonan for me.


Earhart, however, did not die in Saipan.  It is true that the Electra, Earhart’s plane, crash landed near the Miti Atoll, in the Japanese mandated territory of the Marshall Islands, on July 2, 1937.  A pioneering pilot, she was on a historic, round-the-world flight with Fred Noonan, a celebrated navigator.

Noonan knew his way through those islands of Micronesia, especially from Hawaii.  He expertly planned their trip from Lae, in New Guinea, to Howland Island.  He had navigated the Electra faultlessly from Akyat, Rangoon, Singapore, Dandaeng, Laurabay, Koepang and Darwin to Calcutta, India, to Lae.  Off Howland, the U.S. Coast Guard cutter Itasca awaited his arrival.

Why, then, did the Electra veer off its course, completely avoiding Howland Island?  Surely, Fred Noonan never made the diversion voluntarily.  When the Electra alighted on the water, Amelia managed to broadcast SOS.  The Japanese vessel, the Koshu, heard her broadcasts.

Eventually, the Koshu saved and arrested both Earhart and N oonan, taking them with their plane to Saipan.  There N oonan almost immediately disappeared.  Being the more knowledgeable of the two, the Japanese executed him and cremated his remains.  My research with religious and Red Cross personnel in Saipan was never able to unearth information about unfortunate Fred Noonan.

Amelia Earhart, years later, probably would suffer the same fate in this country.  However, when finally I was interned in the Kobe, Japan, concentration camp in June 1941, we were preparing  for repatriation.  The day prior to our leave, someone abruptly whispered in my left ear, “A big American is coming to Japan today.”  In a flash he was gone before I could identify him.

From July 2 and 3, 1937, until June 1941, Amelia Earhart remained at Saipan.  Was she under arrest all that time?  When she arrived in Japan, she hardly was a prisoner of war because she was known to be flying the Electra, on a Japanese airfield.

During her later vagaries in Tokyo, no more mention is made of the Electra.  What became of it?


The Hilo (Hawaii) Tribune Herald for November 30, 1941, stated that Tokyo was desperate because negotiations had been in vain.  In spite of that warning, American Admiral Kimmel had neatly anchored six or eight battleships like the ribs on a washboard, at Pearl Harbor. 

In Japan, I was appalled, seeing in the newspaper the pictures of this incredible formation welcoming bombardment by the Japanese.

Again the question is raised:  Was Amelia Earhart involved in this intrigue in any way?  Perhaps the MacArthur Museum could shed light on the question.  However, the question that rankles me the most concerns the Hilo newspaper.  Who was it who issued that last, desperate warning?  Surely, it was someone who was close to the event.  Was he or she a member of the so-called John Doe Advocates, one of the small group of Catholic missionaries and Japanese peacemakers who tried to prevent the outbreak of the Pacific war?

Without answers to questions, the awful truth about the Pearl Harbor disaster is likely to die with that generation, with the death of the last angry man, angry with the little, acrid archive men who left us in the dark.

On July 3, the day after Amelia Earhart crash-landed her plane in the mandated islands, I was lost in Tokyo.  I was trying to locate Sophia Daigaku, the Catholic University.  For directions, I approached a small group of students wearing Keio University caps.  They were deep in discussion.


Actually, I joined the group without anyone’s notice.  I overheard someone cite that an American plane had landed in the “islands.”  What about the pilot?  It was a woman!  A woman?  What will become of her?  They probably will bring her here to Tokyo (Tokyo e tsurete kuyu desho).


Of course, the question remained.  Where was Amelia Earhart, and what was she doing in the “islands”?  The story was that she had been killed with Fred N oonan, her navigator.  Noonan had been executed by the Japanese.  But I knew that Amelia was alive.


Later, I learned that she did arrive in Japan; that her sister had reported to American authorities Amelia’s resort to Japanese citizenship.

During the disintegration of Japanese society in the months preceding the surrender, in 1945, Amelia Earhart was reported as playing the dual agent card.  She was able to broadcast to the nearby American submarines, filling them in on Japan’s military losses and the state of the country.

If this was true, apparently Amelia could hardly balance this patriotic spate against her other questionable activities.

All sorts of wild rumors have enshrouded Amelia while she was in Japan, and after she was secretly rescued, under an assumed name.  One such rumor had Cardinal Spellman fly to Japan and do the kind deed.

Surely the Cardinal did not enter Japan while that country was at war with us.  And certainly, the Japanese did not cooperate with him in the rescue and allow him to leave the country, scot-free, not to mention a worldwide silent press.

It never occurred after Japan’s surrender because all America would have been informed if the event occurred during the administration of Douglas MacArthur.

However, some of the Amelia Earhart “researchers,” with stodgy logic, subscribe to the legend that Cardinal Spellman actually liberated Amelia Earhart from the Imperial palace in 1945.  Others say the liberator was some other Catholic clergyman.  A Monsignor Murphy of Seton Hall University received special mention.

