
January 1 

 

Naoki 

 

Just who was this short, little man with a perpetual smile on his face and a twinkle in his 

eyes that shone through old fashioned wire-rimmed glasses? When I first saw him, he 

was sharing a joke with an American missionary by the name of Bob Boatwright. The 

two laughed like 12-year-old boys, and when I tried to enter the conversation, they did 

their best to include me, but between the level of Japanese language being used and the 

depth of cultural understanding required, they finally concluded that “I needed to have 

been there.” 

 

Bob saw my discomfort, and said, “Hey, Naoki and I are going skiing tomorrow; why 

don’t you join us?” 

 

“Sure,” I said with a bravado I didn’t feel. Yeah, I was from Colorado, the heart of ski 

country, USA, but that didn’t necessarily mean I could ski. A point that would soon 

become painfully obvious. 

 

The next day, we drove up to a nearby ski area called “Izumi ga Dakeh”, roughly 

translated “Rice paddy with a spring.” I saw neither. Instead, I was confronted with a 

mountain and a chair lift. After getting our skis on, Bob said, “You and Naoki take the 

first lift. I’ll come along in the next one.” 

 

Surprisingly, I managed to slide my way to the lift and get seated before being swept up 

the hill. Naoki sang old Japanese folk songs and pointed out the beauty under our feet. 

All I could think of was, “How am I going to get off this thing?” 

 

We reached the top, and I stood up, took a breath, and hit the deck. Grabbing for the first 

thing in reach, I pulled Naoki down by his sleeve and together we started sliding toward 

oblivion. The more we struggled, the faster we slid, and I thought I could see an 

approaching cliff through the tangle of skis, boots, poles and jackets that was us. Naoki’s 

face was crushed next to mine and the sparkling ice rushing by was giving us both a fresh 

shave. Just before panic took complete control of my senses, I heard Naoki whisper in my 

ear, “Sensei, sayonara.” 

 

In spite of myself, I started laughing. We did manage to be rescued, thanks to a lift 

operator with a rope, and from that day, I vowed to be open and honest with Naoki. If I 

couldn’t do something, I would tell him so. If I was afraid, I would share that with him. 

In return, Naoki taught me things that needed to be learned, from skiing to Japanese 

conversation to the proper attire for a Christian at a Buddhist funeral. And through it all, 

he kept our confidences and protected my dignity. 

 

Let’s begin this month with a similar vow, shall we? Open and honest. Sharing our fears. 

Protecting one another’s dignity. This is the way the Body of Christ lives and grows. 

 

“A word aptly spoken is like apples of gold in settings of silver.” (Proverbs 25:13) 



January 2 

 

Heritage 

 

On August 12, 1929, in Japan’s far north country of Hokkaido, Naoki Noguchi was born. 

His family was part of the respected Samurai class, although with the Meiji Restoration 

of the late 1800s, the Samurais’ responsibility for keeping law and order had been 

replaced by government decree. But Naoki grew up in a strict atmosphere of obedience to 

those in positions of higher authority, including parents, teachers and Japan’s Emperor 

Hirohito. Even as a child, Naoki was told, “Others can fail; you cannot.” For him, nothing 

was more important than knowing his proper place in life. 

 

Think about your heritage. What things were considered important in your family? How 

do you think those things have affected your life today? It’s true that in many ways we 

are the products of our heritage, and changing those core ingredients could be very 

difficult indeed. But not impossible. Naoki never lost his taste for green tea, Japanese 

folk songs and the haunting melodies of a homemade “shakuhachi” bamboo flute.  

 

But his life did change in profound ways. Where once he might have taken my head off 

with a sword, a few years later he was skiing with my children, all the while teaching 

them about love, forgiveness and mercy. Did he forsake his heritage? Not at all. He 

simply came to understand what his true heritage was. And he lived his life in the 

assurance that he was a child of God, bought by the blood of Jesus Christ and destined for 

eternal life in His Kingdom. 

 

Wherever you’ve come from, whoever your parents were, they will always make up a 

part of your heritage. But don’t forget the most important part: the part where God looked 

at you and said, “This one is mine; a child of My Kingdom; forever in my heart; forever 

loved.” 

 

“If you obey my commands, you will remain in my love, just as I have obeyed my 

Father’s commands and remain in His love.”   (John 15:10) 

 

Today, remember the families that make up our church. Pray for strength and wisdom for 

the mothers and fathers; joy and for the children, a sense of being loved unconditionally. 

 

 



January 3 

 

New Surroundings 

 

When Naoki was 14, his family moved to what is now North Korea, where his father took 

over management of a Japanese-owned steel company. Everyday life for the teenager 

wasn’t that much different from Hokkaido, with long cold winters and nearly constant 

isolation. He was surrounded by friends though, thanks to Japan’s educational system 

which supplied a school, teachers and curriculum identical to back home. 

 

In fact, much of life in this new country was very similar to Japan. Nearly half of all 

farmland in Korea was Japanese-owned and 90% of all factories were managed by 

Japanese consortiums. If the Second World War had not put an end to Japan’s westward 

expansion, the whole of Korea, Manchuria and a large chuck of China would have been 

claimed as Japanese soil by 1950. 

 

So as Naoki looked around his new home, he saw a land in transition, becoming each day 

more and more like his homeland. The resident Koreans did not share his sentiments, 

however, and a growing discontent was brewing just below the surface. Very soon, that 

would result in a state of violence and chaos spreading even to the Noguchi home. 

 

But for awhile, life was good. 

 

Here at Reedy Creek, many of us are considered newcomers to the area. We’ve come 

from all over Australia and even from different countries. But thanks to our shared faith 

in Jesus Christ, in many ways we’re coming home: making a new life with new brothers 

and sisters and a new vision for service here on the Gold Coast.  

 

Let’s lift each other up today, newcomers and “old folks” alike. May our church home 

here at the Creek be all it should be for the sake of the Kingdom. Pray for one another 

and the work we’ve been called to do here. Pray for God to reveal to each of us how we 

can be a part of His work in and through our church. 

 

“And let us consider how we may spur one another on toward love and good deeds. Let 

us not give up meeting together, as some are in the habit of doing, but let us encourage 

one another – and all the more as you see the Day approaching.”  (Hebrews 10:24-25) 

 



January 4 

 

An Invitation to Die 

 

 

Naoki would be the first to tell you that, on the day he made the decision to enlist, dying 

was the last thing on his mind. As he would share in later years, two forces were at work 

in his heart that day: the influence of his teachers and the power of his peers. 

 

Arriving at school one cold morning, their teacher, Mr. Tanaka, looked very somber. So 

much so that the class instinctively remained quiet as they took they seats. He cleared his 

throat and began, “I have a special word for you boys in class today. Our homeland is in 

great peril. The enemy draws closer to our shores every day. Your Emperor has asked all 

of us to make the supreme sacrifice for the sake of our nation. And so I must ask you this 

morning: which of you is prepared to make that sacrifice? Who among you would be 

willing to fight and die for your country?” 

