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Chapter 7

Otsu (Shiga-ken) Episode 1939-1940

Medicine Magic


Because the American economic sanctions imposed on Japan to surrender their Asiaatic conquests had little effect, President Franklin Delano Roosevelt imposed a moratorium on assets sent to Japan.  The sending societies could no longer finance their missionaries.  Everyone was soon in dire distress.


Since I had to support a parish church and a business school, not to mention myself, this gave rise to an acute problem.  Was I to abandon the fruits of my labors; just fold up?  Unwilling to do so, at least before being driven to this, I rallied the several medical doctors in my parish to come up with a medication which we could sell.  The formula was elaborated for a tonic, a vitaminized prescription.  


As we sat, looking out at the surrounding scenery, I noticed pine trees, red pnes.  What vitamin could they contribute, I asked the physicians.  Vitamin C, they said.  And that black turnip from Korea?  Vitamin A, they agreed.  On, on we went until we had composed the prescription, a veritable cure-all—Shin-Sho-Jin (Divine Pine-Carrot or Super Pine Carrot.)


We purchased a machine to tick off the pills.  Out they went to the market.  They began to sell.  The Japanese were as medicine-crazy as Americans at that time.  Before long, however, rumor had it that the concoction was not peppy enough.  That was the simplest of problems.  A bit of laxative was added to the formula, and everyone was happy.  In one way or another, we managed to continue our work until the outbreak of war at Pearl Harbor.  But no one got fat on the interim regimen.

The Hikone Church Affair

About five years after we established the Maryknoll mission, largely in the Shiga prefecture, we were saddened by an experience that comes to many people.  My zealous parishioner, Mr. Peter Ikeda, hurriedly entered the rectory one morning.  As manager of the local telephone exchange, he had learned that a fire had destroyed the Catholic church at Hikone, a sizable town at the northern end of Lake Biwa.  Mr. Ikeda offered to accompany me to Hikone.  Not wanting to interfere with his work, I tried to dissuade him.  But God’s work was his work

When we arrived at the church, an old, somewhat historic mansion converted to church use, all was consternation and some weeping.  The small congregation was gathered outside the building.  Father William V. Whitlow, the pastor, had rescued the Blessed Sacrament and safeguarded it in a seemly place, and just in the nick of time.  The police arrived soon and carted him off to the station.  The Japanese police psychology was that one is guilty until and unless proved innocent.


Off to the police station I went.  As I approached the building, I noticed a window in a side room, wide open to the summer breeze.  I looked in, and there was Father Whitlow, in solitary.  I climbed through the window.  Father was horrified by my brash behavior.  “They’ll grab you next,” he warned.  “They’ll say we were in cahoots.”

Unthinkingly, perhaps spontaneously to help a longtime friend and colleague, I went out to the office.  I had anticipated surprise on the part of the policeman at the desk.  After all, I had not entered to a blare of bugles.  The guard looked at me, then at the door, and he adverted to the window.  It was closed wben they closed Father Whitlow in that room.  How, then, did this foreign creature arrive on the scene?  Father Whitlow probably opened the window for fresh air.  It was not exactly on ground level.  It required some clambering on the part of a short man.

“They say, sir,” I volunteered, “that the fire was caused by old denki-sen (old electric wiring). 
“That is exactly what we are trying to ascertain,” he testily replied.

“Oh, is that so?” I rejoined, using an expression intended to agree.  The little drama ended in an agreement to repair the damages and carry on as unoffending foreigners.

Hikone was, in ancient times, the headquarters of the warlord Oda Nobunaga.  He made some concessions to the Catholic missionaries, seemingly to put the Buddhist monks in their place.  On one occasion, the monastery citadel in the mountains of Kyoto sent a cassocked army into the city to negotiate with Nobunaga.

In Search of a Doctor

Early one morning in August, my Catechist, Mr. Yamanaka, came to me with a sad tale.  His son, a high school lad, was in camp, playing soldier with the military.  He had come down with appendicitis.  They would not release him.  Boys who would be soldiers (and all boys were required to be soldiers), were expected to grin and bear it, even if an officer cuffed them across the face with a shoe.  But years ago, Mr. Yamanaka had lost his eldest son to appendicitis.  It was fairly killing him to think that this son was going to lose his life in the same way.  “What can I do?” he asked in desperation.

He explained where his son was in training.  The camp was in a wooded area, outside a small town, about ten miles away.  I asked a man with a cart to take us to camp.  At the gate, two uniformed boys stood ramrod stiff, holding bayoneted rifles in front of them. 

When I asked if we might see the Commandant, the poor kids fell apart.  Their manual did not cover the situation.  One of them went inside and returned with an officer.  He allowed us in to await the Commandant.  He was a somewhat imposing man, uniformed with colored sash and all.  He followed my story with polite interest.  Finally, he said that the boys never were permitted to leave camp until the exercises were finished.

I told him about the loss of Mr. Yamanaka’s first son to the same illness.  “You wouldn’t want him to lose another boy, would you?”

The officer was touched.  “Well,” he said after a moment’s thought, “if you bring in a doctor and he says the boy is in critical condition, I will release him for treatment.”

Off we went in search of a physician.  In each of the nearby towns, the answer was always no.  At last, a man in one settlement told us where we could find a doctor.  

“But the doctor is a lady,” he volunteered.  The lady was a rarity at that juncture in rural Japan.

Luckily, we found her at home.  She was not sure about the wisdom of entering a military camp.  However, we won her over.  “All you need do is diagnose the appendicitis,” I assured her.  She joined us in the cart.  Back at camp, in short order, the doctor diagnosed the boy’s ailment as critical.  He had been packed in ice.  I am not sure that had helped him.
Otsu, advising them to expect an emergency surgery patient.  They would be ready, they promised.  So they were.

When we arrived in Otsu, a surgeon examined the boy.  The doctor was clattering around barefoot, in geta, a sort of wooden clog.  I looked a little surprised.  The doctor returned my look as if to admonish me that he did not operate with his feet.  The boy recovered rapidly from a successful surgery.  Mr. Yamanaka was overjoyed.

Anthrax


I went to Macau to visit (if it were possible to find) the graves of Japanese confessors of the Catholic faith.  Rather than bow to demanding persecutors, they had fled the country in order to preserve their religion.

How many they were, I was not sure.  Nor was I sure I would find their graves.  I inquired at a Catholic church if they had any record of Japanese Catholics.  They directed me to the “foreigners cemetery.”  Sure enough, I found the graves of those admirable confessors of the faith.  How wonderful, I thought, that my faith should be blessed with men and women who preferred exile, even death, out of loyalty to their religious convictions.

I returned, elated, to Japan, the homeland of those brave men and women.  The ship was hardly an ocean liner.  I classified it more as a giant tub.  But it was seaworthy, and it would take me first to Dairen where I would meet missionaries of my own Maryknoll community.


Jolly Father John Murret, Father Edmond Ryan, and Father Clarence Burns were there.  Fr. Murret was pastor, Father Ryan was associate pastor.  The day of my arrival, I took sick.  The next day, I was almost out of my head with fever.  They called in the best Chinese doctor in town.  He prescribed rice water.