On July 12, 1982, Mike Seckman allegedly interviewed Abe Jacobs in a Soldiers and Sailors home.  Reportedly, Jacobs told Seckman that he was a prisoner of war from 1941 to 1944 in Japan.  He stated that he had been forced to work, as a prisoner, in coal mines in Tokyo.  Eventually, Jacobs ended up in a Tokyo hospital, where he could look down (conveniently) upon the imperial gardens.  Reportedly, Jacobs had scraped his genitals raw with sandpaper to give the impression of venereal disease.  For this the Japanese entered him in a hospital.

From his hospital window, Jacobs saw Amelia Earhart strolling with Emperor Hirohito.  She was a “white woman with brown hair,” said Jacobs.

I never saw Amelia Earhart with brown hair in any of her pictures.  Besides, there were other women in the palace.  Hirohito had a wife, the Empress.  He had a family and a staff there.


Jacobs also remembered Earhart’s flight from Lae (New Guinea) to Howland Island.  After she crash-landed in the Japanese mandated islands he knew nothing more, unless the tale that she had died or was killed in Saipan.


I lived nine years as a missionary in Japan, two years in Tokyo.  I never heard Japanese mention coal mines in that metropolis.  Personally, I never saw any building that looked down on the divine emperor’s palace.  Such a thing never would have been permitted in a country where people dared not mention the name Hirohito.


He was always “Ten no Sama” (The Honorable One from Heaven) or the scion of Ama Terasu O-Mi Kami (The Twice Honorable God Shining Down).


With no thanks to Abe Jacobs, I personally could conjure up Amelia Earhart at the Imperial Palace.  No one, as far as I know, has publicized the chaotic condition of pre-surrender Japan.


The military-jingoes had been beaten on every war front.  Their navy was gone.  The Japanese had lost control of their air space.  A few Maryknoll missionaries, allied with important Japanese, had developed a peacetime settlement of almost all outstanding problems between Japan and the United States.  When the committee was ready to go over the heads of the military to the emperor, their secret leaked out, and the Minister of War resigned, pulling down the Cabinet with him.  Japan was without a government.


In such a maelstrom of fear and confusion, I could imagine an uninformed emperor sending for Amelia Earhart just to “pick her brains.”  They kowtowed to him as emperor, but he was just a figurehead.


Be assured, however, that no Cardinal Spellman, Msgr. Murphy, or any other Catholic priest was aboard the “Mighty Mo” streaking into Tokyo Bay to take the surrender.


A search of Cardinal Spellman’s archives has not revealed a single mention of Amelia Earhart.  Still, asserted Mike Seckman, “it was common knowledge that he [the Cardinal] flew in and out of Tokyo to visit Amelia Earhart.”  Which, to me, proves the irresponsible character of the press long before we recently discovered it.


Mr. Bill Primac of Broomfield, Colorado, an honorable, diligent researcher, stated that he had “poured over thousands of pages of Cardinal Spellman’s biographies, including the military vicar’s archives, Army and Navy chaplains’ records of the period of August 1943 to January 1946, etc., and has never once come across any of the names mentioned by Amelia Earhart “zealots.”


A Mr. Leroy Purcell quotes four German nuns who, through a translator, mentioned the “girlfriend” living in the imperial palace.  The reference was thought to involve Cardinal Spellman again.  In my opinion, those gals were footloose and slaphappy.  Perhaps they were trying to prove that all Germans were not scions of Adolph Hitler.  But they proved it by a Satanic lie, because the Cardinal was safe at home, in New York City.  Evidently, these footloose females, all four of them, were out to curry favor with the Americans.


The same Seckman once treated those who would listen to him to a meeting at Montfort, New York.  There, he met Irene Boram.  He reminded her how brave Amelia Earhart was.  Irene, said Seckman, smiled and with a wave of her hand, said, “Oh, she wasn’t all that brave.”


If Boram was really Amelia Earhart, she might well have deigned to inform people about poor forgotten navigator Fred N oonan.  But this she could hardly do without revealing her disguise.


I knew, beforehand, that Amelia Earhart had not died in the mandated islands, that she was expected in Tokyo.  I suspected that the “big American” was she.  Later, I learned that she was flying the Electra in Japan, joyriding or training the military?

As a Japanese citizen, she could do those things.  But as an American, she was guilty of treason!


This assertion may come hard on Mike Seckman, who claims Amelia Earhart is a “shirt-tail cousin.”  Howver, the truth is the truth.  If Seckman dislikes my version of the truth about his shirt-tail cousin, the feeling is mutual.  I dislike his version of the truth about innocent Catholic clergymen.