 

There was not a moment’s hesitation. Naoki was the first as every boy in the class except 

for one jumped to his feet and screamed in a loud voice, “We will! We will fight! We 

will die for Ten no Heika [the Emperor]!” 

 

The one boy who remained seated was a Korean born young man who because of 

diplomatic ties was allowed to study at the Japanese school. No one had expected him to 

rise, and did not berate him for his decision. This was not his fight, after all. Before the 

day was out, every other boy in Naoki’s class, fifteen in all, had signed up to join the 

Japanese Army. They were not expected to engage in prolonged combat; they were 

barely fourteen and fifteen years old. What they were expected to do was to give their 

lives in sacrifice for their country. Within a week, they had been fitted with uniforms and 

were boarding a ship for Japan. 

 

Today we want to think about those in authority over us. The Bible reminds us to obey 

them, even if their rules seem harsh and unfair. For the rest of his life, Naoki never 

regretted his decision to obey his country’s leaders, even in the later knowledge that they 

had been misled. After becoming a Christian, he added, that decision would have been 

balanced against his obedience to God as the Supreme Authority over him. Are you able 

to weigh your own obligations against those who rule over you? What about parents? 

Teachers? Government leaders? God? Let’s pray today for wisdom to live in obedience 

according to His Holy Spirit Who dwells within us. 

 

Pray also for those who hold positions of authority. The Bible teaches that they will be 

held to greater accountability for the responsibilities they carry. May they rule by God’s 

grace and purpose, doing all for the sake of His Kingdom and the honor of His Name. 

 

“Not many of you should presume to be teachers, my brothers, because you know that we 

who teach will be judged more strictly.” (James 3:1) 

 

 



January 5 

 

Boot Camp 

 

If the mood on the day of Naoki’s decision was one of celebration and resolve, that was 

tempered a bit when the boys arrived at Miho Naval Base to begin military training. Sure, 

everyone had admired his new uniform back at school, but here everyone wore a uniform. 

And most of those had a lot more decorations. 

 

Sleeping accommodations were Spartan, with all the boys assigned hammocks, just as 

would be provided on board ship. When Naoki noticed that some boys were allowed to 

sleep flat on the floor, he was told that they had tuberculosis and could not breathe in the 

confines of a hammock. For a moment, he considered why a cadet with TB would be 

allowed in boot camp, but then remembered that for them, the goal was not to thrive and 

survive, but to do and die for the sake of the Homeland. 

 

They were met the first day by their drill sergeant, a rough looking man already scarred 

physically and emotionally by the wounds of battle. There was not an ounce of kindness 

on his face or in his demeanor, and he always carried a big stick wherever he went. He 

called it his “seishin bo”, or “character club”. Naoki noticed at once the play on words, 

since a similar word, “seishin byo” translated into “insanity”. 

 

What are the “character clubs” in your life? That is, what things have hurt you, but in the 

process taught you something about yourself? Remember that not all of life’s blows come 

at the hands of evil people like Naoki’s drill sergeant; some are delivered by friends and 

family who tell you things you don’t necessarily want to hear, but in hindsight might 

have been good for you. 

 

When you feel like you’ve been beaten, look first at God and pray for wisdom to 

understand and accept what has happened. Then look to the one who delivered the blows. 

Were the attacks done in a spirit of love and concern, of honest ignorance or in 

undisguised malice? Whatever the motive may have been, begin by praying for that 

person. Pray for understanding from both sides, and for real forgiveness. Without those, 

healing may be a long time coming. With them, blessing may be right around the corner. 

 

“But I say to you, Love your enemies and pray for those who persecute you” Matthew 

5:44 

  



January 6 

 

Simplicity 

 

The first few days of boot camp were some of the hardest Naoki had ever known. Sleep 

was denied at every turn. Food was scarce, and often mealtimes were skipped entirely. 

 

The drill sergeant never hesitated to use his “character club” for every infraction, real or 

imagined, and it wasn’t long before all the boys were black and blue from his beatings. 

Naoki endured the punishments though, because he knew it was the only way to ever take 

the seat of the formidable Mitsubishi A6M Zero fighter plane. He had caught a glimpse 

of one at the nearby airbase and was amazed at the size and complexity of the machine. 

He tried to imagine climbing into one and taking off to meet his destiny, but the images 

wouldn’t come. One day, Naoki could contain himself no longer. He asked his drill 

sergeant when they would start training to learn how to fly. 

 

“Your flight school will be one day long,” he answered, and when Naoki looked puzzled, 

he went on, “All you need to learn is how to take off and fly straight… straight into the 

enemy!” 

 

Somehow, Naoki had imagined that his flight training would have been more 

comprehensive, but he gradually understood that, when his call came, the enemy would 

be within sight of the airfield. It would be a relatively simple matter, as well as a sign of 

desperation, to take his plane up into the sky, and almost immediately down into the side 

of an oncoming enemy ship. 

 

Do we sometimes tend to “over think” things? We have pilots here at Reedy Creek 

Baptist, and they will tell you that flying is a complicated business, with aspects of it 

even they don’t fully understand but simply accept by faith. The same is true for much of 

life. We don’t have to comprehend all of life’s miracles to enjoy them and use them for 

God’s glory. Whether you’re holding the medicine that make you well, the food that will 

make you strong or the love of another that will help complete your life, don’t fret over 

how these things do what they do; thank the Lord for His abundant blessings and rejoice! 

 

You hem me in, behind and before, and lay your hand upon me. Such knowledge is too 

wonderful for me; it is so high that I cannot attain it. (Psalms 139:5-5) 

 



January 7 
 

Sacrifice 

 

One morning during boot camp, Naoki’s drill instructor gathered the boys and told them, 

“Soon your flight training will begin. But more important than the technical training, we 

want to see your will to complete the mission. Today, our forces are engaging the enemy 

at Iwo Jima.” Gripping his “Character Club” tighter than ever, he went on, “We are 

outnumbered three to one, and the enemy has a new battle tank that seems unstoppable, 

the M4 Sherman. Small arms fire, even the 50 caliber machine guns cannot stop it. But 

there is a weakness on the underbelly, where the armor is thinnest. To stop the M4, an 

explosive charge must be placed directly underneath and detonated at just the right 

moment.” 

 

Locking eyes with Naoki, he lifted what looked like an ordinary backpack sealed tightly 

with extra straps and an odd-looking handle protruding from one side. “Today we’re 

going to see who of you can place this charge in the proper spot.” 

 

Moving to a large open area near the airstrip, Naoki saw several large trucks driving 

around the field. The drill instructor gave each boy a backpack and sent them toward the 

trucks. Each was to dig a low place where a truck was likely to pass, then wait. In later 

years, Naoki said that was the worst fear he had ever felt. Would a truck come his way? 

Would it pass directly over him, or move to one side, crushing him? 