I could not keep it down.  So I opened the window and let it out to fertilize the grass.  I lost all sense of location.  I do remember pushing a heavy, tall boy around and around the room with one hand.


Father Burns must have thought I was endowed with the strength of Samson.  Kindly he wheedled me back to bed.  They called in the best Japanese doctor in town.  He prescribed a medication of some kind.  It would be touch-and-go.


Father Murret spoke encouragingly.  He slipped in the thought that my sufferings were a good preparation for a happy death.


Eventually, I recovered.  But they told me that I must seek a diagnosis in Beijing (China) at the clinic of the Belgian Fathers.  Off I went to Beijing.  Everyone knew the clinic of the Belgian Fathers.  They had acquired wisdom in Oriental diseases.  However, they were not able to make a definite diagnosis.  At Dairen, they had hazarded a guess: typhus.


I remembered that I felt sick on the tub en route from Macau to Dairen.  The smell of greasy pork filled the ship as we sat down for our first supper.  To make matters worse, I, like most of my companions, could not eat the pork.


It was a Friday, so I had to abstain from meat.  We were still the old-fashioned Catholics then.  Two of the others, bearded gentlemen, also begged off.  They saw me refuse the plate, the male waiter not a little puzzled when I mentioned religion.  The two portly men turned out to be Russian Orthodox priests.  One of them, calculating, said to his companion something like “Romanoff.”


The male waiter then offered the smelly plate to a young lady.  She was Hindu, she said, and they eschewed pork.  We all tried to sooth the waiter’s wounded feelings.

Bejing Interlude


While at the Scheut Clinic for several days of tests, I went out for a stroll in the capital, Peking, with the famous Father Melkebeker, a member of the Scheut Missionary Society of Belgium.  He told me to be prepared to meet beggars along the way.  We did.


One poor shabbily dressed man came up to me.  He held out his left fist—not his left hand.  I offered him a large coin, the kind with a hole in the center, which Chinese would string around their necks.  The man would not open his fist.  Father Melkebeker explained that British tourists in particular used to throw the coin on the ground lest they be polluted by the beggars’ dirty hands.  However, I insisted on placing the coin in the man’s hand.  After a short delay, he popped open his hand.  Then I knew: a leper white as snow.  How I wished to deserve God’s gift of healing, if only for that one poor man.


While I was touring the Forbidden City, Peking, with my Belgian missionary friend, I learned that the courtyards cover 250 acres.  Most of the palace buildings were erected five hundred years ago.  The ancient paint apparently had received scant attention.  The palace interiors, I thought, were somewhat dark and oppressively ornate.


The bedroom of the old empress was the busiest bedroom I was ever in.  The place was full of clocks.  Loud clocks, water clocks, chime clocks, wind clocks—they were all there.  The lady must have been busy there, one night, with a courtier who left her with a child.  The people must not be led to say “naughty, naughty Majesty,” so Her Majesty had the pappy thrown into a well where he drowned.  And the baby?


Why, the little one was a gift of god!  A “Deo Datus” if a boy.  Many of the sovereigns in history had illegitimate children.  But most, if not all of them, were recognized as legitimate.  After all, you can’t just dump His Majesty into a well.


While I was in Peking (as the Japanese called Beijing), I visited the Lama Temple with one of the Belgian missionaries.  Buddhas here, there, everywhere!  The biggest Buddha in all China, seventy-five feet high and twenty-four feet across, it had been carved out of one piece of wood, draped with three hundred feet of silk that “fell from heaven.”  Of course, I did not accept that dubious tale of one piece of wood.


Visiting the Hall of Buddhas, I was amazed to learn that there were ten thousand of those statutes.  A Divine Word Society missionary is said to have lost count after 6,666.  Approaching Beihai Park, I saw shimmering in the distance the golden roofs of the Forbidden City.  We could not fail to take in the Temple of the Ancestors.  Row on row were ranged the thrones and miniature altars of the long-dead emperors.


I could not help remarking to my companion that the earliest thrones were only two, one for the emperor and one for his wife.  As one progressed  along the rows, three and four thrones became common: emperor, wife, and concubines.  I thought of Jesus’ words when the Jews mentioned divorce to Him:  “In the beginning it was not so.”  His words were applicable to the multiplicity of imperial wives.  In the beginning, it was only two thrones in China.


I had to see also the Temple of Heaven.  The guide mentioned that it had no roof, that it was open to the heavens when the emperor came to pray to the Lord of Heaven.

 
In my travels, I learned some Chinese lore.  “Never succor a dead body on the road or elsewhere.  The Good Samaritan would be held responsible for the funeral.”  And possibly for the family, too.


The Chinese believe that if you sneeze once, someone is thinking of you.  If twice, someone is talking about you.  If thrice, someone is cussing you roundly.  Could it be possible that the cussing is wafted on the breeze, making one sneeze?

Manchuria Episode


From Peking (Beijing), I went on to Manchuria to visit my Maryknoll colleagues.  Be sure I was still in quest of a diagnosis of the illness I contracted on the boat from Macau to Dairen.


Of course, they all wondered why I was there, footloose in China.  I related the Dairen story, the Beijing interlude, etc.  In the discussions, someone mentioned a little, knowledgeable nun at a clinic conducted by French missionaries.  But it was at a distance from Fushun, at least twenty miles away.  I was not going through life with a mysterious disease that might crop out at any time.  So off I went to Erh Pa Tan.  And there I learned about the little French nun.  I drew a sigh of relief when I reached her clinic.


Could the dear soeur tell me something about the piece of horn that had grown out of my left cheek?  “Yes, yes,” she said.  “It must be excised, but I have no anesthetics.  It will be painful.”


“Listen, ma chere, I have a long line of ancestors.  But none of them were bovine.  Please cut that horn out of my cheek.”


The good nun started to probe.  “C’est un petit anthrax,” she remarked.  So that was it.  Anthrax!


Years later, when I returned to my native land, pandemonium ensued when terrorists had embedded those nasty, tiny spores in all kinds of places.  The powder appeared in envelopes addressed to government officials.  It was circulated in post offices where two postal workers were among the earliest casualties.


Scribbled notes accompanied the powdered spores with the usual Islamic assertion:  “Allah is great!”  If there was anything satanic, it was involving the divine in the devilish.  The sophistication involved in the process of refining the spores and circulating them was enough to suspect the diabolic.


How had the spores come to the U.S., stocks of them?  Amanda Ripley, writing for Time magazine in November 2001, stated that “by the end of a harrowing week, the disease had spread like a forest fire in Washington, New York, and New Jersey areas.  As many as 20,000 Americans were on antibiotics.”


The skin anthrax developed into the inhalation variety.  The postal service distributed four million masks to its employees.  But gals with locks of hair and gents with busy beards need exercise care because the masks must be worn skin-tight.


Ion beams or gamma ray irradiation can cripple the anthrax spores.  However, this is the work of labs.  To be sure, the individual can toss mail or other small items into the pressure cooker, fifteen pounds for fifteen minutes, but not everyone is willing to risk the escape of spores.  Science may come to our rescue, but a bit of trust in God never hurt anyone.


