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*-‘“:"2 “&%’ GOD WHO IS EVER WITH US
i Angela Merici Kayoko Shibata, C.N.D.
n

As a little child, I was perfectly happy. Nothing was lacking in

my life. All my recollections of those days are like a sweet dream.

Nevertheless, this happiness did not last long. In my adolescence

I lost one thing after another, like the story of Job. From a war in
Asia, Japan dashed into World War II.

Needless to say, this affected every member of the country. No
matter how justified they may be, wars bring misery. However, |
believed that Japan was waging a “good” war, and I was con-
vinced that we had to persevere even in hunger and severe priva-
tion, or through any difficulty, until the day of our victory. I had
been educated that way. All my family were the same.

However, on August 15, 1945 (I was fifteen years old then),
Japan surrendered. On August 6 of the same year, I had lost my
mother by the atom bomb in Hiroshima. Four days after that, on
August 10, my grandmother passed away. She had loved me so
much, and had been always at my side. Right after her funeral,
countless incendiary bombs dropped from American B-29's
turned my own native town into a wide stretch of burnt ruins
overnight. I escaped by the skin of my teeth. My father lost all
his possessions in this war and the air raid. It all occurred in one
month: August 1945. I was left in a little house where I was to
live with my father who had lost everything. The house and my
father — well, later I came to know that God had left these two
with me in his very special plan. Without this experience of being
knocked down from heaven to earth, both emotionally and materi-
ally, I wonder if I would ever have encountered Christ. Until
then, I had never had any contact with Christianity. I had never
even heard of it.

I did not know what to do with the strong doubt and anger against
life welling up in my heart, and I suffered from anxiety. I was
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