 

The exercise was a success, and for the next week, the boys went to the field every day, 

lying in wait and pulling the handle of the backpack at just the right moment. Finally one 

day the drill instructor announced, “Your tank training is over. If called upon, I am sure 

you will complete your mission. Now, I must add that the Supreme Commanders have 

told us that, if you are certain your satchel will destroy its target, you have permission to 

unbuckle it and throw it.” 

 

Instead of the looks of relief he expected, the sergeant was surprised to see expressions of 

amusement. Naoki began by stepping out in front of the group, holding up one hand in 

mock surrender while struggling with his backpack. “Sumimasen… excuse me Mr. 

Enemy san. Wait a moment while I get this … thing undone.” All the boys burst into 

laughter and the sergeant raised his stick. But Naoki stopped him and asked quietly, 

“How long is the fuse on a real device, sir? Two seconds? Just how far away can I be 

before pulling the handle? Thank you for that valuable information from the Supreme 

Commanders. Please be assured that all of us will do what is proper at the time.” 

 

None of us knows for sure how we would react if called upon to make a supreme 

sacrifice for the sake of the Kingdom of God. After all, we’re told in Romans 12:1 that 

we are to be living sacrifices, not dead ones. But as we look at the list of martyrs who 

over the years have considered the choices and refused to deny their faith in Christ, we 

have to realize that such a choice could come to any of us. May we pray today for 

wisdom to know Your Heart, Father; and in that knowledge may we have the courage to 

obey Your leading. 

 

“…a time is coming when anyone who kills you will think he is doing a service to God.” 

John 16:4 



January 8 

 

Flight Training 

 

The big day had finally arrived. When Naoki and the rest of the boys assembled outside, 

instead of going to the “tank training” exercise field, they walked on, past rows of sleek 

and formidable Mitsubishi Zeros and into the tower building. There in the centre of the 

room was a wooden chair. On the floor in the front of the chair were two pedals, like a 

child’s push toy, and on a small tripod in front of the chair was something that resembled 

a joystick. 

 

“Here is your plane,” the instructor announced. “Treat it with respect.” Naoki could 

hardly contain his disappointment, but listened carefully as the new instructor, a fighter 

pilot himself, described the fundamentals of flight. One at a time, each boy was told to sit 

in the chair and follow the instructions carefully. First, they would reach to an imaginary 

switch, then to an unseen throttle control. Finally after testing the pedals, they would pull 

back on the joystick and pretend they were taxiing down the runway just outside. After a 

long day of repeating the process over and over, they were told, “Your flight training is 

completed. Now you must prepare yourselves mentally and spiritually for your 

assignment.” 

 

When he went to bed that night, Naoki thought long and hard about his decision to enlist 

as a Kamikaze. “The first time I get into a plane,” he thought, “will be my last.” In later 

years, Naoki would talk about that night. “I wasn’t having second thoughts about my 

decision,” he insisted, “but was having to deal with the reality of it. The boys he had 

come to know here at boot camp were feeling the same way, he was sure. They had all 

laughed and joked about “Going out in a flame of glory,” wondering if the girls back at 

school would admire them for their courage. As he lay alone in his bed, thinking about 

the reality of what he must do, it just didn’t seem quite so, well, heroic.  

 

When the Bible tells us to be “living sacrifices” (Rom. 12:1), what do you imagine that 

might look like? Over the years, there have certainly been great men and women of faith 

who have done wonderful things for the Kingdom. But according to Jesus, those 

magnificent works of service are no more important in his sight than those “lesser” acts 

of obedience, such as cleaning the church, visiting the sick and praying quietly at home. 

When we set out to do “great things for God”, let’s make sure they are indeed for God 

and not for our own image! 

 

“The greatest among you will be your servant. For whoever exalts himself will be 

humbled, and whoever humbles himself will be exalted.” (Matthew 23:11-12) 



January 9 

 

Change of Plans 

 

Over the next several weeks, Naoki spent his days at the Miho Naval Base doing 

whatever odd jobs were required. Some days he cleaned the barracks, other days he 

carried ammunition and other supplies to the men who sat at the anti aircraft gun 

emplacements surrounding the bay. One day he watched as a pilot donned a white scarf 

and stood at attention in front of his plane while officers stepped up to him one at a time, 

saluted him and bowed deeply. Then they all shared a glass of sake before the pilot 

climbed into his plane, taxied to the end of runway and took off while soldiers lined the 

tarmac raising their hands and shouting “Banzai!” over the roar of the engine. Naoki 

wondered when his turn would come. 

 

The answer came that evening. The drill sergeant came into their barracks and said, “That 

plane you saw leaving this morning? That was the last Zero designated as a Kamikaze 

plane. There are no more.” 

 

Naoki was trying to take in that bit of news when the drill instructor continued. “So 

tomorrow we will transfer you to the island of Otsushima where you will join the 

“Kaiten” project.” The word meant “changing fate”, a term usually used to mark a 

different outcome than the gods might have planned. Naoki couldn’t help but see it as a 

move of desperation on the part of the military. 

 

As if reading his mind, the drill sergeant said, “So now, you will not be flying a fighter 

plane; neither will you be throwing yourself under an oncoming tank. Now you will have 

the opportunity to bring more destruction to the enemy than ever before. Thanks to the 

Kaiten, you will sink ships. At Otsushima, you will learn how to drive a torpedo.” 

 

What does the word, “fate” mean to you? For many, it is the ultimate outcome of 

everything in our lives. Regardless of what you may have planned or prepared for, fate 

will have the final word at the end of the day. Would such a belief encourage you? 

Probably not. How blessed are we to know that our future does not lie in some cosmic 

toss of the dice by an uncaring, disinterested god! Our Father has plans for each of us: 

“For I know the plans I have for you, declares the LORD, plans to prosper you and not to 

harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.” Jer. 29:11 

 

Naoki had been convinced that the gods who watched over Japan would lead him; and 

yet in the last days of the war, he started to have doubts… and especially when he saw his 

military leaders using words like “kaiten”: changing fate. May we thank our God today 

that He never changes. His love for us will endure forever. The only thing that could 

cause God to let us go is our freedom to refuse His love. 

 

“Jesus Christ is the same yesterday today and forever.” (Heb. 13:8) 

 



January 10 

 

Torpedo School 

 

If Naoki had known all the facts about Japan’s Kaiten project earlier, he might not have 

been so enthusiastic about it. From the beginning, the torpedoes that were built to be 

driven were plagued by problems, so that by the time the boys arrived, 15 pilots had 

already died in training, including Hiroshi Kuroki, one of the original designers. By war’s 

end, 106 Kaiten pilots had lost their lives, with the net result of two ships and one landing 

craft sunk for their efforts. 

 

But spirits were high when Naoki and his fellow cadets arrived in Otsushima. Their new 

instructor introduced them to the “Long Lance”, a deadly affair outfitted with a small 

driver’s seat (just large enough to accommodate the boys), steering gears and a speaker 

from which Morse code signals would be delivered by a spotter plane flying overhead. 