Again, how did those spores, those tiny organisms, get here?  Well, I had been tipped off that Islamic predators had a conduit straight to this country.  Pretty young ladies were coming here to attend our colleges.  No one suspected the well-stocked vaginas.  I advised the F.B.I. to check the student rosters of our colleges and universities.  To no avail.


The Japanese cult, Shinrikyo, once sprayed anthrax, eight times, over Tokyo without effect.  Thankfully, the spores degrade when they are exposed to the sun

I wanted to visit the mission of jovial Father John Comber (one day to be consecrated a bishop).  But I was warned that the “Big Knife Society” might be on the march in his parish.  They used to parade through the streets to demonstrate, I was told.  And they held mean, businesslike butcher knives between their teeth.  That left their hands free for other mischief, I thought.  I decided to forego the visit.  Precaution, I felt, would be the better part of wisdom.


Along the snow-bound road, I came upon a gruesome sight.  Father Thomas Quirk of New Hampshire, pastor of the Erh Pa Tan parish, explained the local superstition.  If the eldest daughter died, her body must be placed out in an isolated, snow-laced field.  Wild dogs or other animals would break into the coffin and somehow unfetter the soul of the deceased.  It was a terrible sight to see those broken coffins with their desecrated dead.


Of course, no one could be buried in the midst of winter in that country.  The body was placed in a huge, boat-like coffin which was placed in front of the deceased’s home until the ground thawed.  It gave me an eerie feeling when I passed those massive, sepulchral structures on the road at night.


Bishop Alonzo Escalante was two years ahead of me at Maryknoll Seminary on the Hudson.  He came from a prominent Mexican family.  His father was a high government official in charge of the Mexican railroads.  However, following the revolution that ousted the government, Mr. Escalante’s property was confiscated, and he was obliged to seek asylum in the United States.  I remember his son as a humorous, easy-going seminarian at Maryknoll, later as a zealous missionary in Manchuria.  While I was visiting his mission, my suitcase fell apart.  Not to worry, said the bishop.  A day later, I had a new one, done in shiny horsehide.  

When, a few years afterwards, I was repatriated from a concentration camp in World War II Japan, I stuffed the bag out of shape so that it resembled an oversized watermelon.  The Japanese allowed only one piece of hand baggage.  I noticed people studying my perfectly round bag.  The shape of it had perked their curiosity.  Evidently, they regarded it as something of new foreign manufacture.

Death in the Snow


Back at Fushun, I saw the altar in the chapel.  Bandits had seized young Father Gerard Donovan of McKeesport, Pennsylvania, there and carried him off to the mountains to be garroted to death.  The ignoramuses demanded a boatload of gold from California.  “Don’t tell us you have no gold!” they said.  “Isn’t kinzan (gold mountain) the name of your place?  We are not as ignorant as you think.”


Months passed before Father Jerry’s body was found.  It had been gnawed by wolves.  So frozen it was that they shipped his body, widely extended arms and all, in an enormous oaken coffin.  I met it on the dock in Kobe, Japan, on a raw winter’s day.  Immediately, a problem rose.  The Japanese shipping company at first demurred.  It was not amenable to receiving the priest’s coffin, or any coffin for that mtter.  After negotiations and consideration of the special circumstances, a small shed, like a tool house, was erected on the rear of a deck.  So Father Jerry went home, across the anguished ocean, to Maryknoll Seminary in New York, and a saddened mother who had given three sons to the foreign missions of the Catholic Church.  At graveside it all came back to her:  the prophetic words of the Departure Hymn:  “Go forth, Farewell for life, O dearest brothers….”


While I was visiting briefly at the Maryknoll mission in Fushun, we had some very cold days.  When I say cold, I mean cold—fifty below zero.  I am not sure the wind factor was figured in.  How those good Chinese people hunkered down on the cold cement floor of that church amazed me.  I knew their clothing was well padded.  But not all were well padded where people who hunker should be well padded.


Outside church, I asked a little fellow how cold it was that day.  He raised his left arm and counted the layers of his clothing.  One to five, he counted very definitely.  Then he said” “This is a five-coat day.”  Well, that was another way of estimating the temperature.  Not everyone goes around with a thermometer in his pocket.


The chapel was close to a steep hill.  At night, it was no problem for the bandits to take Father Donovan over the hill and lose themselves in the distance.  The Japanese garrison would not dare to launch a night search in that country.  The morning came too late for martyred Father Jerry.


Father Donovan had been kidnapped wearing his in-house clothing.  In short order, he had contracted pneumonia.  He met his sad fate because he could not keep abreast of the bandits.  They were constantly in flight from the Japanese police.


Bishop Patrick J. Byrne, Papal Delegate to Korea, was also kidnapped.  He was seized in Seoul, South Korea, by the Communists, who took him on a death march, with missionaries and captured American soldiers, to the northernmost point in Korea
Bishop Byrne, like Father Donovan, was wearing his in-house clothes.  His black cassock was no shield against the rigors of a Korean winter.  Well on the march, the Bishop contracted pneumonia.  Lying on the frozen ground, he said this before departing: “My greatest joy was my ordination to the priesthood.  Sharing the sufferings of you good men and woman is now my greatest privilege.”


Thus, this weary pilgrim, roaming many lands and seas in quest of a microbe that brought him to death’s door, finally returned to Japan to confront an uncertain future.


While I was still in Fushun, one evening we were in the seminary refectory for supper.  The windows were all open to catch the breeze.  A fellow dawdled by, sucking on a stalk of wild garlic.  The smell permeated the dining room.  Who should blame me for detesting garlic ever thereafter?  The onion is as far as I will go in that direction.  The garlic of Manchuria, the daikon (pickled turnip) of Japan, and the kimchee of Korea I leave to those whose tastebuds relish those uniquely indescribable tastes.


While I was visiting my Maryknoll colleagues on the Manchurian mission, I went from Fushun to Erh Pa Tan.  Father Michael Henry, a classmate of mine, was associate-pastor there.  Father “Mike” was a great man.  Of medium height, with the dark hair and eyebrows of the Grecian Irish, he always sped around as if time did not allow for what he intended to do.  He had a clipped, jolly way of speaking.  His prominent nose told one to get out of his way.


It was fifty degrees below zero the two days I was there.  Father “Mike” warned me about offering Mass.  He mentioned how a priest had peeled the skin off his lips while drinking from a cold chalice.  “Keep your chalice close to those two blazing fires on the altar,” he cautioned me.

Odds and Ends


One summer afternoon in 1940, along the road leading from Karasaki to Otsu came a little procession introduced at times by the blast of a bugle.  Family, relatives, and neighbors were escorting a smiling youth to the railroad station where he would entrain  for army camp.  He was all smiles.  This was his chance to prove his loyalty to country by answering the military draft.


A few weeks later, the unfortunate youth crept back to his village home.  He had been rejected by the army on account of obesity.  His enlistment would be deferred until he lost weight by dieting.  It was reported that the young rejectee was very depressed.  Everyone hoped he would not despair, that he would not resort to jisatsu (suicide).