In 1962, Seckman entered Montfort Seminary, at Bayshore, New York.  There he sought to “bolster my self-esteem” by bragging about being related to Amelia Earhart.  Cardinal Spellman was there, on some occasion.  He said to Seckman: “I understand that you are related to Amelia Earhart.  She is a wonderful woman.  I hope you will always remember that.”  So what?   Many people admired young Amelia Earhart for her feats of flying.  She was an American icon.  Could friendship not exist without sexual connotations?


I remember an incident that occurred in an American nursing home.  A kind nurse had hugged and kissed an old woman, sad and distraught, crying her eyes out.  A surveyor happened to be on the prowl.  She cited the home for “disrespect of a patient’s personal dignity.”


It gets back to Jesus and Mary Magdalen.  Mary was a poor, saddened woman betrayed and portrayed as a prostitute.  Jesus said kind words to her, gave her new hope.  She repaid his kindness with empathy for his sufferings and death.  Now he is besmirched in a Jewish holy book called Talmud as consort of a prostitute, rotting in a pool of boiling excrement, in hell.


St. Paul once said: “As  man thinketh in his heart, so is he.”


I don’t know what to make of Seckman’s tales.  I have heard them characterized as an enigma.  Father Vigliotta, the Bayshore seminary rector, ridiculed Seckman’s boasting of a relationship to Amelia Earhart.  Still Vigliotta introduced Seckman to Irene Boram.


The moment we met, says Seckman, eye, to eye, “there was a strange kind of attraction.”  She mothered him and asked him about many people whom Seckman later discovered to be relatives.  Perhaps, Irene Boram was Amelia Earhart in disguise.  When she died, her remains were cremated.  Research and guesswork were ended there.


Perhaps a search of General MacArthur’s archives would throw light on all this “enigma.”  In the meantime, no one should belittle the photograph of Amelia Earhart in the Joe Klaas book titled Amelia Earhart Lives.  Seckman insists that the photo is that of the same Irene he had met years earlier in New York.


I learned that General MacArthur soon learned the story of the alleged dealings of Amelia Earhart with Emperor Hirohito.  Rumor then had it that MacArthur declined to prosecute Hirohito as a war criminal because the general feared that the emperor would disclose, worldwide, the part that Amelia Earhart had played in the attack on Pearl Harbor.


It was news to me that Amelia Earhart had any part in that disaster, and I think, in fairness to her, the accusations should be probed.


Parenthetically, many people thought that I closely resembled Cardinal Spellman.  At times when I was waiting for a bus to Brockton, people in the Whitman-bound line would look at me and call the attention of others to me.


I dared not appear in Whitman lest the Cardinal’s parents think their son was in town and failed to visit them.


Finally, that Amelia Earhart was “a kept woman” in the imperial palace in Tokyo is nonsense.  Dare any sensible person think the “divine” emperor would sully the blood line of his own race?


When the last claimant to the throne of Korea returned to Korea with his Japanese wife and first baby, his own people killed the infant lest Japanese blood adulterate the royal bloodline.


The slow death of Terri Schiavo of Florida induced by dehydration and starvation willed by her bigamist husband ended in cremation of her remains.  Cremation is an infallible way of destroying evidence.


If Amelia Earhart, America’s icon famous for her round-the-world trips by airplane, ever returned from captivity in Japan, it happened in the utmost secrecy.  She never came home to a ticker-tape parade, the welcome of a heroine.


Those in the know suspected that one Irene Boram was Amelia in disguise.  She brazened it out quite successfully. 


There is no record of her death in Japan.  There are multiple records of her life and activities in that country after her plane crash in the mandated islands.  Her presence in Japan was never noted during the post-war years, under the rule of Douglas MacArthur.  So the presumption was that Amelia Earhart was living, in disguise, in the United States.


With Irene Boram’s death, the saga of Amelia Earhart died.


During my research, I was told that every time a skeleton was unearthed in Saipan, everyone inquired if it was that of Amelia Earhart.  No one asked about Fred 

Noonan.  Why?

The Land of Morning Calm


My parish included a small group of Korean Catholics.  They lived in Ishiyama, a nearby settlement on the shore of beautiful Lake Biwa which I often likened to the Lake of Galilee.  These Koreans were poorer than the poorest Japanese.  Not all of them were Catholics.  Dear old Maria was Catholic through and through.  Whenever she met me, in private or in public, she professed her faith.  Joining her hands, as if in prayer, she would say: “Cham Jesu, Praised be Jesus!”  It was the ancient salutation of Catholics in other parts of the world, especially in the Catholic countries of Europe, where the saying went: “Praised be Jesus Christ!”


An old Korean lady had died.  Another sad, unpretentious funeral for another poor, humble soul.  I had anointed her prior to death.  We placed her in a Buddhist coffin, this time, a wooden box, in which she sat upright.  Together we placed it on a wheelbarrow, and started out for a grave on a hill. 