As they raced toward an enemy ship, the boys would hear one click, for “steer right” and 

two clicks for “steer left”. 

 

In the original design, when the pilot was seated in the torpedo, the hatch would be closed 

and bolted down. Bt the time Naoki arrived, however, the word had come down that, 

once the torpedo was certain to hit the target, the pilot had permission to jump out. Even 

years later, Naoki would laugh as he told the story. “As if we would have some place to 

swim.” Nevertheless, for the first few days, the boys were towed out to the middle of the 

bay, where they would take turns driving the torpedo, then opening the newly-designed 

hatch and jumping into the water. 

 

What guides you through life’s daily adventures? Naoki was preparing for a seat inside a 

bomb, trusting the “one beep, two beep” signal from a man he never knew to tell him 

which way to go. Only in his case, it was not a trust that would save him but rather one 

that would guide him to certain death. 

 

The enemy of this world is constantly at work, sending us signals, all the while knowing 

that our response leads us daily to our destruction. Pray today for ears to hear the voice of 

the One Who truly loves us and wants to lead us home to be with Him. Pray for each 

other, that we might be able to discern the “wise instructions” from the enemy’s lies. 

 

“Listen, my son, and be wise, and keep your heart on the right path.” (Proverbs 23:19) 



January 11 

 

Coming Destruction 

 

Tuesday night, July 31st, 1945, Naoki woke from a fitful sleep. A deep-sounding tremor 

permeated the barracks, making him think at once of an earthquake. But this was 

different. Soon the far away whine of an air raid siren spooled up, and he knew this was 

something more terrifying and potentially more destructive than any earthquake. On that 

night, 80 B-24 American Liberator bombers swept over the surrounding area, followed 

by A-26s, B-25s and P-51s. 

 

When daylight came at last, Naoki climbed out of his shelter and up to a nearby hilltop. 

Smoke was everywhere, the airport was in shambles. Ships in the bay were on fire. For 

the rest of the day, Naoki and the boys were put to work cleaning up rubble. Soon the 

word had spread throughout the camp that Okinawa had fallen, and along with it any 

chance of advance warning of future attacks. 

 

That night, their drill instructor came to see the boys. His face was grim as he told them, 

“We cannot pretend that the enemy is not coming closer. We have lost much overnight. 

But we still have torpedoes, and we still have you.” Pointing to the entrance to the bay, he 

said, “When the enemy appears out there, I know I can count on you to sacrifice 

yourselves for your Emperor!” 

 

At that, Naoki joined all the boys in raising their hands and shouting out “Banzai!!” until 

they could shout no more. 

 

The writer of Ecclesiastes tells us that there is “a time for war and a time for peace” (Ecc. 

3:8). We’ve all been taught to “pick our battles”; certainly if Japan had sought peace after 

that terrible night in 1945, greater tragedy and countless lives would have been spared. 

But for Naoki that day, surrender was out of the question. Even at 14, he lived by the 

axiom of “death before dishonor”. 

 

But for today, let’s take it down a couple of notches. Not all battles are fought in the 

context of war; sometimes the most destructive encounters take place in our own homes, 

at the workplace or even in church. Pride is at the heart of most battles, and the victims 

are often those we love. Let’s examine our hearts today and ask God to show us what is 

worth fighting for, and what is not. We might be surprised at what we see. 

 

“Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called the children of God.”  (Matthew 

5:9) 

 



July 12 

 

The Face of the Enemy 

 

Following the attack on July 31st, Naoki’s base was on high alert, with the boys even 

taking their turn at manning a 50-caliber machine gun overlooking the bay. Early one 

morning as he sat behind a pile of sand bags, he felt the ground shaking once again. But 

then time it was a squadron of Mitsubishi Zeros – some of the last to be used in battle – 

heading out to sea. Naoki stood and waved, awestruck by the sight of such a formidable 

force, each bearing a picture of the Rising Sun on the sides near the engine cowling. 

 

About two hours later, he heard the noise of planes coming from off shore. Thinking it 

was the squadron of Zeros, he stood again to welcome them home. But one look at the 

gull-shaped wings and the distinctive high-pitched whine, he knew at once that it was the 

American carrier-based F4U Corsair, known by the Japanese as “The Whistling Death”. 

 

As soon as the planes entered the bay, they broke formation and started looking for 

targets. One came directly in front of Naoki, flying low and slow. His hands sweating 

with excitement and fear, he pulled back on the cocking mechanism and starting to track 

the plane in his sights. Suddenly he froze. As the pilot looked in his direction, Naoki 

could see his face. It was a real person! Not some cartoon character he had imagined. At 

that moment, Naoki would say in later years, the war became real to him. 

 

The plane passed by his position, but then the gunner to his left opened fire. The plane 

made a quick jerk, then banked sharply to the right, toward the centre of the bay. Then 

slowly, it turned and started back, lining up on the gun emplacement to Naoki’s left. 

Outfitted with six Browning 50 caliber machine guns, the pilot pressed the trigger and 

shredded the emplacement, along with everyone in the vicinity. 

 

The turning point in the war for Naoki was that moment when he saw the face of the 

pilot, and realized that he was a man like himself. To that point, the “enemy” was a 

faceless terror that deserved no mercy, no respect, no thought. Compare that encounter 

with seeing a car on the motorway doing something that makes you angry. Road rage is a 

very real problem, as the daily news will confirm. What would it be like to realize that 

the driver of the car that made you angry was a young person with less experience in safe 

driving? Or perhaps a lady like your mother who was simply confused? Even if the act 

was intentional and anger-driven, can you imagine what might have resulted in such an 

attitude by that driver? This is not to say that such acts are excusable, but perhaps more 

“forgivable” when we understand the circumstances. 

 

Now consider Jesus’ command that we forgive, regardless of the circumstances, and that 

we keep on forgiving time after time. Failure to do so does not only go against God’s 

command; it also destroys the one who withholds forgiveness. Harboring anger against 

another is like drinking acid. Pray for the strength to forgive. Pray for the one who attacks 

you. Pray that the peace of God will work in every situation you encounter today. 

 

 “For if you forgive others their trespasses, your heavenly Father will also forgive you; 

but if you do not forgive others, neither will your Father forgive your trespasses.” 

(Matthew 6:14-15) 

 



January 13 

 

Close Enough to Touch 

 

With more attacks anticipated, efforts were stepped up to shelter their positions. Naoki 

and his mates were gathered at the water’s edge one morning next to a line of about 

twenty torpedoes, floating ominously side by side. “There are your personal weapons,” 

his officer said to the boys. Each of you will be assigned one to care for until the time it is 

needed. You will also be assigned groups of men we have conscripted from town. Using 

those men as labor, find a place along the water’s edge where you can dig a shelter to pull 

the Long Lance in and hide it. 