At Peace with All Gods


I was learning that the Japanese were a shrewd, farsighted race.  One evening in 1938 I was invited to the home of a prominent attorney in Otsu just for a chat.  The conversation inevitably turned to the history of Christianity in feudal Japan.  The idea of God, the meaning of kami (god) came to the fore.  What I had said to prompt the attorney’s remark, I do not remember.  But he halted me, saying: “Don’t get me wrong!  I am not against your Christ, although I regard myself as a Buddhist.  Not on your life.  I want to be at peace with all gods.”


Eclecticism one might call this.  But the attorney regarded it as plain, common sense.  He was taking no chances courting anyone’s disfavor.  The old Roman savants used to ask sarcastically:  “Who can love the gods?”  My Japanese loved all of them.  At that juncture, his zasen (umbilical contemplation) had not crowned his ruminations with the Buddhist satori (illumination).


Many in our country are of the same eclectic turn of mind.  They think nothing of embracing a religion, even a morality of opposites.  When, however, it comes down to morality, there may be positive sin involved.  They may not have it every way, depending on their urges.  They cannot do what old Father Phelan, our seminary professor, demeaned: “jumping on one’s horse and taking off in all directions.”

Sex


Sex. to be sure, is everyone’s allure, sooner or later.  Many a sin and many a sex crime might have been averted if people, as children, were properly instructed in the sacredness of sex.  I have known men and women, sometimes late in life, who knew nothing about coition, the marital act, pregnancy, and the birth of a child.  One girl left her husband the night of their marriage.


Why parents are slow to inform the children fully, I do not understand.  The children have a right to know.  It is for their future good.  How foolish it is for parents to put them off with all sorts of silly, untenable explanations:  “the Stork brought you,” etc.


I was amazed to hear women discussing this matter in Japan.  One mother said:  “I told my children that they came out of the crotch of a tree: ki no mata yori.”  I wondered if this concealment of sex was common to other countries.  Perhaps there is no uniformity in this.


On another occasion, I heard a mother instructing her young daughter.  She was using the house cat as a role model.  “Now the cat is a male.”


“A boy-cat?”


“Yes, if you wish.  Now the boy-cat has that (pointing to it).  But the girl-cat doesn’t have that.  No, the girl-cat has a cleft there.  And that goes in there.  And the baby comes out.”


“Oh, is that how it happens?”


“Precisely, my dear.”


Better than a cat, I thought, would be little brother and sister.


Which brings up the subject of marriage.  When I was in Japan, there were comparatively few failed marriages.  Children seemed to keep weaving spouses together.  Papa, of course, was allowed some legal forays.  Wives regarded this as the nature of the beast.  They referred to their husbands as shujin or danna sama (master).


I lived for a while with a Japanese family, hoping to learn the language sooner.  There was genuine love, mutual respect and teamwork in that large family of three generations.  There were, of course, families not so fortunate.  In some, the husband, while doting on the children, was unkind to his wife.


One day, on a street in Osaka, a couple got into a disagreement.  The husband publicly chastised his wife, beating her and knocking her to the ground.   People passed by.  No one intervened.  I was upset when I heard about the incident.  I asked my teacher why no one went to the rescue of the wife.  Would the police not intervene?  “Yes, if he seriously maimed her,  But she may have been in the wrong, and Japanese men are within their rights to chastise an erring wife.”


Well, it was not so long ago that Italian husbands were permitted to spank erring wives with a rod as thick as a finger.  Probably, it was the custom elsewhere in Europe.  Eve got her husband, Adam, in trouble, and men are still indignant about it.


There were some instances of backbreaking labor at which women were employed, although instances of such manual labor were growing fewer for women.  However, I witnessed a case of the former.


Next door to our residence in Omori, they began building an athletic center for karate (wrestling).  A squad of women were engaged in the brutal labor of driving the piles into the ground for the foundations.  It was their job to raise and lower the heavy weight that drove the piles into the ground.  Each woman had a rope that ran over pulleys.  They sang in unison, all of them drenched with perspiration.  Toward the end of the day, they were hardly able to drive the last piles.  The woman who bossed the others would fashion a penis from the end of her rope and go through the motions to the huge entertainment of the faltering women, and she sand a loud, ribald song.

Clergy Unique


Among the many respected, talented, and devoted members of the Paris Foreign Mission Society was Father Sauveur Candau.  He was a Basque priest who, unlike St. Francis Xavier, found learning the Japanese language easy.  “Easy,” he told me.  


“Easy for you,” I replied.  He just smiled.


Father Candau was called home, in defense of his country, during World War I.  Wounded on the battlefield and after an amputation, this brave priest returned to his first love, in Japan.  He walked with a cane, which did not deter him in his missionary ministry.  He brought with him a young recruit, his nephew, also a priest.


Among the Japanese clergy, famous was Father Totsuka, a physician, the son of the emperor’s physician.  Father Totsuka’s grandfather, in turn, was physician to an earlier Japanese emperor.  Father Leo Ward, a missionary from Liverpool, England, was assisting Father Totsuka in his clinic.  He arranged a small party for Father Totsuka on the twenty-fifth anniversary of his ordination to the priesthood.


Serving at table was a woman dressed in a black uniform.  They called her “Sister Violet.”  After the dinner, Father Ward related a strange tale about this Sister Violet.  Father Totsuka listened.


Father Totsuka, the story went, was studying post-graduate medicine in Paris.  He was associated with a French physician who invited Father Totsuka to accompany him on a visit to one of his patients.  As they approached the woman’s apartment in Paris, the French physician told Father Totsuka that she was a complete invalid who could not come to the door.  What was Father Totsuka’s surprise when they knocked at the door to see it opened by the patient.


The French doctor introduced Father Totsuka. Sister Violet said: “I expected a visit from a Japanese doctor.  And I prayed for him and his countrymen.  I asked God in His mercy to cure my condition, promising that I would go to this Japanese doctor’s country and work for his people in any way I could.”  Doctor Totsuka was not a Christian at that time, not to mention a Catholic and a priest.  And Sister Violet, true to her promise, went to Japan and devoted herself to Doctor Totsuka’s patients, at his clinic, open to all who chose to seek his help.


Sister Violet, I was told, was in constant pain.  When she asked God for healing, she asked only to be cured to the extent of physical rehabilitation.  I did think I read some sort of pain on that brave lady’s face as she went about the dining room.  Like the Lord Jesus, the lady was Jewish.


Father Ward was repatriated aboard the Conte Verde, which followed our ship, the Asama Maru, as far as Madagascar.  A man of fragile health, Father Ward came down with some illness aboard ship.  He died en route to his home and was buried at sea, the Indian Ocean his vast and wandering grave.  It was my sad duty, as soon as I landed in New York City, to inform Mrs. Maizie Ward of her brother’s demise.  He was a kindly, humble servant of the underprivileged, a brother of whom Mrs. Ward could be proud.  She had married Frank Sheed, a well-known English publisher whose company was known as “Sheed and Ward.”

