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And I heard every creature in heaven and on earth and under the earth and in the sea, and all therein, saying, “To him who 
sits upon the throne and to the Lamb be blessing and honor and glory and might for ever and ever!” And the four living 
creatures said, “Amen!” and the elders fell down and worshiped.                            (Revelation 5:13-14)   

The prayer of God who created everything in the beginning was fulfilled through the Spain Praise Tour last month.
Our praise, calling out the name of “Jesus” has been resounding even to the end of the earth! We believe that the name of
the Lord Jesus resounds all over the universe, all the land, all the nations, and all the people, all things created by God.
Now we know that the time has come for everything created by God come back into the presence of God through our
worship in heaven and the earth and under the earth!  

In this issue, we’d like to share with you the continuation of the testimony on November issue, Go to the Land That I
Will Show You ( II ) by Julianne. 

Encounter with Kohitsuji no Mure 

Such reality of the living God truly exists! I really
thanked my friend in Montana and the pastor of the leper
colony. 

At the same time, however, I was caught up in the
legalistic teaching of the church I was attending at the
time. It was an evangelical church and I joined the Bible
study led by an American missionary. There I learned 
how I should “live as a Christian,” and it gave me the
illusion that I had to follow those “how-tos” in order to
live as a Christian. 

Meantime I started helping out with the homestay
program organized by an American missionary twice a
year. It was for Japanese students to stay with American
families in the southern part of the United States. When I
got into college, the missionary went back to the United
States to go to a seminary in Florida. I became the
coordinator of the program as my part-time job. I 
gathered students and sent them to Georgia and Florida
where the missionary was. 

One day, one of the medical student of Osaka
University, joined the program. She told me that she was

a Christian. Soon we became very close friends, and she
introduced me to her mother, Mrs. K. 

In those days, my sister, who was a year younger
than me, became mentally insecure. Almost every day she
went on a rampage and fought with my parents. She went
to the same Christian school, and visited church many
times seeking salvation, but every time she came home
disappointed. No matter what I told her, she dismissed it,
saying, “You are a Pharisee! You are an idiot just like the
teachers of the Law!” 

Now I understand why she felt that way. Departing
from my first love, my joy of encountering Christ, I was
trapped by the legalistic way of thinking and deep into
church activities. I must have been such a boring and
disgusting person! 

Being at a loss regarding what to do about my sister,
I told Mrs. K on the phone what was going on in my
family. Then the next day I received an express package
from Mrs. K. In it I found ten sermon tapes of Pastor Arai
in Tokyo. 

When I listened to the tapes, I didn’t feel much. Yet
the next morning, I woke up feeling anger, sadness, and
fear, feelings which I had sealed within me for more than
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ten years. They were the emotions toward my friend who
had started bullying me in the fifth grade. Until then, I
had been unaware of my anger and completely locked up
the memory of that experience. When I realized how
much I had been hurt and angry, I cried hard for several
hours. And after that a thought came to me, “Jesus is
telling me to forgive her.” Right then and there I prayed
aloud that I would forgive her. 

To tell the truth, ever since my best friend started
bullying me, I had been having problems with my bowel
movements and abusing laxatives (a kind of eating
disorder). For ten years I had taken ten to twenty laxative
pills every day. However, on the morning after I said a
prayer to forgive my friend, I heard a gentle voice, “You
will be OK without laxatives,” so I stopped it. The
following day, I had a normal bowel movement! Ever
since then, I have never felt compelled to abuse laxatives.

Three days after that, I happened to meet this friend
for the first time after nine years at a nearby post office.
There I found myself having completely forgiven her. I
told her that I had long been angry at her but had
forgiven her, and that I wanted her to forgive me as well
for what I had done. It was reconciliation after twelve
years. (Several years later, she and her daughter were
baptized at the Kohitsuji no Mure Church.) 

Through all these things, I began to wonder, “There
might be a world which I don’t know. Does the Lord’s
healing still exist now?” When I told Mrs. K what had
happened to me, she was overjoyed. 

Several days later, I got a phone call from her. She
said, “There is a new church called Kohitsuji no Mure in
Ashiya. I want you to go there with me. It was started by
Pastor Peter from the United States and a lady named
Mitsuko who has the healing gift. Please go with me just
once. This is my life’s wish.” 