 

The boys, all in their mid teens, were excited about the prospect of having their own 

torpedo and their own work crew. Some of them began scurrying around to find a 

“Character Club” they could use on the men in the same way they had been treated 

during training. Naoki, though, was hesitant. “These men are old enough to be my 

grandfather,” he thought to himself. “I can’t treat them disrespectfully. And besides, if 

the war ended and I happened to survive, I’d go to being a kid again, bowing to these 

same men.” 

 

When the men came to Naoki for instructions, he started by asking them, “Where would 

you hide something like this?” At first the men were quiet, afraid to talk back to this 

young man who was preparing to give his life for them… even if he was very young.  

 

Then the oldest in the group spoke up. “I used to tie my fishing boat up over there,” he 

suggested. “It’s sheltered from the tidal currents, and surrounded by rocks. We could dig 

a little ways into the bank and cover over the top with a wooden roof and place rocks on 

top of that.” 

 

Everyone, including Naoki agreed that was a good plan. They all set to work, and by the 

end of the second day were ready to tow the torpedo inside. The other teams, Naoki 

noticed, were still struggling, digging in impossible places all the while berated and 

beaten by the boys. 

 

From the earliest times of biblical instruction, we have been taught to respect those who 

are older. This is not to say that they are always right in what they do, but God demands 

that we honor our elders for what they are. In Naoki’s case, a difficult job was made 

easier because the men he worked with recognized his humility and cooperated with him. 

 

Let’s take a moment today to remember the elders in our church: the men and women 

who by their advancing age have seen and experienced more than we. Pray for them and 

the special challenges they face. Being old is not for the faint-hearted! Reach out and help 

them when the opportunity comes up. Give them a hug and a “good on ya!” Ask them 

about their lives and listen when they share. If for no other reason, respect and honour 

them because this is what our Lord requires of His Church. 

 

“Rise in the presence of the aged, show respect for the elderly and revere your God. I am 

the Lord.” (Leviticus 19:32) 



January 14 

 

The Touch of Death 

 

Naoki’s work team had been dismissed, his “Long Lance” torpedo lay tied up inside the 

sturdy rock-lined shelter they had built. Before each man left, they came by one at a time, 

bowing deeply and saying, “Maido arigatou gozaimasu. Kochira kara, ganbatte neh.” 

“Thank you very much. Hang in there, okay?” 

 

The sun was going down, but before Naoki headed back to the barracks, he looked at his 

personal torpedo once again. It was painted a dull black and seemed to throb with a life of 

its own in the failing light. Stepping off the dock onto the top of the vessel, he knelt down 

and laid a hand on the metal hatch. In spite of the hot August weather, it was cold to the 

touch. 

 

He tried to imagine racing just under the surface of the water, headed straight into the 

jaws of the enemy. His life ending in an instant, along with the lives of all those he had 

killed in this last, desperate move on the part of his Homeland. What was he feeling? 

Fear, to be sure, but a fear overwhelmed by a sense of duty that had been instilled in him 

and into his whole family for generations. He would not neglect his duty, because that 

would be far worse than death. But still…. 

 

“You can give it a name, you know.” Naoki jumped at the sound. He looked up to see his 

commander and stood as straight as he could on the precarious torpedo and saluted. The 

commander continued, “Perhaps you would like to name it after one of the gods. We 

could provide you with the paint of you wish.” Naoki was silent as he thought about it. 

“”I came to tell you,” the commander said, “the enemy is almost within sight. By this 

time next week, certainly, you will have the opportunity to offer the supreme sacrifice for 

Ten no Heika [the Emperor].” 

 

What does the word, “duty” invoke in you? Does it bring images of wartime heroes, 

fighting to the last breath, all for the sake of that intangible “duty”? Is it possible that the 

word has lost some of its strength over the years? 

 

Take a moment today to examine your own understanding of what duty means for you 

and your family. Naoki would say that life without duty is not worth living, and to fail in 

one’s duty is worse than death itself. We should admire him for his strength of character, 

but once when I mentioned that to him, he replied, “But even more important than the 

duty we feel is the object of the duty that holds us. Be sure that what you serve is worth 

serving.” 

 

Read the following. Pray about it. Talk about it with someone. Then try to put into words 

something about your own sense of duty. 

 

“The end of the matter; all has been heard. Fear God, and keep His commandments; for 

that is the whole duty of everyone.” (Eccl. 12:13) 

  



January 15 

 

Beginning of the End 

 

Naoki slept fitfully that night, after his commander had told him that his time of sacrifice 

was drawing near. He tried to pray, but to Whom? Japan had over eight million gods 

identified by name. He finally decided to trust in his Samurai heritage to give him peace 

and courage. 

 

The next morning, August 6, 1945, was permeated with confusion and speculation. 

Everyone, from cadets to officers were asking everywhere for information. All they knew 

was that something horrific had happened in Hiroshima. There were no details because 

even the military lines of communication into and out of the city were all down. 

Witnesses from nearby towns reported seeing a blinding flash just after 8:00am, followed 

by an enormous cloud rising in the shape of a mushroom. 

 

By the end of the day, it was clear that the Allies had used some kind of new technology 

resulting in massive destruction. Naoki and the boys were told that the High Command 

was aware of the weapon and was developing one of its own. At least part of the 

technology apparently involved some kind of “death ray”. People in close proximity were 

in danger of being affected, but the army was developing a new kind of uniform that 

would protect the soldiers. The material was made of a new composite called 

“aluminum”. In the meantime, everyone was encouraged to wear heavy jackets to help 

shield them from the effects of the ray. The boys raced to their lockers and dug out their 

winter clothes, but by midday Naoki concluded that he was more likely to die from heat 

stroke and took his off. 

 

The entire base was on high alert, expecting an invasion at any moment. Naoki was sent 

to wait with his torpedo ready. As the day went on, it became evident that no invasion 

was coming that day. As Naoki fell asleep on the ground near his station, he couldn’t help 

but feel a measure of relief; but it was a relief tinged with a new foreboding. Was this the 

end? Would he die without ever having the chance to sacrifice his life willingly for his 

emperor? 

 

A few months ago, when he and his class enlisted, they were filled with excitement. Now 

the only emotion Naoki could feel was confusion. 

 

Where do you turn when there seem to be no answers to the problems that surround you? 

Sometimes it’s easy to talk about such things in the abstract, but not so much when the 

enemy is at the door. One of the jobs of RCBC is to help prepare us for crisis before the 

crisis comes. Regular worship, Bible study and relationship building within the Body are 

but three ways this is accomplished. If you haven’t begun yet, or if you feel the need to 

sharpen your senses, get involved today! Pray for those around you and be on the lookout 

for the Enemy’s attacks before they come. 

 

“Iron sharpens iron, and one person sharpens the wits of another” (Proverbs 27:17) 



January 16 

 

The End of Days 

 

Two days after the bombing of Hiroshima, the city of Nagasaki became the next victim of 

the atomic bomb. This time there was no information at all coming from the officers on 

base, and that fact was even more chilling to Naoki. 