Blind Bigotry


When I was a missionary in Japan, a Protestant sect bent on destroying my ministry in Otsu, Shiga-ken, set up shop and immediately began the usual campaign of vilification and anti-Catholic slander.  Well, this padre wasn’t a Yankee for nothing.  When the hoodlums began to denounce the Pope, I went to the authorities to remind them that His Majesty’s government had diplomatic relations with the Vatican.  I said that these lying ranters were politicizing religion against the national policy.  The authorities agreed with me and simply ran the ranters out of town as disturbers of the peace.  What else was one to do?  Lie down and let such bread-and-butter riffraff walk over you?


In my internment camp, during World War II, there was a young fellow from Costa Rica.  He described for me the religious procession through the heart of his town on Holy Saturday afternoon.  The custom was to carry a statue of the Dead Christ, bemoaning his death on the cross, and heralding his resurrection from the dead.


As the procession wended its way, he told me, a carload of American tourists came along and insisted on driving  through the procession.  This, of course, was an unpardonable outrage.  “What happened?” I asked the man.


“We killed them,” he said.


Certainly, if the culprits had committed such an outrage in a Moslem country, they would have been dispatched, no questions asked.  Every demonstration of religious faith, except a “Revival,” is characterized as a superstitious practice in this country.  It is a hangover of the rebellion Protestants call the Reformation.


Cobbett, an English historian, once remarked that English history, for a century,  was a tissue of lies against the Catholic Church.


I remember as I entered St. Peter’s Basilica in Rome, hearing an American teacher-tourist indoctrinating a young student about the Catholic Church’s opposition to  science, the Galileo case.  Bigotry has always been the blind caricature of truth!  And there is no depth to which religious bigotry will not descend.    The Galileo accusation against the Catholic Church is an old chestnut.  Galileo was not convicted for his scientific research.  There was much more to it than that.


The Atomists had attacked the Catholic doctrine of Transubstantiation of the Holy Eucharist.  Atomism was a philosophical theory that the universe is made up of tiny, indivisible particles that cannot be destroyed.


Galileo Galilei was not only an astronomer.  He was also a physicist.  As an astronomer with his telescope, he demonstrated the truth of the Copernican theory, that the planets revolve around the sun, and the earth, turning on its axis, accounts for the apparent rising and setting of the stars.


Copernicus was a Polish Catholic priest-astronomer.  He was never condemned by the Catholic Church for his views.  If, therefore, Galileo’s views were those of Copernicus, there was no reason to condemn him.  Galileo was convicted as a physicist,  an Atomist.


To maintain that the tiny, constitutive particles of matter cannot be destroyed in any way is, of course, a denial of the miracle of Transubstantiation worked, for the first time, by Jesus himself at the Last Supper, a power which He bequeathed to his priesthood.


Years ago, I subscribed to the magazine of the A.A.A.S.  (American Association for the Advancement of Science).  I remember reading in an issue that future research  on materials in the archives of Princeton University would throw new light on the Galileo controversy.  Galileo was more a physicist than an astronomer, and the Catholic Church was not as unscientific as bigots allege.


One need only go to the unfortunate village of Lemuy in Guatemala for evidence of this hypocrisy.  There, a member of a fundamentalist sect denounced to the military the entire village as “Communist” because the people would not “convert” from the Catholic faith to the tenets of this footloose “evangelist.”


The sect’s preacher, his face covered with a bandana, led the army into the village.  Thirty-four people were apprehended and never seen again.  The same fundamentalist sect assumed control of the town.  How’s that for diffusion of the Christian Gospel?


Bums like Jimmy Swaggart, a tel-evangelist recently publicly excoriated for lascivious conduct, openly conducted, for years, a most mendacious, demagogic radio program against the Catholic faith, denouncing it as “doctrine of devils.”  Well, the devil is the father of lies, and fair-minded persons should be able to discern the ancestry of such as Jimmy Swaggart.


During the Desert Storm incursion, the Saudi Arabians made it plain that their country was not up for grabs by American religionists.  We may not accept Mohammed as our Messiah, but the Saudis deserve credit for constancy in their faith.  They recognize hoodlums when they see them.

Seafaring Briggses


During my ministry in Japan, it did not take long to recognize the homogeneity of the Japanese nation.  This racial unity, of course, was owing principally to their age-old history, although the impact of government by warlords contributed to the unity of the race.  The restrictive regimes of modern-day militarists contributed even more to the cultural uniformity of the Japanese people under the aegis of a self-styled divine Mikado.


Until the advent of Buddhism from India via Korea in the sixth century, the Japanese had not been confronted with a non-traditional lifestyle.  Since, however, the bonzes from India brought the Japanese people a religion warm in ritual and hope, Buddhism soon filled the void in Japanese hearts left by their austere Shinto faith.  Although the religion of Gautama exerted an immense influence on the cultural life of the Japanese, it tended to blend with Japanese culture rather than replace it.


The next confrontation with a foreign lifestyle occurred about the middle of the sixteenth century.  The great missionary, Saint Francis Xavier, landed at Kagoshima, in the southern island of Kyushu, on August 15, 1549.  This Catholic priest, one-time university professor, burning like a seraph for the conversion of the Japanese people to Christianity, was soon followed by fellow Jesuits from Portugal.


Although it was an age of civil war in feudal Japan, the Christian missionaries found the Japanese people receptive to their message.  The warlord Oda Nobunaga protected the missionaries.  His motivation is not clear.  But since his opponents, especially among the Buddhist clergy, were also hostile to the foreign missioners. Nobunaga may have championed them as a sort of ploy or salient thrust into the ranks of his enemies.  Many of the daimyo (prefectural governors) also assisted the missionaries.  Such was the success of their apostolate that in 1587 there were two hundred thousand Catholics in a population of twenty million.


Then came Hideyoshi, the Shogun.  He entertained Nobunaga’s ambition to unite the nation.  He became absolute master of the country, while the emperor perforce moved about with his head in the clouds.  At first, Hideyoshi like Nobunaga befriended the missionaries.  However, his amity was self-centered.  The Shogun was his own best friend.


After his conquest of Shimazu, Hideyoshi gave a sumptuous feast to commemorate his victory.  During the meal, Seiyakuin, a Buddhist bonze, remarked to the warlord that Christian women refused to engage in any sort of immorality.  What Hideyoshi made of this inimical remark is not known.  But it revealed the hypocritical attitude of a priest who showed scant respect for female modesty and the purity of womanhood.


As Hideyoshi looked out on the harbor, he could not fail to notice the Portuguese merchant ship which the Jesuit Fathers had brought to Japan for their maritime ministry.

Hideyoshi had designs on China, and he regarded the Portuguese merchantman as a superior asset to that campaign. Although the Shogun promised to pay the price of the ship and offered the Jesuit superior great privileges, Father Gaspar Coelho did not accede to Hideyoshi’s request.  That very night, the warlord published his edict of banishment against the Jesuit missionaries.


Mention of the Jesuit missionary vessel reminds me of the Fukuin Maru (Gospel Ship) which Francis Clayton Briggs, a Baptist missionary from Boston, Massachusetts, would employ in his maritime ministry in the twentieth century.  Reverend Briggs, a distant cousin of this writer, was the last foreign skipper on Japan’s Inland Sea.  A “shedder of cheer,” they called him.  He was “canonized” by his parishioners at his funeral as Harima no Seijin (Saint of Harima).


