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I WASN'T KIDNAPPED

Jeanne d’Arc Teiko Abe, C.N.D.
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My first intentional contact with Christianity was towards the end
of my second year of high school, when a neighbouring girl, a
year younger than I, invited me to join her in the “Catechism
Class” given in the C.N.D. convent in Fukushima. A Sister was
teaching, but her world seemed to be completely different from
mine, as if she was talking about imaginary things. I decided that
the nuns who lived in this house were just pretending to believe
what they were saying. Although I resisted this “queer religion”,
while at times getting disgusted with my own misery, I kept on
going after school to the convent any way, afraid to disconnect
myself from something that might be quite valuable. Opening the
front door of the convent, I always smelled butter, cookies, and
so on, as if I had arrived in some foreign country. As for the nuns
in those black dresses, I concluded that they must have been kid-
napped from somewhere.

Maybe it was a year or so after I started taking instructions like
this in the convent, that my mind grew more or less used to the
Catholic milieu. Among what the nuns were saying, there were
some points which made sense, which I did not mind taking
seriously. At times I even had an acute experience of deeply
moving moments.

Soon I found myself starting to go to Mass, giving in to the
pushy nun’s invitation. But strangely enough, I could almost see
myself changing every time I went to Mass, where I was con-
scious of being able to believe what I had heard. Sister suggested
that I be baptized the year I entered university. My mother vehe-
mently objected. She did recognize that Catholicism was a good
religion, but one of her daughters getting baptized meant to have
a black sheep in the family. No, she said, I could not betray my
family. So finally I was baptized without telling anyone in my
family.