 

As he and his friends stood around in the barracks wondering what to do, a young officer 

marched into the room holding a Samurai sword in his hand. The look in his eyes was a 

mixture of rage, disappointment and fear; all the boys in the room involuntarily stepped 

back. Looking around the room, the officer met the eye of each cadet, who quickly 

looked away. Then he focused on a wooden pole in the centre of the room that served as 

a support. With a shout, the officer strode to the pole, drew back and struck it with his 

sword repeatedly. Finally the blade sunk so deep he was unable to remove it. Letting go 

of the handle, he dropped to his knees. 

 

After what seemed forever, Naoki took a step forward and whispered, “Sir? What should 

we do? Should we go to our posts?” 

 

For awhile, the officer said nothing, then, still looking at the floor, said quietly, “Go 

home.” 

 

“Go…? You mean here, to the barracks?” 

 

“No, I mean home, or wherever you came from. Just leave.” 

 

One by one, the boys eased outside, then gathered in groups of twos and threes. Naoki 

met up with two friends who lived near his hometown of Yonezawa. Finally, they 

gathered what personal belongings they had and headed for the gate. To their surprise, it 

stood wide open, with no guards present. 

 

Looking at the empty street outside the gate, one of the boys said, “What do we do now?” 

 

Naoki looked back at the barracks and said, “I guess we go home.” 

 

Where would you go if there were no authority over you? In our daily lives, we drive on 

the proper side of the road, at a proper speed limit. We queue up at the cash register and 

wait our turn to board the bus. People who neglect to do these things are criticized and 

often punished. This is because we as a society have agreed on proper behavior and 

provided for its enforcement. But what if all that were taken away in a single moment? 

 

We may long for freedom, but we need the boundaries that keep us safe. God has 

provided those boundaries, and we as a church learn about them and teach them to others 

who will listen. Pray today for the ability to be a good teacher when called upon, and to 

be a good student at all times. Pray for those who have rebelled against authority and are 

suffering as a result. 

 

“And Jesus came and said to them, ‘All authority in heaven and on earth has been given 

to me.’” 



January 17 

 

Home 

 

It took more than a week to make his way home to Yonezawa, a trip that in normal 

circumstances would have taken a day and a half at the most. Several times, the train had 

to stop or was detoured around places that were bomb-damaged. Some lines had been 

discontinued altogether. At least he was able to travel for free, since no one in uniform 

had to pay for tickets. Along the way, he said goodbye to his two friends, who stopped in 

their own hometowns. Finally, he stepped off the train in Yonezawa, not knowing who he 

might find. He knew that his uncle had enlisted and was serving somewhere in the 

Philippines. Their house was near the train station, so he stopped there first. Stepping up 

to the front door, he slid it open as was the custom and called out, “Gomenkudasai! 

Anyone home?” 

 

There was a shuffling sound, then his aunt appeared. Before he could say anything, she 

fell to her knees and wept with joy. “Naoki! It’s so good to see you!” 

 

Over green tea, she told Naoki all the news. His uncle was still away; no one had heard 

from his parents for months. “But of course you can stay here,” she said. “I could use 

some help.” 

 

Leaving him there to go and prepare rice, Naoki looked around the room. Everywhere he 

glanced, his eyes fell on memories. A lump came to his throat as he saw the butsudan, the 

family god shelf where ancestors were remembered. For the first time since the war 

began, Naoki felt the tears come. He was embarrassed, grateful for the fact that no one 

was around. He could never go back to those days of innocence, he knew. In fact, no one 

could. He could not imagine what the coming days would bring, but sitting there on the 

familiar tatami floor in front of so many memories, he felt a certain comfort. It was good 

to be home. 

 

What are your memories of “home”? Can you recall times of childhood innocence and 

familiar surroundings? Not all of our memories are good ones, unfortunately, but 

hopefully you can remember a time when a bed, a meal and someone in authority were 

blessings you accepted without question. 

 

God wants us all to have that sense of comfort and security, and so has created families. 

Pray for your family today. Express the gratitude you feel for those who gave you love 

and shelter when you could not provide them for yourself. Forgive those who may have 

failed in that responsibility. Thank God for placing in our hearts the desire for “home”, 

and for the promise that a real, perfect home waits for His children. Thank God for giving 

us His Church and for the family we have inside its walls. Thank Him for the brothers 

and sisters who surround us here at the Creek, and lift them up to our Father. 

 

“And He (Jesus) said tot hem, ‘My mother and my brothers are those who hear the Word 

of God, and do it.’” (Luke 8:21) 



January 18 

 

Back to School 

 

For a few weeks, Naoki remained with his aunt. Then one day his uncle returned, and 

after consultation it was decided that he should move over to his grandparents’ house. 

They were quite old, and would need help with the farm. It addition, it was decided that 

Naoki must return to school and finish his education. 

 

Going back to the school he had attended as a child was for him almost surreal. He was 

surrounded by classmates his own age, but in terms of experience, they were worlds 

apart. Most of the kids had never left their hometown; for them the war was a far away 

dream. Unlike Naoki, they had never sat inside a torpedo, nor looked at the face of the 

enemy over a gun sight. It was all for the best, however; the children didn’t seem to want 

to talk about the war, and in fact neither did Naoki. He soon settled into his studies and 

before long had caught up to the level he had been at when he enlisted. 

 

There was an unspoken assumption, though that Naoki found surprising. Every day, his 

classmates would come to him for advice, even those who were older. Perhaps because 

he had been part of a military unit, familiar with the fundamentals of both obeying 

superiors and of directing his own conscripted work crew, Naoki didn’t shy away when 

called upon to lead. And from experience, he knew that the best way to lead was not 

through intimidation but through mutual respect and cooperation. In later years, he 

reflected that, in strange and mysterious ways, God was already preparing him for 

ministry. 

 

Is God preparing you today for something that has yet to come? Only He knows what the 

future holds, and only He loves you perfectly. It would seem natural then, that God would 

prepare you for what waits around the corner. Consider your life today: do you have 

talents or interests that are not being utilized? How can you discover what those elements 

are? 

 

One responsibility of the church is to help people become all that they were created to be. 

Through worship, Bible study, home groups and every day fellowship, you are being 

prepared. Take advantage of what the Creek has to offer. Listen with your heart when 

brothers and sisters in Christ comment on your abilities. Ask yourself, how can I use 

these things for the good of the Kingdom? Ask for discernment to know when the Holy 

Spirit is directing you. Ask for courage to obey when that direction comes. 