As we were leaving the settlement, a wild-eyed woman chased after us, a large jug in her hands.  She approached me, at the tail of the short procession.  Suddenly, with a loud cry, she dashed the jug to pieces on the ground, close enough to me to quicken my steps.  Later, I was told that the jug was full of salt, and that it was custom, at least among the so-called pagans, to sanitize the settlement against death.


Laboriously, we climbed the hill.  The grave was open, and we nursed the old, tired body down into the red clay.  The Major Domo, or Master of Ceremonies, if he could be denominated such, filled in the grave with great dispatch.  Then, he began to tramp down the mound, circling the grave and chanting some words unintelligible to me.  On and on it went.  I wondered if he would ever cease.  The sky had become overcast, and I feared it would rain before we returned to the settlement.


Irritated as I should not have been, I said: “If you want to dance, do it down in the town.”  The Catholics were chagrined.  They knew there was something superstitious about the demonstration.  But they seemed to think it best to see the spectacle through to the end.  

The center of attraction ceased and aggressively asked: “What did he say about dancing?”  He looked at me truculently.  One of the Catholics must have told him tht I was worrying about coming rain.  With a bit more “dancing,” the spectacle ended and we arrived back in town before the storm.  Those graves on those hills: would they go unmarked and eventually be lost?

I stood, early one afternoon, gazing off at beautiful Lake Biwa, which I likened to the biblical Lake of Galilee.  A young lady who lived in the neighborhood joined me.  She mentioned that she was going to marry shortly.  I asked her who the lucky lad was.  She told me his name.  “Have you known him for some time? I inquired.

“No,” she said.  “The go-betweens chose him for me.”

Nonplussed, I asked:  “Do you love him?”

“I don’t know,” she replied.  “But I’ll get to love him” she added.  

Well, that is one way of doing it, I said to myself.  At least she didn’t have to go to a bar for a husband.  Which set me wondering about how many arranged matches there are, worldwide, versus chance-marriages and marriages of free choice.  Sad it is to see so many fine, young men and women, especially in rural areas, who lack opportunity to meet a mate.  I tell them to go to church, and let the eye roam occasionally from their prayer books, making sure to acknowledge a smile outside the church.  Of course, this may take some doing, since so many people rush out of church after a long forty-five minutes, as if the devil himself were at their heels.

Yet another young lady, this time  Korean, came to me with a marriage problem.  She told me that during the unsettled conditions following the rape of Korea by the Japanese military, many children became homeless.  They were known as the “wild children of Korea.”  In the Communist empire, it was the “wild children of Russia.”  The unfortunate little ones were disowned in every fashion.  Like animals, they feasted on garbage, slept in the open irrespective of weather, worked to skeletons wherever anyone took them in.

This girl had lived through such experiences.  Her parents had been killed or died of famine or illness.  She was too young then to know their fate.  She was out in the woods when not out on the city street begging.  Fortunately, a Japanese family took her in.  It was strictly for the work.  The poor maids in Japan often were treated not much better.  They called them O-nabe San (Miss Pots).  They worked every day, from morning to night.  After all the family had taken their baths, they left the tub boiling for her.


This girl had managed to live under such conditions for several years.  Then, they let her go.  But go where?  Somehow, she got to Japan.  There, a young Japanese fellow cottoned up to her and married her.  When the baby came along, the father was obliged to report to the town hall, the ancestry of child and parents.  What could the poor girl do?  She had no known ancestry, and her husband threatened to divorce her.

She reminded me that when she was accepted by the Japanese family in Korea, they called her Takamatsu (High Pine).  But was that her legal name?  Her husband would not accept it just on her word.  I pondered the situation.

The girl told me that she often wished to become a Christian.  She put her husband off for a while, telling him that she needed to prove her ancestry.  In the meantime, she studied the catechism.  When she was ready for baptism, I baptized her.


I fortified her with an official certificate to that effect.  She was a Takamatsu (High Pine), officially so recognized by the Catholic Church.  Who would dare say now that she had no ancestry?  The husband was either awed or satisfied.

Sayonara


On one day, a poor distraught parishioner came to me with a sad tale.  His little daughter, a girl of seven years, was critically ill.  He had done everything in his power for the cure of his daughter.  But to no avail.  Unlike the woman in the Gospel (healed by Jesus) who had spent all her substance on physicians, this good man was not impoverished.  He had not come to beg.  He wished only to arrange for a funeral.  I sympathized with him, of course.  I told him that I would consult with the doctor to see if anything else remained to be done for his daughter.  The doctor told me that it was merely a matter of days.  I asked about a certain vitaminized preparation.  The doctor said it might give the girl a little more energy for a few days.  “It will cost you nine dollars, in your currency,” he said.  We agreed, and the physician gave the little girl the injection.  But within three days, it happened.  However, we had left no stone unturned to help her, and the father felt grateful to me.


