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From the editor 
 

From this issue, we’d like to share with you a wonderful testimony, Go to the Land That I Will Show You ( I ) by
Julianne, one of our house church leaders. 

My Dream to Be a Veterinarian 

I loved animals all my life, as far back as I could
remember. Seeing cats and dogs abandoned in our
neighborhood, I would always bring them home and
trouble my parents. When I was around four years old, I
already had a wish to be an animal doctor to help sick
animals. By the time I was in elementary school, our house
was full of animals I had brought home, or someone had
given me, or my mother had bought for me at a pet shop.
My morning routine was to wake up at four and take care
of my animals. 

When I was a fifth grader, my best friend started
bullying me. She became a school gang leader and
commanded other friends to bully me. It got worse and
worse. She hung around with many older gang friends and
threatened me, saying, “We’ll beat you up when we see
you in middle school.” From then on, I was enslaved by
fear, and I started to study at a cram school in order to pass
the entrance examination of a private middle school. I just
wanted to escape from their harassment at public school. 

Until then, I had never really studied because I didn’t
like to study at all, so everything at the cram school was a
shock to me. I was the lowest performing student there,
and every day I was made aware of how dumb I was. It
was painful. I was overwhelmed by pressure and fear,
thinking, “If I don’t get good scores, I will have to go to
the public middle school and be bullied again!” 

In the midst of all that, when I told the cram school

guidance counselor, “I want to go to the veterinary
department of Hokkaido University and become a
veterinarian,” the teacher replied, “Your math and science
scores are way too low to be a veterinarian. On the other
hand, your language and social studies scores are a little
better, so you should get into a private school which has a
good liberal arts program.” Quite honestly I was shocked to
hear that. I suddenly realized that my wish didn’t always 
come true, and for the first time in my life I was really
disappointed. In addition to the everyday bullying, I had to
give up my long-cherished dream to be a veterinarian. This 
made me really depressed. 

However, regardless of my poor grades at the cram 
school, I was accepted by a Christian missionary school
whose reputation for English education was great in Osaka
where I lived. Teachers of the cram school wondered why I
passed that school’s exam while other high-performing 
students failed. 

At the middle school, I studied English for the first
time, and found it more interesting than any other subject.
So I devoured it on my own and my English score was
always the best in the school. When I was in the ninth
grade, I started thinking about studying in the United States 
to improve my English. When I was a freshman in high
school, I went to Montana as an exchange student for a
year. 

Going back a little in time, when I was in the seventh
grade, I encountered the Lord for the first time. After the 
final exam of the second term, in the school chapel we
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watched the movie “Ben Hur.” Ben Hur suffered terribly
in the movie - he was betrayed by his best friend,
separated from his family, and chained and forced to walk
in the desert by Roman soldiers, who didn’t allow him to
drink any water. When he cried out in despair, Christ
appeared and gave him water. The scene really moved me
and shocked me. I wanted to know Christ more, and
thought that I might be able to meet Him if I went to
church. So I started going to church in my neighborhood.

However, in the church I didn’t come to know about
the love of Christ as I had expected. They said, “As a
Christian you should do that, ” or “you should not do
this.” Being sick and tired of it, I stopped going to
church. 
  

The Best Present 

In the first year of high school, I went to Montana
and stayed with an American family as an exchange
student for a year. Toward the end of my stay in Montana,
a close friend of mine took me for a drive to a lake. In the 
car, he showed me a communion cup and started talking
about the resurrection of Christ. Even after we arrived at
the lake, he kept on talking about Christ. “I am not
Christian, and my family religion is Shinto and
Buddhism. Why do you tell me about Christ?” I asked.
He said, “My family is poor, so I cannot give you a nice
farewell present. And when you leave here, I can’t do
anything for you though I want to help you. But there is
one thing I can give you as a present. It is the faith in
Christ. I’m not saying that you should believe in Him
right now. I just want you to remember what I said if you
have any trouble after you go back.” 

His father was a pastor. His family was living
frugally and not well off. Yet he had the best grades in the
school. He got a full scholarship to the department of
political science at Yale University. Not only that, he was
the captain of the football team and the chief of the
student council. In addition, he was a high school sprint
record holder in Montana. He was such an excellent
student, and yet he was so modest and gentle! 