 

“Study to show yourself approved to God, a workman that needs not to be ashamed, 

rightly dividing the word of truth.” (2 Timothy 2:15) 

  



January 19 

 

Reunion 

 

In June, 1946, nearly a year after the war’s end, Naoki’s older sister arrived in Yonezawa, 

accompanied by an aunt who had also been in Korea. It was wonderful to see them, but 

the news they shared was less than encouraging. When word of Japan’s surrender had 

been announced, absolute chaos had broken out all over Korea, with Japanese being 

killed on sight by the locals whom had been mistreated for so many years. Naoki’s aunt 

and sister had been at the market when the news broke, and there was no time for 

anything but to run. Finding an empty shop, they cut their hair and dressed like boys to 

try and avoid the pillage going on all around them. 

 

But where to go? Already stories were surfacing about the horrors of falling into Chinese 

or Russian hands. It was said that the Americans had shown mercy to Japanese, so the 

ladies ran south through the fields until finally arriving at the 38th Parallel, into land 

occupied by American forces. To their great relief, they were treated kindly and led to a 

ship bound for Japan. 

 

With aunt and sister home and able to care for his grandparents, Naoki quickly finished 

his studies and looked around for work. Through friends, he was able to secure a job at a 

fertilizer plant in Shimonoseki, far to the south. 

 

As he wondered about the fate of the rest of his family, Naoki realized that, at the end of 

the day, he had been placed in the safest spot of all, surrounded by strong bunkers and 

mates who would stick together for the common good. His family on the other hand had 

found themselves in the midst of a society who hated them, waiting only for the grip of 

authority to be released. 

 

Isn’t that how God works in our lives? Sometimes what seems safe and right turns out to 

be the worst possible path; while a road that seems to lead to certain death is the one that 

will bring protection. 

 

God knows that we cannot always make the best decisions based on what we know, so 

He asks instead that we make the best decisions based upon what God knows. How can 

we do that? Simply stated, “Have faith”. Trust Him to guide us. Join with fellow 

believers in praying for faith to see and follow what we are shown. 

 

“I will lead the blind by a road they do not know, by paths they have not known I will 

guide them. I will turn the darkness before them into light, the rough places into level 

ground. These are the things I will do, and I will not forsake them. (Isaiah 42:16) 

  



January 20 

 

More Family Returns 

 

A few months after Naoki’s aunt and sister had arrived home, word finally came that his 

mother and younger brother were home safe in Yonezawa. They had been in their home 

in Korea when Japan’s surrender had been announced, and his mother, Tokuko knew at 

once that their lives were in danger. Grabbing whatever food and clothing they could 

carry, they slipped out the back and eventually made their way to the port. Finding a 

steamship that was about to leave for Japan, they forced their way aboard along with 

thousands of other refugees. 

 

The trip would take several days, and there was no provision for passengers. Several died 

on the way, either of wounds received during their escape or of starvation. Mother and 

son survived, thanks to a “shogi” set (a game similar to chess) he had taken along when 

they escaped. When the ship’s crew saw the game, they asked if they could play with it, 

to which Tokuko said, “Of course you may … in exchange for a little food.” 

 

Now the only family member remaining unaccounted for was Naoki’s father. 

 

For most of us here on the Gold Coast, it’s difficult to imagine life without enough food 

to eat. And yet even here, many do go to bed hungry at night. Through circumstances 

beyond their control, men, women and children, many of who whom live close enough to 

be called neighbors, find that the burden of living is far more difficult than they had 

imagined The problem is made more difficult in that admitting to such a predicament is 

hard for many of us to do. And so is facing people who are hungry but cannot ask for 

help, and people who have food to share but don’t know how to go about it. 

 

This is yet another responsibility that Reedy Creek Baptist is thrilled to take on. If you 

have something to share, here is a place where trained and willing people are waiting to 

assist. If you are doing it tough, here is a place where you need not feel ashamed. Come, 

and let your needs be made known. If the church cannot help with your particular 

circumstance, chances are good that they will know how to direct you to places that can 

help. 

 

Pray today for those in and around us who need our help. Pray that there will never be a 

lack of people ready and willing to pitch in whenever and wherever there is an 

opportunity. 

 

“How does God’s love abide in anyone who has the world’s goods and sees a brother or 

sister in need and yet refuses help? Little children, let us love, not in word or speech, but 

in truth and action.” (1 John 3:17-18) 



January 21 

 

The Father Returns 

 

It was late 1946, and everyone had pretty much given up hope of seeing Naoki’s father 

again. Then one day a telegram arrived from a hospital in Fukuoka. A man had been 

admitted there, but was in critical condition. If there were any family members, they 

should come at once. Where Naoki was working was just a few hours away by train, so 

he rushed to the hospital. It was his father, but he was almost unrecognizable. There were 

signs of dehydration, starvation and serious injuries possibly related to torture. 

 

He was almost incoherent, but did manage to describe the events that had transpired since 

they had last been together. Russian soldiers had taken over the steel factory where his 

father had worked, but forced him to stay on, since he was the only one who understood 

the operation. Finally, he was able to escape, but how he made his way to Fukuoka would 

never be known. Slipping in and out of consciousness, he whispered, “What month is it?” 

 

“November,” Naoki replied. 

 

I guess those famous Yonezawa apples are ready to be picked.” 

 

“”Yes, yes. I’ll bring you one!” Naoki raced out of the hospital and into the street. 

Looking through every market in the area, he finally found apples, although what kind 

they were he didn’t know. Slapping a coin down, he grabbed one and ran back for the 

hospital. Rushing into the room, he called to his father, but his expression didn’t change. 

In desperation, Naoki forced his mouth open and tried to make him eat it. A nurse came 

in and placed her hand on his shoulder. 

 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “It was good that you were here before he passed away. So many 

are not this fortunate.” 

 

“But I wasn’t here!” Naoki cried. “I left, just for a moment…” Except for the time he had 

arrived in Yonezawa a few months before, Naoki could not remember the last time he 

had cried. Tears were not appropriate for a young man, only for children. But for Naoki, 

childhood had been ripped from him long ago. As a member of the Samurai class, he had 

never been allowed to run and play and be a child. But now, he would be. For the first 

time, he threw aside all shame and pretense and let the tears come. 

 

When was the last time you cried? Why was it? There is no shame in shed tears. Even our 

Lord cried as he observed the grief of friends, even knowing that their weeping would 

soon become tears of joy. When God created us, He put in us the capacity for grief and 

the means for expressing it. 

 

Surely, if there was ever a place where crying would be both acceptable and expected, it 

would be in church. Here is the place where we learn of the terrible consequences of our 

sin, even while learning of God’s great gift that replaces our grief with joy unspeakable. 

 

“Jesus wept.” (John 11:35) 



January 22 

 

The Bible 

 

Fourteen people died in the hospital that day; Shigeo Noguchi was number fourteen. His 

body was added to the rest and all were cremated together. When his wife, Tokuko 

arrived three days later and asked for her husband’s ashes, there was an uncomfortable 

silence, then an urn was produced with his name hastily scrawled on it. 