I was not then familiar with the conduct of a Christian funeral in that city.  Everything was either according to the Shinto or the Buddhist ritual.  Hired mourners, like those mentioned in the Bible, were sometimes employed.  Whereas the Shintoists reclined the body on a sort of catafalque, at least when a person was waked, the Buddhists used a boxlike coffin in which the corpse was seated, the legs drawn up.  The little girl’s funeral would be a mixture of arrangements, an adaptation to the circumstances, especially the poverty of her parents.


After the Requiem Mass in my chapel, we strapped the heavy cardboard container on the back of some obliging hobbledehoy.  With the child’s parents, one relative, and my Catechist, good, humble Mr. Yamanaka, I joined the sad procession that wended its way through the streets to the grave on a hill.  Some folks stopped on the streets to stare.  We took it in our stride.  On the hill, the grave yawned open.  To spare the father’s anguish, I helped to lower the lowly coffin into the rockribbed clay.  The child’s right arm came through the cardboard.  I tenderly nursed it back.  At last it was done, and we all returned home, saddened.


Yes, I nursed the little arm back into the coffin.  I, no longer afraid of death.


Another funeral which I had to conduct was even more explosive.  The old man had been ill for a long time.  Whatever his disease, on the hot summer night I waked him in my chapel, and there was a stench.  But if I wanted a Catholic funeral for him, I had to keep the body overnight.  I doubted that any of the neighbors were aware.


The next morning, the family arrived for the Requiem Mass.  A man who probably was family of the deceased sat on the straw-matted floor, directly in front of me.  He appeared and acted like the one in charge.  During the sermon, he held his pocket watch in the palm of his hand, nodding as I emphasized certain words, and looking at the watch to make it plain to me that time was of the essence.


The funeral director’s men carried the coffin downstairs, out to a hearse.  In the meantime, I was divesting myself of the vestments.  Then I went downstairs, ready to accompany the group to the cemetery.  I was amazed to see the coffin at the threshold, on the floor.


“We re ready, thank you,” I said, as civil as I could be.  There was some discussion, and I could see that the men were not ready to place the coffin in the hearse.  I asked the Master of Ceremonies what was the problem.  He said:  “Money.  I made an arrangement with them, but you talked too long.”  I bristled.  And then I went at it.  Surely, you men are not going to dishonor the dead.  Japanese do not do such things, etc., etc.  Either I shamed them or angered them.  Sullenly, they placed the coffin in the hearse, and we got underway.  The rest of the funeral was performed without further embarrassment.  What happened afterwards, I do not know.  Probably, the hurt feelings had to be salved with more cumshaw, “grateful thanks” (Kan hsieh) in Chinese.

Tears and Hired Mourners


One night, I suddenly heard a group of neighbors singing a very mournful dirge.  Wondering what it could mean, it occurred to me that in Japan, as in old Israel, families hired public mourners to convey the intensity of their sorrow.


I thought about the daughter of Jairus, whose death drove her father to the compassionate heart of Jesus.  He accompanied the grieving parent to his home.  There he heard the hired mourners doing their thing.  Hirelings, they had good reason for playing down the father’s resort to Jesus.  No one was going to tell them that the little girl was not dead.

So here, the hired mourners were at it again, in old Japan.  I remembered the poet Tennyson’s mention of a grieving parent:  “Her eyes were homes of silent prayers.”  Homer and Hestor of Troy grieved loudly.  Today, it is customary to moan inwardly, with silent sobs and tears of blood.

The Making of a Man

One afternoon in 1937, I was affected with an embarrassing and painful condition.

I had been receiving one cooked meal a day from a local restaurant.  My housekeeper had mentioned to parishioners that she did know how to cook for a foreigner, and that I had not been eating well.  So this arrangement had been made with the restaurant.  Still it was a gesture of exquisite kindness on the part of my people.


Once, I had discovered an embalmed black butterfly in my meal.  But this time, I suspected that someone had reinforced my food with a potent aphrodisiac.  I knew that so-called Spanish flies hd been used for this purpose.  Whatever this was, it seemed to take first prize.


Almost a week, I had a continuous erection.  I limped around like Old John Silver, not thinking it a matter for medical attention.


Reportedly, a widely used aphrodisiac in this country, Viagra by name, carries a warning on the label.  If the erection persists four hours, the penitent should hie himself off to the emergency ward, in a hospital, for relief.


Throughout history, the modes of persecution have differed.  Is this the latest?


There is more to this than appears.  What effect aphrodisiacs have on the married male, validly married or married in the Sodom and Gomorrah style, has not been discovered to date. But the single male and the celibate male appeared to be affected.


While the female of the species has monthly relief, the male, by nature, has nocturnal emissions.  Aphrodisiacs are said to inhibit the nocturnal relief.  Men are driven to masturbate not for enjoyment, but for relief.  Others resort to the prostitute.  The married have their relief.