The Briggses were of a seafaring breed.  Norse ships brought their ancestors from Scandinavia to Normandy in France, thence to Sicily, Italy, and England.  


Before Reverend Francis Clayton’s time, there was that other Briggs, Benjamin Spooner Briggs, captain of the “voodoo ship,” the Mary Celeste, whose tragic fate I once set down in verse.

The Mary Celeste

When first they laid her sturdy keel, 

At Nova Scotia’s Spencer Isle,

They christened her the Amazon,

This neat, two-masted brigantine.

An ark of maple, birch and beech,

About one hundred feet in length,

She was two hundred ton, in weight,

When she slid down the gleaming ways.

Scarce two days passed when tragedy 

Befell the plucky Amazon.
Her skipper met untimely death

Ere maiden voyage had begun.

Then, off the coast of Maine she ran

By chance, against a fishing weir,

Severely gashing her fine hull.

Her maiden voyage just begun.

Before the hurt could be repaired,

Amidship sudden fire broke out

Her second captain lost his job,

Her third commander afterwards.

With him she crossed for her first time,

Atlantic’s wild and wand’ring waste,

Colliding promptly with a ship

In Dover’s heavy-trafficked straits.

Repaired again, with skipper fourth,

She sailed undauntedly for home.

En route, she ran aground, hard-fast

On Breton Island, now a wreck.

She then was salvaged by two men

Who bankrupt went without delay.

New owners, reasons all unknown, 

Re-christened her Mary Celeste.

The ship’s fifth master, Captain Briggs,

A Massachusetts puritan,

In striking contrast stood to all

His fellows semi-literate.

A sire of seldom speech was he,

A Bible-reading, pious man.

Who angered always sputtered “Durn.”


Instead of an uncivil “Damn.”

As he set sail for Genoa,

With Sarah wife and baby girl, 

Two mates, a cook and seamen four,

The headwinds were severe, two days.

But Captain Briggs’ ship sallied out

Across the North Atlantic’s swells—

An ill-starred craft, a hoodoo sail,

Jinx-haunted almost from her birth.

Three weeks had passed.  Another ship,

The Dei Gratia, espied

Far out to sea Mary Celeste

Adrift and yawing heavily.

“Celeste, ahoy!” they called in vain…

Celeste, ahoy, the echoes came.

Just that…and sheets of canvas torn

All ghostly flapping in the breeze.

They went aboard, but no one saw

On deck, nor in the hold below

No sound they heard save groaning soft

Of rope against sea-weathered wood.

On Captain’s table lay a chart,

Some jewelry a lady loved

And there, uncorked, some medicine,

Perchance to ease a baby’s cough.

The wheel stood unattended, there,

No master mariner in sight.

The yawl was gone and gone with it

Was every single soul aboard.

All sorts of rumors then essayed

In vain the mystery to solve;

But none for us has yet divined

The secret of Mary Celeste.


In our own day, the Briggses were at it again.  In Maine,  many a fine ship of Briggs craftsmanship slid down the ways. 

I, An Enigma?


Now and then, simple souls would venture to quiz me about my foreign ways.  Although Otsu was a city of forty thousand people, and not far distant from Kyoto, the old capital of Japan, still there was something rustic about many of the people of Shiga prefecture, especially in the outlying districts.  Most of them were lovable folks, homebodies for the most part, enamored of the quiet life.  To many of them, I was a twenty-four-carat enigma.


While visiting a friend’s family, I noticed the cat one day.  It was eating rice.  Why, I don’t know, I could not imagine a cat eating steamed rice.  “Oh, Japanese cats eat rice?” I asked.


“Of course they do.  But they don’t eat rice your way—with milk and sugar on it.  That spoils good rice!”  It may, but from childhood I liked my rice served in that fashion, and I still do.


On another occasion, we were sipping our grass-green, boiling tea.  “You people do funny things with tea,” someone said.


“Funny things?” I asked in disbelief.

“Yes.  You boil the water and add the tea.  Then you sweeten the tea with sugar.  Next, you make the tea bitter with lemon.  Finally, you make it cold with ice.  That seems very funny to us.”


“We call that iced tea,” I explained.  


“Still seems very funny.  Chinese say, ‘Crazy Amelicans,’ you know.”


I was watching a carpenter at his work one day.  “Why don’t you pull the saw back?” I inquired.


“Law’s teeth no cut like that!”  Sure enough, the teeth were ground in the opposite direction.  “Baka,” he said, in hardly audible tones—“you fool.”

I asked my teacher the real meaning of “baka.”  “Ba,” he explained, “means ‘horse,’ and ‘ka’ has the meaning of ‘deer.’”  What a genteel cuss-word!

To be sure, the language has some vulgarities.  I was somewhat surprised, for example, the first time I heard university students refer to their mothers as o-fukuro (the honorable bag).  More vividly: inu kuso de mo tabe (eat even dog-dirt)  I once heard an irate person say to another, a little more obnoxious, in a way, than the Yiddish imprecation “Go to hell and make bagels.”

Once I heard a foreigner say; “Go to hell!”

The Japanese asked innocently:  “But why should I go to hell?”  Atta boy, Sansaburo!  That puts you ahead of many Americans!

Kusatsu, a nearby town on the railroad, was also part of my extensive parish.  I went there one day, curious about my inheritance.  There was a tradition that a French missionary used to visit that town.  I inquired about him.  “Senkyo-shi? A missionary?” they asked.  “Oh, yes; there was a Christian missionary here years ago,” someone volunteered.

“The one whose ear the horse bit off?”  

Was that animal, too, disturbed by the foreign scent?

A Chinese student, I was told, returned to his home from America with the

honor of a university degree.  When, however, he reached his village home, he was chagrined to learn that his parents had provided an outer room for him.  They would not allow him to mix with the family until the “stink of butter” had left him.


The Orient, be sure, has some disengaging scents of its own.  Japanese pickled daikon (radish) was not exactly fragrant.  And Korea’s kimchee was strong enough to chase some westerners out of town.  On a visit to the Maryknoll Mission at Fushun, Manchuria, I was sickened by a fellow sucking on wild garlic.  That occurred fifty years ago.  Still, the memory of Fushun comes back to me whenever I smell or taste even a smidgeon of garlic.

Long, Long Ago


In spite of the daily thrills in the service of God, the thrill of seeing the face of God in others, there were times, as the years wore on, when I could not help feeling a sense of bleak loneliness.


The Creator looked down from His celestial height on Adam and felt for him in his primal isolation:  “It is not good for man to be alone.”  So God proceeded to create again, giving the first man the companionship of Eve, the first woman.

At night, when loneliness is more pronounced, I knew I was not alone in my humble abode with the sliding paper doors.  I was, indeed, alone in my bed.  The housekeeper was in her room downstairs.  Still, we were worlds apart.

In the adjoining chapel, God was present, I firmly believed.  He, too, was there alone.  In a sense, alone.  Because God by His nature is never alone.  He enjoys the mysterious companionship of the Blessed Trinity of persons.  I wondered why He spoke to individuals, never to me.  If I were to hear, in the stillness of the night, just that one word “Samuel” applicable to me, my life would have been changed beyond all telling.  I never would be lonely again.