I had just had a big argument with her daughter on
the phone regarding whether or not God’s healing
existed. I had told her daughter, “I don’t believe in
healing. So don’t try to drag me into your weird world.” I
wondered, “She is a smart medical student. What on
earth makes her say such an unscientific and
incomprehensible thing?” At the same time I felt, “I am
indebted to Mrs. K, so I can’t say no to her. I would have
never experienced such healing if she had not sent me
those tapes.” 

Although I was still clinging to the evangelical
teaching, I decided to go to the Kohitsuji no Mure
Church only once with Mrs. K. It was in the fall of 1993.

After the service, Pastor Peter and Mitsuko prayed for me
while laying their hands, but I did not feel anything. When
I went back home, I thought “Now I have satisfied Mrs.
K’s wish. I’ll never go there again.” 

However, after attending the Kohitsuji no Mure
service for the first time, many things happened to me.
The first thing was that I could no longer go to the church
I was attending in those days. Every time I forced myself
to go, I had a terrible headache. So I gave up. I had
decided never to go to the weird Kohitsuji no Mure
Church, but whenever I was hurt or came to a dead-end, I
found myself wanting to go to Kohitsuji no Mure Church.
When I broke up with my boyfriend, it was where I
wanted to go the most. Gradually, I started having
disagreements with the people of the evangelical church
whom I worked with. In the end I had no choice but to get
away from them. 

I graduated from college and started working. I was
worn out on weekends, but every Sunday morning, I woke
up exactly at seven o’clock, having a strong urge to go to
the Kohitsuji no Mure Church. So I started attending
service at Kohitsuji no Mure. 

Nevertheless, I was still thinking, “In Kohitsuji no
Mure, they don’t talk about the Bible much. They only
sing praises which sound like chanting. I want to get more
knowledge about the Bible in order to be a balanced
Christian.” So I subscribed to message tapes from another
church, but after a while I started to feel heavy and could
no longer listen to them. 

For almost five years. I kept on going to the Kohitsuji
no Mure Church, though I did not understand the meaning
of praise. My heart was hardened like a stone,
indoctrinated with the evangelical teachings. Yet the Lord
was so kind and patient to a helpless Pharisee like me.
Slowly and over time, He opened my eyes to the vision of
Kohitsuji no Mure, “Everything is completed in praise.” I
am really grateful to the Lord for patiently urging me to
go to the Kohitsuji no Mure worship. 

 

Meeting with Frank 

Let me go back a little in time. After graduating from
college and quitting my job as a coordinator of the
homestay program, I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t want
to be jobless, relying on my parents with whom I lived. So
I looked for a job and finally started working as an
English conversation teacher in Moriguchi, a suburb of
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Osaka. It was April, 1996. 
After two months had passed, a new teacher came to

the school from the United States. He was popular among
girls and hanging around with a different girl almost every
night. Being a square-toed Christian, I was disgusted with
him at first. I avoided him and looked down on him. It
was Frank, who was going to be my future husband. 

One day, when I was talking with him, to my surprise
I felt deep peace with him which I had never felt before.
We were congenial to each other, except for one thing,
faith. He did not hesitate to say, “I am an atheist and I
don’t believe in God. I don’t like Christians.” 

I was confused. “Oh, no! What if I marry him, a
non-Christian?” I kept turning him down. I even asked my
Christian friends to pray about Frank, saying it might be
Satan’s temptation. I was still a very stuffy Christian. The
Evangelical teaching brainwashed me into believing that it
was a sin to have a date with a non-Christian, much more
to marry him. 

In the middle of such struggle, my friend, Yumiko
Tokuhara, who is now a staff worker of Kohitsuji no Mure,
took me to the youth gathering of Kohitsuji no Mure.
Mitsuko was there, and after the gathering, I happened to
talk to her about my feelings toward Frank. I said, “I am
going out with a man who is an atheist and doesn’t like
Christians.” She asked me if I had a picture of him, so I
showed her his picture. “Let me pray for him.” So saying,
she prayed. “He is so straightforward. I think he will
believe in Jesus soon.” 

Less than one month later, although I did not say
anything about Jesus or church, Frank suddenly said to
me, “I want to go to church with you tomorrow. Can you
take me?” After the worship he said, “I’ll say hello to the
pastor” and went to Pastor Peter. Then Pastor Peter and
Mitsuko prayed for him. He confessed to believe in Jesus
right there! I just couldn’t believe what was happening
before my eyes, and was flustered. Pastor Peter looked at
me and said, “Julianne, you have such little faith! Why are
you so flustered? ” 

Since then, Frank had attended the worship service
almost every Sunday and dozed off in praise. He must
have been being healed in the midst of praise. One year
later, he was baptized. I too was re-baptized with him. It
was Christmas in 1997. 