I really respected him, and often wondered what his
secret was. Looking back, I realize that the secret was his
faith in Christ. 

After spending one year in the United States, I came
back to Japan. Before going to the States, I found favor
with the teachers and the students because of my English

skills. I had a high score in the English Language 
Proficiency Test, I was chosen as the district’s
representative for the national English speech contest and
introduced in a major newspaper, and so on. Since my
school had an emphasis on English education, I often
received compliments, especially from teachers
enthusiastic about English education. 

However, when I came back from the United States, 
those teachers who used to praise me began to criticize 
me for being Americanized, with my curly hair and 
suntan. “It’s good that you improved your English in the
United States, but your appearance is not acceptable,”
they said. I was called to the principal’s office and told to 
straighten my hair right away to look more “Japanese.” 

At the age of sixteen, I was knocked out by the 
“reverse culture shock” and realized how fickle others
could be with their approval. I was depressed and almost
fell into school phobia. “What is wrong with me?” I 
wondered, “All I did was to study and learn American 
culture for a year! I myself haven’t changed a bit!” Being
an adolescent girl, I could not help growing distrustful of
people. 
  

In November 1989, four months after I came back to 
Japan, a pastor of the church in a leper colony came to 
our school as a guest speaker for the Mission Week. 

After coming back to Japan, I became a member of 
Religion Committee at school, influenced by my close
friend in Montana who had said to me: “I want you to 
believe in Christ.” I thought I would be able to know
more about Christ if I was involved with Christian events
and pastors. One of the tasks of the committee members
was to write down the summary of speaker sermons. I
was in a state of depression and reluctantly went to the 
chapel with a pencil and notebook. 

At the pulpit was an old man with pebble-lensed 
glasses who was fiddling with a microphone and the
Bible. He had no fingertips, and his nose had no shape. I
was shocked to see him. 

In the service, he talked about how he had met Jesus. 
When he was ten years old, he developed leprosy and was
deserted by his parents. They sent him to a leprosy
sanatorium in the middle of the night so that no one might
see him. When he was thirteen, he lost most of his
eyesight from the disease and plunged into the depths of 
despair. He wanted to die, but had no energy even to kill
himself. In the midst of it, however, he met Christ. “Jesus
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loves me so much that He gave up His life on the cross for
me. How happy I am!” He was overjoyed and earnestly
wished other people suffering from leprosy like him could
come to know Jesus. So he became a pastor in a leper
colony. 

He spoke for an hour, and I was drawn to his
testimony. He was filled with the joy and happiness of
knowing Jesus! He made jokes about his pebble-lensed
glasses and his appearing like the Elephant Man. In the
love of the Lord, he fully accepted himself and rejoiced as
He was. So everyone had a hearty laugh with him. He was
such a cheerful man! 

When he finished speaking, I found myself freed
from all worries and pent-up feelings. I was filled up with
indescribable joy and zest for living. He had nothing to
speak of in this world – no wealth, no family, or no fame.
He was abandoned by his family and all he had was
leprosy. However, Jesus was with him. And he was a man
of joy, peace and thanksgiving more than anybody else I

had ever met. 
Suddenly I felt a strong desire arising within, “I

want to have the same happiness. I want to have the joy
and peace which will never be affected by people or
circumstances around me.” It was the most sincere desire
of my heart. 

The dark clouds left me from that day on. No longer
did I suffer from depression and school phobia, and I
could adapt myself to school. The teachers who had once
criticized me now accepted me again, but it actually no
longer mattered to me, for I had now found the secret of
life! 

 
To be continued to the next issue…. 

  
 
 

Bible Study in the Wilderness      December 2013 
 

The Bible Study in the Wilderness is a unique way of studying the Bible. Each one goes to the Lord to be still before Him 
alone (that is, the wilderness), and meditates upon the verse, listening to the Lord alone. Anyone is welcome to join the 
Bible Study in the Wilderness. Write down your thoughts and e-mail your report to aranoseiken＠kohitsuji.com.   
                 