God spoke to Martin of Tours in the guise of a wayside beggar.  He spoke to John of God  in the guise of a poor hobbledehoy whose feet he was washing.  True, they were self-sacrificing persons.  But so was I—not on one occasion, but daily through the years.  Why had God no word for me?  Presumptuous of me, perhaps.  God knows His business best.  He moves in mysterious ways His wonders to perform.


At times, in the almost tangible silences of the night, I would hear the 

farewell hymn with which they had sent us forth from Maryknoll Seminary in faraway 

New York: 
        “Go forth, farewell for life, O dearest brothers,


        Proclaim afar the sweetest name of God….”


Those great, old French missioners whose parting hymn we young ones had appropriated to ourselves actually left home without the prospect of return.  They went for life, but we were going for only ten-year stints.  Even so, on occasion, the thrill of our daily rounds in the service of God was punctuated by transient experiences of nostalgia.


We were celibate priests, queer ducks, even in some ponds of our own Catholic church.  Whether the Japanese, including our parishioners, considered our mode of life strange, queer, abnormal, I do not know.  Some, surely, respected us just as they held in high esteem the celibate Buddhist nuns and bonzes.  Others, perhaps, put us down as weirdos and left it at that.  Some probably thought we were as busy as themselves at night.


Did we miss the companionship of women?  Of course we did.  After all, we were separated for long years from mothers and sisters.  The sitution was not reducible simply to wives in marriage.


Today we hear, even in our own Western Catholic churches, the voiced grievances of the hippydippy clergy bemoaning the inhumanity of celibacy.  “The Church forced that on us, after several centuries.  It was not that way in the beginning.”


These moaner-groaners never have impressed me with their knowledge of church history.  It was, documentably, that way in the beginning.  Of Jesus’ twelve apostles, only Peter had a wife.  He said sayonara (excuse me, shalom) to her and, like his eleven colleagues, left home to follow the Lord Jesus in the celibate ministry devoted to God and fellowman.


To be sure, in later times, most of the Orthodox clergy (except the “crazy monks”) opted for the married state.  Why waste a good thing?  But in the Latin Rite Church, the option was for celibacy because the Church harked back to Jesus’ option and chose to reinforce the “give all” ministry of the Apostles.  Call it a cruel option if you will.  Actually, it ws a higher call, the call to a self-sacrificing vocation as more pleasing to God, who, in the person of Jesus, asked His disciples to devote themselves not to self and family, but uniquely to His ministry.


This is not to treat marriage with umbrage.  Nor is this sexual harassment.  It was a call, a throwback to the sacrificial ministry of Christ.  Why should a church be excoriated for this?  Is not this exactly what a reasonable person would expect of a divinely-founded church?


Saint Paul, himself a celibate priest by choice, did not mince words.  He said that the priestly disciple of Jesus could not do justice to Jesus’ preferred ministry as a married man.  He could not be single-minded.  His family obligations would demand time from his priestly ministry.  Why do we not face up to the facts?  At best, the married man would be a part-time priest.  With no attempt at criticism, I have never known a married Orthodox priest whose attentions were not divided.  In my view, they were all perforce part-time clergymen.  That was not the preference of Jesus, His Apostles, and that of His Church.


So, we are celibates with the Lord Jesus.  Why, then, the objection?  Why, then, the sometime loneliness?


In Sazanami Besso (Little Wave), our first residence in Otsu, I could hear the swish of Lake Biwa, the Galilee of Japan, its waters like waters the world over making their way to the shores of my Boston home.  Later, in my little Japanese rectory at Otsu, it was the family pictures that beckoned me back home:



Portraits on the wall,




Tenderly look my way,





This bleak autumn night.


I never felt alone again when Maru came into my life.  But he spoke only Japanese.  And one must be one hundred percent fluent in a language, able to speak like a native, to make a dog understand.  After all, Maru had been born and bred for a year in a Japanese family.


Are we ever really able to commune with the natural world?  The poet Basho said that one could not write about the pine tree unless he shared its woody heart.  But how does one do this?  How could I reach the sensitivities of Maru?  We must have reached a plateau of understanding, as one who speaks only a broken, mongrelized language somehow reaches an understanding with another who is native to that other tongue.  What Maru may have thought about me, I do not know.  But I knew that he was one smart dog.  I taught him to bark one to five times.  Of course, I was counting in Japanese. 


“Wan” (“Woof” in Japanese) brought one bark.  And so on, up to five.  Some of my Japanese neighbors watched the demonstration of Maru’s prowess with admiration.  Others looked at me twice, with calculating stares, convinced that there was something  strange about this foreigner.


Observing Maru’s actions and reactions, I grew to find companionship with others of God’s creations.  “Sparrows twitter all year round,” said Blyth, the haiku-historian.  But when sparrows twitter on New Year’s Day, do they presage the dawning of a happy New Year?  Ransetsu, the poet, thought so.  I would remember this about sparrows.  If Ransetsu could be so optimistic, so could I.


But then, in the spring:



The evening haze:




Thinking of the past—





How far off it is! (Kito)


Kito, the poet, was thinking about the Buddhist obsession with impermanence, the world of constant change.  But the pain of the memories is there, with its aura of loneliness.  The feeling of evanescence is one thing; something else the haunting sense of alienation.



Slow days piling up—




How distant





Things of the past! (Buson)

The events and experiences of younger years are irrevocable, lost in the springtime haze; gone with the breezes of spring.  I am left alone.


The sense of the evanescence of things I was told is innate to the Japanese.  What emotions does this beget in them?   A sense of hopelessness?  Desperation?  Fatalism?  The wish to flee from it all with Buddha, to Nirvana?  To me, it meant personal alienation, separation, sheer loneliness, an abiding state which I might be able to change or have to live with if I could not change the situation.


Still, all was not hopeless.  Nature had resources and reserves for human relief.  As Gray in his “Ode on the Pleasure of Arising from Vicissitude” wrote so optimistically:




The meanest flower of the vale,




The simplest note that wells the gale,




The common sun, the air, the skies




To him reopening Paradise.


The poet Chora wrote:




The Bush Warbler is singing…





As yesterday,




      At this same hour.


“The same voice, at the same time,” observed haikuist Blyth.  “It gives one a feeling that all is not transitory; some things remain unchanged.  (Haiku II, p. 180)  


Keats, said Blyth, wrote something equivalent:




And, happy melodist, unwearied,





For ever piping songs forever new.


Blyth has voiced the same sentiment of untiring melody in his translation of 

Basho’s haiku:




All the day long—





Yet not long enough for the skylark,






Singing, singing.  (op. cit., p. 195) 


Here, surely, was balm for the lonely heart.  Poet Issa would prolong the happy

experience, ensure its continuity:




The fence:





Swept as for a banquet table,






For the Bush Warbler.


The élan of one’s experience need not always be of low vitality, says Blyth (op. cit., p. 184).  You never will see the sunset if you lodge dejectedly in a canyon.