Soon after he was baptized, we started talking about
our future. “I can no longer work as an English teacher in
Japan,” Frank said, “I’m going back to the States to look
for a job. I want you to come with me. Please marry me.” I

knew from my experience in Montana that it would be
quite tough to live permanently in a foreign country with a
different culture where I should speak a non-native
language. I didn’t want to leave Japan where my family
lived and where I felt comfortable having no language and
culture barrier. I was scared. But if I didn’t go, my
relationship with Frank would end. I didn’t want to move
out of Japan, leaving my parents who were growing old
and my sister if at all possible. 

In the midst of my struggle, I went to healing service
alone. It was January 1998. During the service, Mitsuko
said, “The Lord is speaking to someone who is suffering
and struggling unable to decide where to live in the future.
The Lord is saying, ‘My love alone is your answer.’ ” As
soon as I heard it, I realized that it was for me. The Lord
also gave me a scripture: 

  
Go from your country and your kindred and your 
father’s house to the land that I will show you. And I 
will make of you a great nation, and I will bless you, 
and make your name great, so that you will be a 
blessing.                      (Genesis 12:1-3) 

  
Though I had no idea what was waiting ahead, I

decided to gamble on Jesus’ love, and accepted a marriage
proposal from Frank on February 14, Valentine’s Day. I
made up my mind to marry him and move to the United
States. 

We got engaged, but my family and relatives strongly
opposed our marriage. They were against my living in the
United States. Frank suggested having our marriage
registered at the American Embassy in Japan and running
away. But I felt uncomfortable about it. Finally we
decided that Frank would go back to the States first to find
a job and a place to live. Things didn’t go as well as we
desired, and we ended up living apart for a year. However,
the Lord healed each of us deeply during this period, and
His cross stood between us. I believe it was the best way
for both of us to be prepared for our marriage. 

Throughout that year, the Lord showed us that
everything would be completed in praise. We left Japan
receiving the blessing of my family and friends. 

To be continued …. 
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－Healing of Suzan’s Skin Disease－ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

    

It was about my friend, Suzan, who joined our lunch on the day of the White Dove. She was
my English conversational teacher as well as my best friend. After lunch, she pulled up her pants
and showed us her leg. 

“Look at this! Have you ever seen anything horrible like this? First my toe got a little itchy,
and it spread to my foot and is now spreading further upward. I am scared.” 

She complained that she had gotten the skin disease from her husband. I and my other friend
who asked us for lunch were dumbfounded, and just stared at her leg. I do not remember whether
I advised her to go and see a doctor. I did not touch her leg, and it was just one of the topics of
our lunch conversations. 

The early next morning, however, I woke up with an itch on my leg. My sleepless nights had
just started, and so it must have been shortly after my dozing off. I had an excruciating itch. I
jumped out of my bed and immediately thought, “This is Suzan’s itch.” I was certainly not
infected with her skin disease, though it was the same area on the same leg as hers.  

I cannot explain why I immediately thought so, but I was convinced that it was hers and that
she must have been healed by now because my leg felt so itchy. It was too early in the morning to
call her, so I patiently waited for the time to pass. I could not wait to find out. At half past eight, I
called her. 

 “Your skin disease has been healed, hasn’t it?” 
I could not tell her why I thought so. To my disappointment, she was not yet healed. She

must have been surprised. She was laughing at the other end of the line. I was completely
convinced that her skin disease had been healed. Was it just my imagination after all? 

The day began just as usual. In a little while, I received a call from her. “Mitsuko, in about an
hour after we spoke, my skin got as smooth as before. I am completely healed!”  

Just as I had thought! It may have been the beginning of “healing.” Did healing start even
before I prayed? In any case, why was such an unusual itch transferred to me? I wonder if healing
flowed just when I felt sorry for her, “Oh, poor Suzan, how itchy she must be!” 

I have come to believe that this incident was the starting point of “the Lord’s healing.” Ever
since I started praying for healing, I have witnessed that the Lord works far beyond my thoughts
while working in me.  

It was Jesus who bore the unbearable itch. By doing so, He set us all free from pain and
suffering. 

The blood of Jesus flowing from His cross has the power to heal our sickness and to deliver
us from every pain. 

 
He was despised and rejected by men; a man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief.   

                                                                (Isaiah 53:3) 
 
 

( from “The White Dove I” Chapter10  P. 64 )

From “The White Dove”                                                   