The salt sea, the so-called Dead Sea, proclaims the Creator’s abhorrence of abuse 
of sex.  Two cities in antiquity, Sodom and Gomorrah, lie at the bottom of that sea, because their inhabitants, yielding to Satanic temptation, turned sex for procreation into sex for recreation and degradation.


Recently, we have heard that aphrodisiacs such as Viagra, Cialis and Levitra lead to various forms of blindness.  When blood suddenly permeates the penis, somehow blood-flow to the optic nerve is blocked.  Also, diabetes or heart disease may result from abuse of the sex organs.


God has shared His creative power with us.  Sex, in marriage, is the creative act.  The male shares his seed, his semen, with the female.  If she has a waiting egg, there is conception.  She becomes pregnant, and the process of childbirth proceeds from that instant.


When men began seeing men in Sodom and Gomorrah, the Creator drowned the lot of them, cities and all.  Now, we witness “Gay Marriage,”  the alliance of two males for perverted sex.  This was the breeding ground for sex abuse, in Sodom and Gomorrah, from thousands of years ago.


It is the breeding ground of venereal disease today—thousands of cases per month—Obsta principiis!  Don’t get started!


God has given us enjoyment in making babies.  But there is a limit to the process—twenty to thirty years?  Then the birthing mechanism shuts down.  No more babies, so no more sex.  Thereafter, the years of caring for the children we created begin.  If we play the game contrary to the rules, the system rebels, and the injured system refuses to be injured further.  Aphrodisiacs serve only to worsen the condition.  They are contra naturem


One afternoon, I was strolling along a street in Tokyo.  I caught up to another man, a foreigner who spoke English.  I asked how he was, he said he was ready to “explode.”  He was a single individual.  He had a complaint of some kind involving nocturnal emissions.  I was not of much help to him, except to suggest that he consult a doctor.


If nature betrays us now and then, it is a problem.  But if we provoke the betrayal, it is worse.


Looking down from my open, second-story window, I overheard  conversation between a middle-aged woman and two boys about twelve years of age.  The woman, a lady of easy virtue, as they say, came from  nearby clinic for naughty girls.  Who initiated the conversation, I did not know.  Possibly, the boys had inquired about her health.  Anyhow, at the point I overheard the conversation, the woman remarked: “Now, you boys would be ashamed to do such things.  But when you are eighteen, you will be like all the others.”  I saw the boys wince at her words.


I once asked  a young man why Japanese youth frequented the whore houses, at the risk of contracting syphilis.  He answered:  “Everyone thinks it will not happen to him.”  The conversation with him and others never seemed to involve the wretched girls who contracted venereal disease from the men.


Many of these poor girls (poor, in a pitiful sense, and poor s Job’s crow, financially) were sold into sexual slavery.  I remember how shocked I was when one of my parishioners pointed out an elderly man who had sold his two young daughters into servitude.  He and his wife were  barely able to keep body and soul together, not to mention supporting their daughters.  They held a family council, and all agreed that servitude was the only way out for them.  Call it what you wish, in a derogatory vein.  But do not disregard the element of noble, personal sacrifice made out of unadulterated love.


I heard about a poor fellow in Galilee, Israel, who found it impossible to support his small family.  The government offered no help.  To induce a change of heart and policy, he committed suicide.  Call it suicide, if you will.  But did not Jesus say something about greater love—the love that lays down one’s life for others?


One early evening in 1938, at the close of summer, Mr. Yamanaka, my Catechist, accompanied by his good wife and his daughter, Mariko, dropped in to visit me.  They broke the news that Mariko would be leaving on the morrow for France.  She had been accepted as a novice, by the Sisters of Charity, also known as the Vincentian Sisters.  Their congregation had been founded by St. Vincent de Paul, after whom the community sometimes was named.


Mariko was overjoyed that evening.  She came from a religious Christian family.  Her parents were converts from Buddhism.  Her father had resigned his position as principal of a public school to serve the Church as a Catechist, and his brother, Father Paul Yamanaka, was an ordained priest in the diocese of Osaka.


I never saw Mariko again.  But she left her smile with me.  Still young, about eighteen, she left for Nevers hoping, no doubt, to return as a professed nun to her own country.  This was not to be.  She contracted tuberculosis in her strange environment and left this world in the perfume of sanctity.


Sister Andrea Ikeda is still with us, in Kyoto.  I am sure that she treasures memories of the old days when her father was my staunchest ally.


Our latest vocation, is beautiful Sister Edith ______ of Otsu.  She is a member of the Dominican Order.  There may be one or two other members of the religious life from Otsu or the Otsu area whose names I regrettably do not know.


The old church is there, sixty-four years old, still inspiring the beautiful, young daughters of Japan to follow Jesus in the steps of Saint Francis Xavier who blessed that part of their island home.


My housekeeper, the third one in nine years, was a rather frail lady left a widow with two children.  She did her best, in the foreign clime of my Japanese rectory.  I had seen some culinary horrors perpetrated by earlier cooks.  Not that I blamed them; but I could not encourage them.