The continuity of Nature’s companionship relieves the brutish strain of alienation from loved ones.  Keats, in his “Ode to a Nightingale,” remarked:






In ancient days…


As if to thwart the loneliness of night, the skylark flutters earthward, singing still in the gathering gloom.  Blyth has translated Kiin’s poem:




In the fields of labour,





All is still;






Skylarks in the evening.  (op. cit., p. 201)


Until moon and stars brighten the skies, I am not alone.  Far from it.  Another  voice has joined the skylark’s song.  It is rather unmelodious, like someone singing off-pitch.  Still, it is a voice, the voice of a beauteous creature, and it breaks the melancholy of the night.  Now it is a duet I hear, a sort of orchestra.  Blyth’s translation of Basho’s haiku:




Through the lark’s singing





Comes the beat






Of pheasants’ cries.  (op. cit., p. 204)


Then come the frogs, especially the kawasu or singing frog, his voice bird-sweet in springtime; in summertime, at night, a multitudinous croaking like the rapids’ roar.  As their voices deepen, their autumn chant will be a lament of old age.  The discordant cries of the wild geese returning to their northern homes will underscore the old-age theme.


Who could lie lonely in bed amid such orchestrations, amid such a cacophony?  And as if that were not enough (mercy me!), the screams of cats in love, on the stone wall outside my kitchen.  Unless pantheistically, how could anyone suggest identity of nature in all this?    No; we are all our own, and on our own, pilgrims, travelers all, hastening or plodding inexorably together to “that one faroff divine event to which the whole creations moves.”  In spite of the cacophony, the confusion, the contrariety, there is the destined direction of all.  I am not alone.  Perish the thought!  I am one in a great, friendly, gabby, voiceful crowd beneficently fated not to lose its way.


In the fall of 1940 I had finished work on my new church at Zeze, Otsu.  It was Japanese style, a church with the traditional choir loft.  The pattern for the exterior was the temple type construction, with five gleaming, tiered roofs in cobalt-blue tile.


One roofed the two-story tower.  Another, more an ornamental fringe than a roof, encircled the tower a short distance from the roof.  Together, with the tower, they formed the Chinese pictograph for Heaven.


Farther down from the tower were two more ornamental roofs.  Then, at the base of the tower, on a ridge of roof, the great gable-roof swept over the choir loft and sweeps, right and left, over the rest of the roof.


Finally, below the choir loft windows, another small gable roof covered the entrance to the church.


Perhaps I should not describe those lustrous tiered roofs as cobalt.  Better call them dark blue, although they are a mixture of cobalt and aluminum oxides.  Cobalt, in Greek, means goblin, a demon in the mines where the goblin substitutes cobalt for silver.


Of course, that is all myth.  The Japanese fairly love those swirling roofs.


My parishioners were given the choice of a modern western interior.  They preferred wooden floors instead of the native construction of soft straw panels.  Instead of cushions on such  a resilient flooring, they chose the western-type oaken pews.  Lest the compromise be too extreme, the diehards brought their cushions for sacral relief.


I had worked on the design with a company named Amerikaya, a name that disappeared as soon as World War II broke out.


Ironically, the construction company received orders for the “Catholic roof.”

When they riffled through the manuals and came up with nothing, it dawned on them that they had constructed something unique.

My New Church


When my new church, St. Mary’s of the Lake, was completed and duly dedicated, I went with Mr. Yamanaka, my Catechist, to the prefectural building to record ownership and other details.  The official, expecting me to sign as owner, was hesitant to allow me to do otherwise.  He laughed a little.  “Do you think we would steal it from you if anything happened?”


“Yes, sir,” I said to myself.  “That is exactly what I fear.”


When I told the official that the parishioners also had contributed to the building of the church, and that others both in Japan and in the United States had made donations of money, although not totally convinced that he was doing the correct thing, he let me register the church in my name as “guardian.”  When war broke out and the Otsu government seized the property, I protested:  “You are not taking my property.  The church belongs to the Japanese diocese of Kyoto.”


“No, we know it is your property,” they rejoined.


“Your own documentation will prove otherwise,” I said.  That was an eye-opener.  Off the police went to check the official record, and sure enough, I was only the locum tenens, the present occupant.  And my “chop,” my seal in Japanese, was there to prove it.  They may have altered the record.  On the other hand, they may have let it go at that.


Indeed, this evaluation did not prevent the police from usurping the premises when war broke out.  But it did make a difference.  Actually, it gave the church official protection from the masses.  Besides, arrangements were made for use of part of the church-proper for the worship of the parishioners.


The police stole the ball bearings in the hanging sanctuary lamp.  They may hve stolen the ornate brass fixture and all.  But they screened off the main altar with a high partition, leaving a side aisle for access to the sanctuary.  It could have been a trap.  Still, I gave them the benefit of the doubt.


If juvenile vandals were all publicly spanked, as in Singapore, britches down, it would halt crime in no time.  It works in other countries.  The fear of pain also would suppress much adult crime.  Criminals cavalierly impose pain on others, but they cannot bear it themselves.  I have seen the salutary effects of pain inflicted on criminals in China, Korea, and pre-war Japan.  People over there think twice before committing crimes.  In five years’ time, China still executes in the thousands.  Murder, rape, burglary attended with mayhem, embezzlement by officials, all call for the death penalty.  These countries are several thousand years old.  They have amassed a wisdom still denied to such a young country as ours.


In some Chinese cities, I witnessed bound criminals led by a policeman through town.  I can still hear the “thwack, thwack” of the bamboo rods on the culprits’ backs.  The Chinese walking long the streets just looked at the scene dispassionately.  “Serves them right” seemed to be the general attitude.


I cannot forget an incident that occurred shortly after I built my church in Otsu.  Some boys broke the windows.  The contractor replaced them, but he refused to do so again.  Boys broke more windows.  No one would direct me to the vandals.  So I put an ad in the local newspaper, offering a reward for apprehension of the culprits.  Twice, I increased the reward until it reached one hundred yen.  


The ads also bemoaned such conduct as a waste of the nation’s resources at a time when Japan was in hard straits.  Prior to World War II, they were picking thumb tacks off the light poles.  The third ad did the trick.  It smacked of treasonous conduct.  The police hinted that I, a foreigner, was shaming their people.  I insisted on justice.  A piece of cake!


The police went to a nearby street and marched all of the boys out of their homes.  They pulled down their britches and started to spank, demanding names of the guilty ones.  It worked like magic.  Soon the little yellow buttocks began to blush.  Then came the names.  The poor mothers of the boys came in a group to apologize and offer restitution.  I let them off on their promise that there would not be a recurrence.


I had a similar experience in West Virginia, although no buttocks were spanked.  I had built another church, this one in a small town known as Carolina Mines.  Some bigots broke the windows as soon as the building was finished.  I had to sleep in my car, trying to catch the guilty ones at night.  When word got around that there was a suspicious car under those trees and a suspicious character in the car, the vandalism ceased.


The incidents in Japan may have been motivated by bigotry.  The Buddhists probably were not happy to see the beautiful “New Nippon-Style” church with the cobalt tile roofs gleaming above historic Lake Biwa.  Religion, some say, is a funny thing.  Is it funny because funny people, too, are religious at times?
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