“They May Become Perfectly One”   Due Date: December 3 
  

On May 19 in the healing service at the Church of the Wind, “Wedding Feast Is the End Time,” * Mitsuko shared us the
following interpretation: 
 

“The wedding feast is the end time. The chosen is Kohitsuji no Mure.” 
“Time has been shifted. The end time is the time for worship. The time has come when you proceed My time.” 
“You, the chosen as God’s people. You the ones to reveal the hope in the end time. Be the ones to praise God’s glory.”  

And God also gave us the following scripture: “For many are called, but few are chosen” (Matthew 22:14) 

What does it mean to you? 
 

* You can find Mitsuko’s message “Wedding Feast Is the End Time” in the newsletter “The Vison” on July 2013, and 
also in the book, “Eternal Purpose.”  
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Stand on the Faith through Decision 
 

– Healing of Whiplash Injury – 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

On my way to Hoya gathering, I was chatting in the car in an awkward posture without leaning
back in the back seat. When a car behind us banged into ours, I was hit with a direct impact. I was 
simply surprised with a bang sound, but all of a sudden I felt nauseous, and then a pain in my neck. 
Because I heard that an immediate pain was an indication of a mild whiplash, I figured mine could not 
be serious. I prayed, and so did Pastor Peter, who was sitting next to me, laying his hand on me. Yet I 
did not feel any better. I tried to think that the pain and the nausea were not a big deal, but my body felt
heavy. Ten minutes passed, and another twenty minutes passed without any indication of healing. 
Because I believed that I would be healed instantly, I began to wonder, “Why has this happened to 
me?” When I was too distressed to speak, my ears caught a voice from a tape played in the car.  

 
He took our infirmities and bore our diseases.             (Matthew 8:17) 

 
“Oh, this is it! The Lord has taken away this pain on His cross.” As soon as I realized it, I felt my 

pain in my neck leaving as if a dangling rope ladder were lifted up from my neck. It is funny that such 
an image came to me, though I knew nothing about a rope ladder. 

“Wow! I’m healed just as I thought!” I was happy.  
A while later, however, a dull pain came back to my neck. The worship began. When Pastor Peter 

was speaking, I leaned against a wall and prayed for the pain, because it was too painful to ignore. 
“Lord, what is this all about? Please answer me.” It was strange not only that I was the only 

person being hurt out of three people in the car, but also that my pain was not yet healed. Besides, it 
happened on our way to the praise gathering of all places. “Is this Satan’s interference?” asked the 
person driving the car. I did not know the answer. Whatever it was, I was more anxious to know why 
the pain had returned and continued. Then a thought came to me: 

“Have I not spoken to others that there is a time for us to stand on the faith through decision? Why 
am I so upset about the pain? The Lord is with me. I should not let myself be affected by it. Because 
the Lord is with me, it is all right if the pain does not go away for the rest of my life. For me right now, 
to leave everything to the Lord is to make such a decision.” 

“That is the answer,” I heard the voice saying close to my right ear. 
At the gathering, I spoke about the whiplash incident. Because I still had the pain, I wanted to 

start with it. When I finished speaking, all my pain and nausea were gone, and the pain has never come 
back to me since then. 

 
Surely He has borne our griefs and carried our sorrows.      (Isaiah 53:4) 

 
Pain and illness suddenly attack us. It happens in life with or without causes. The words of God 

indeed have the power to bring healing. The simple words of God remind us of God’s reality and take 
away pains. They are not just letters, but the power of life. 

And if it brings mere emotional joy, the joy may fade away when a situation changes, because our
emotions go up and down, being affected by circumstances.  

Yet, if we anchor our faith in the cross of Christ, not in our emotions, and stand on the decision to
trust in the Lord regardless of our emotions or desires, the joy will never fade away and all things that 
the Lord promised will become ours. I was also taught the significance of confessing it with my mouth. 

The power of the words of God, faith of decision, and confession which can be also called 
testimony; these are the three weapons that I learned from my whiplash incident. 

  
 ( from “The White Dove I” P. 267-268 )

 

From “The White Dove”                                                   