One evening, I had observed my first cook preparing my supper.  He had made some sort of pork concoction which he was stirring vigorously in a can.  I always visioned open cans as rusty.  Not stopping to investigate further, I cimply begged off, inviting him to sample the fruits of his own expertise.


But Mrs. T. was a capable housekeeper and a tolerably capable cook.  One dish she made delighted me.  The recipe ran something like this:  In a baking pan greased lightly,  a layer of sweet potato, brown-sugared.  Then, a layer of sliced apples, brown-sugared.  Make four layers.  This I could enjoy twice a week.  This cook’s senbei, a crisp rice cracker, was a treat I also enjoyed.  The trick was in the baking.  When Mrs. T. found chicken bones scraped clean of all meat at the nearby butcher shop, I had chicken broth.  Memories of home!


Father Thomas Barry of Boston, then missioner in Tsu, was asked one day what he was going to eat for his first meal after returning home at completion of his ten-year stint. “Just give me a small steak,” he said, and an ice cream cone.”  A cross, I would say, between  Chinese and Japanese meals.  The Chinese prefer hot meals, whereas Japanese prefer a variety of cold dishes. 


Early one afternoon, my housekeeper came to me with a tale of woe.  On her weekly day off, she was going to the local police station to report on me, she said.  The police had imposed that duty on her, as a loyal Japanese.  Of course, this was part of Japan’s widespread preparation for war.  Now Mrs. T. felt she was disloyal to me.  I assured her that I understood her predicament.  Joking, I said, “Say yoroshku (best wishes from me).  She did, and they were fit to be tied.

Blind Masseur—Not So Blind


After years of my Japanese sojourn, I contracted what one of my prison camp colleagues from Australia termed “a pine in the back.”  Mr. Yamanaka, the gentle Catechist, prescribed massage.  That would cure anything, he said, connected with the bones.  So he invited a masseur to go over the house with him from entry to my room on the second floor.  For a blind man finding his way at night in a strangely remodeled house would be no mean chore.


That night, I was amazed when the sliding door on the second floor slid open, and the blind masseur announced his presence.  I remember now only that his expert hands traveled over my back until the pain was gone.  I offered to guide him back down the steep stairs, but he would not hear of it.  He vanished as quickly as he had appeared.  I went to the window when I heard the door close downstairs.  Out on the dark street, his white cane ghostly, seemingly detached, was progressing up the street.  The next day, I could not find words to praise that soft-spoken man so heroic despite his infirmity.  What could one do with money, when repaid like that?


And I began to toy with a theory of mind: that things give off heat of different intensity that serves the blind as colors which, in turn, help them to imagine their surroundings.


One day, in my frequent rounds of the hospital, I came across a man ill for several years.  I spoke to him on each occasion.  But he never replied.  Not a word did he utter.  He seemed affable enough.  A small smile would play about his lips.


In view of his silence, I began to feel that owing to my ignorance of the Japanese language, I had failed to reach this poor man.  Perhaps he never before had intimate contact with me, a priest of another religion.  I tried to spell it out, to no avail.


Then, one day, he handed me a note.  It said simply: “Spiritual Father, I have no tongue.”  The words leaped at me like a dagger.  Stunned, I hardly knew what to say.  But this time, I did get through to the man.  Pity made me eloquent.  And he assured me with a broad smile that he understood.


A parishioner once asked me to visit an elderly lady-friend of hers.  She was critically ill.  A religious person, she approached death with equanimity.  “”Did she believe in God?” I ventured to inquire.


“Of course, I do.  Do you?”


“In what god do you believe, Auntie?”


“I believe in the sun-god.  Without the sun, who could survive?”


“Well, Auntie, I believe in the One who dwells beyond the sun.”


“Beyond the sun?” she asked in surprise.  “Is there anyone beyond the sun?”  She was incredulous.  She waited for my reply.


“Yes, Auntie,” I said, as gently as I could, “the One who created that sun.”


“Well, well,” she pondered.  Then, intuitively, she exclaimed:  “That One shall be my god from now on.”


God does move in mysterious ways.  Saint Thomas Aquinas, in the thirteenth century, great intellect that he was, once stated that he believed God would send an angel to instruct the sincere person groping for the light of faith.  This little, old, dying woman had sunlight, and more than sunlight, at the close of her humble life.

Takano, Kyoto Episode


In the summer of 1938, I was transferred from Otsu, in Shiga prefecture watashi no hatsu-koi (my first love), to Takano, in the Kyoto district.  There I lived in a Japanese house, a much more elegant home than the one I had in Otsu.  I had a private chapel.  Workwise, I had to start all over again.  It was my second ministry.  There were only two Catholics in the new parish, both of them still-young women of high cultural attainments.  Why these two sisters had not married, I did not know.  Possibly, at tht time, they were contemplating admission to some religious community, since they were very devout Christians.


Although they had been attending St. Francis Xavier Church in downtown Kyoto, one Sunday they came for Mass in my chapel.  With my housekeeper, they were seated on cushions, on the gleaming straw-matted floor, pleasing pictures in their bright kimonos.  I had just adverted to St. Therese of Lisieux, when someone came to the front door.  The housekeeper left to answer the knock.  My congregation was reduced to two members.


I continued with my sermon.  Then almost immediately, someone else was knocking at the back door.  The two sisters looked at each other.  I bowed to them, and both set off for the rear door, one sister to reinforce the other in a strange house.  So there I was, a preacher without an audience.  I had to smile at the incongruity.  Jesus never spoke of world-empire.  He once referred to his church as puilius grex (little flock.”  My flock was super-small for a while that Sunday in Kyoto.


Jesus once had a large audience of seventy-two disciples.  But when He began to say “hard things,” many parted from Him.  The “apostolic college” dwindled to twelve.  One of them did more than leave Jesus.  In fact, the remaining eleven all hid in an attic while Jesus lay three days in a borrowed tomb.  


Poor Peter, of course, was not allowed to use his old, rusty sword.  But I’ll bet he was out on the street, one of the many things “not mentioned in this book,” and if accosted again with the accusation “You were one of them,” this time, I’ll bet, he told them off in understandable fisherman’s Aramaic language.


One afternoon, while I was at the Takano, Kyoto, mission, I was walking through a field, out in the country, on what business I now do not recollect.  It was a treeless expanse, and I could see well ahead of me.  Along the path came a wild-looking fellow at a fast gallop.  His hair was on end, and there seemed a terror in his eyes.  I felt an uneasiness as he approached.  Would he suddenly attack me?  No.  He swept by me as if driven by an unseen force.  I knew I had to give him a wide berth.  There was nothing friendly about his demeanor.


His conduct was not normal.  Any Japanese would have nodded to me, even had some sort of greeting, especially in reply to mine.  But this poor fellow’s whole attitude was different, strangely different.  I can never forget the terror in his wide-open eyes.  I stopped and gazed after him.  In pity, I pronounced the formula of exorcism: Exi ab eo! “Depart from him: yes, leave him, accursed one, whoever or whatever you are, leave this tortured brother of mine.”


What is it that leads one, as if by some sixth sense, to rightly characterize another?  I felt that poor man was possessed, driven by a demonic spirit.  Of course, there is such a thing as rash judgment.  However, this is not always the case.  There are times when one, especially a woman, intuitively unmasks another.  And the watchdog?  How does he tell us apart?  If that man was not one but two or legion, would I not sense another presence?


One of my missionary colleagues, whenever he suspected a weird, outlandish fellow, would begin to hum a disarming ditty:  “Rubin, Rubin, I’ve been thinking, How many beers have you been drinking?”  It was pretty dry out there in that hot, dusty field with nary a drop of Adam’s ale to steady the nerves.


As of April 14, 1987, the number of crimes committed in the United States had dipped two percent, according to a Justice Department report.  But the monstrous total of genocidal abortions which millions of Americans no longer regard as murders were not included in the report.  It is bad enough to commit crime.  Not even to be ashamed of having committed crime is worse.


One fine morning, I was driving through Kyoto in a taxi with a young Japanese friend.  As we were passing a mound in the city, I inquired what such a strange thing could be.  My friend was silent.  Again, I inquired.  Ashamedly he replied:  “That is where they buried the aborted babies during Tokugawa times.”  Our aborted babies are often found in hospital slop pails or in street dumpsters.


“Genocidal” is the proper word to describe the flood of abortions in this country.  An estimated 7,000 women seek abortions every day.  That adds up to 1.5 million every yer.  Since Roe versus Wade legalized abortion on demand, the grim total has reached 47 million—more than the recorded dead in all our wars.


Genocidal is the word.

That one city in Japan, was, at that time, overpopulated.  At least the babies were decently buried.


When my brother Arthur was ordained to priesthood at Maryknoll Seminary in New York on June 15, 1928, I was already on the missions, in Japan.  Two years had elapsed since we were together.  Arthur had been assigned to the Maryknoll mission at Kaying in South China.


Soon he was en route.  His ship was scheduled to dock at Kobe, Japan, in a few days.  I was all a-twitter at thought of our reunion.  There it was, the ship, anchored out there, a short distance from shore.  I saw a sort of shallop then, and I asked a workman if I would be allowed to board the ship.


Obligingly, he motioned me into the boat, and rowed me out, impatient at that short distance.


I had never climbed a rope ladder on a bobbing boat.  When I missed a step, the sympathetic man boosted my buttocks, and over the side I scrambled.  In no time, Arthur was there clasping me in a bear-hug.  After a day or two of sightseeing, it was sayonara again.
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