 

Naoki joined her, and together they took the train back to Yonezawa. There were 

shortages everywhere, and simply finding food was a constant challenge. When the train 

stopped in Tokyo, Tokuko took a coin from her kimono. It would be just enough for a 

potato. Giving it to Naoki, she asked him to jump off the train and try to find something 

they could afford. 

 

Stepping onto the platform, he started toward the vendors lined up along the street. He 

wasn’t sure what might be available, but the one thing that permeated his senses was the 

smell of chocolate. He couldn’t remember the last time he had seen such a treat. 

Bypassing the rows of potatoes and rice balls, he was still following his nose when the 

sound of a man’s voice caught his attention. “You have all failed in your efforts to please 

God,” he shouted over the crowd. “But here is hope! Hope for forgiveness and life!” 

 

Seeing Naoki, his eyes locked on the young man. Holding out the Bible, he said simply, 

“You’ve wandered too long. It’s time to come back.” 

 

Naoki hesitated a moment, then held out the coin in his hand. “This is all I have,” he said 

quietly. 

 

“Don’t worry, son; it’s enough.” 

 

Jumping back onto the train, he returned to his seat and showed his mother what her coin 

had bought. She was silent. Many years later, as Tokuko approached her 100th birthday, 

my wife, Marsha asked her about that day. “What did you think?” 

 

“He was the first born son with no father. I would never have criticized him.” 

 

Reedy Creek Baptist is built upon shared faith in the Word of God. We share it, we teach 

it; by God’s grace, we try to live it. Opportunities abound here for fellowship, worship, 

music, play and community service. But if you engage in no other activity here, engage in 

the Bible. Without God’s Word, nothing else makes sense. Pray today for opportunities to 

study and discuss this wonderful Book. Find someone you can study with and with whom 

you can dig into the Hard Questions. You’ll be blessed; and more importantly, you’ll be a 

blessing to others. 

 

“Indeed, the word of God is living and active, sharper than any two-edged sword, 

piercing until it divides soul from spirit, joints from marrow; it is able to judge the 

thoughts and intentions of the heart.” (Hebrews 4:12) 



January 23 

 

Food for the Soul 

 

  

Returning to work in Shimonoseki, Naoki settled back into work. He was surprised to 

find that he actually enjoyed reading the Bible he had bought in Tokyo. The man had also 

included an English New Testament, but it remained on Naoki’s desk, unread. Then one 

day as a work colleague walked by, he noticed the Bible and remarked, “I didn’t know 

you spoke English.” 

 

“I don’t,” Naoki admitted. “It came with a Japanese one.” 

 

“Then you should come with me,” the colleague said excitedly. “I go to an English Bible 

study not far from here. The teacher is an American missionary, and she’s very nice. Oh! 

And the class is free!” 

 

At that moment, a strange sensation swept over Naoki. “Just a few months ago,” Naoki 

thought to himself, “I would have killed her as an enemy. But try as he may, he couldn’t 

dwell on the hatred that resided deep in his soul. Instead, he kept remembering something 

the Bible salesman had said to him. “You’ve wandered too long. It’s time to come back.” 

What could that possibly mean? 

 

The following week, Naoki went with his friend to see Miss Elizabeth Watkins, the 

American missionary who taught English to a class of boys in her home. She was kind 

and soft-spoken, even when Naoki struggled to learn her impossible language. The only 

disturbingly uncomfortable moment of the whole experience was at the end of each 

session, when Miss Watkins would close her book and say in Japanese, “Now boys, I 

want you all to know how much Jesus loves you, and wants you to follow Him as your 

Lord and Savior. Is there anyone here tonight who would like to receive Jesus in his 

heart?” 

 

Inevitably each week, one or two would raise their hands. Miss Watkins would pray with 

them and then talk about the joy of becoming a child of God. One night, Naoki looked 

around and realized that he was the only one who had not accepted Jesus. And yet Miss 

Watkins always closed with the same invitation: “Is there anyone here….? 

 

Week after week, Naoki sat in stubborn silence. Then one night something happened that 

he could never explain. As the class sat with their eyes closed, Naoki discovered that his 

hand was up. 

 

Why is it that the most significant moments in life usually require something tangible to 

mark the moment? Weddings, baptisms, graduations, funerals… all these and others are 

just not complete without doing something to commemorate. The same is no less true for 

the decision to accept Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior. As we’re told in Romans  

10:10, “That if you confess with your mouth, ‘Jesus is Lord’,  and believe in your heart 

that God raised Him from the dead, you will be saved.” 

 

If you haven’t made that confession in public, what better place than here at Reedy? Is 

there anyone…? 



January 24 

 

The Call 

 

Following Naoki’s decision, to follow Christ, Miss Watkins invited him to church. There 

he met the pastor, a remarkable man by the name of Ozaki Shuichi. Whenever he spoke, 

Naoki was amazed at the way he could take any verse from the Bible and unfold it like a 

precious gift. Moreover, Ozaki Sensei handled English almost like a Native. Whenever 

he and Miss Watkins spoke, Naoki thought it was like listening to a famous Chinese 

opera: something to be appreciated but never to be understood. Miss Watkins commented 

one day that the pastor had been blessed with a gift for languages. No one knew how 

deep and wide that gift went, or that some day he would be standing before thousands 

and translating for Dr. Billy Graham. 

 

Naoki continued attending the church, and soon took on the responsibility for 

maintaining and cleaning the stove. Ozaki Sensei came through one day and commented, 

“I don’t know how we ever got by without you.” Embarrassed by the compliment, Naoki 

just smiled and kept working. 

 

“You know, a lot of people here have remarked about your hard work and dedication. I 

think God is really using you in this church.” He hesitated, then went on, “I think He 

might like to use you even more.”  

 

Wiping down the stove, Naoki grinned and said, “Miss Watkins said I should discover 

what my spiritual gift is. I enjoy keeping the fire going; could that be my gift?” 

 

“Possibly,” the pastor said. “But have you ever thought about doing what I do?” 

 

“What you… oh no, Sensei. I’m not a speaker. I don’t understand the Bible the way you 

do. I could never…” 

 

“Be careful what you say, Naoki. Telling God what you won’t do is often a sure way to 

end up doing it. Remember the story of the boy learning to ride a bicycle? As he starts 

down the road, he sees a big telephone pole coming up. The closer he gets, the more he 

says, ‘Don’t hit that pole. Don’t hit that pole.’ What happens down the road is not exactly 

clear, but one thing is certain: he will be hitting that pole!” 

 

Serving God is a given; How we serve God depends a lot on our gifts and abilities, the 

opportunities that come our way, and our willingness to serve. Simply attending church is 

a good thing, and vital for a healthy Christian life. But please understand when I say in all 

sincerity, it’s the lowest form of commitment. You’re not charged admission at the door, 

no great demands are ever made of you. But if all you ever do is come to church, attend 

the service, then go home, you will be missing one of the most rewarding parts of life in 

the Body: serving. 

 

Ask God today to show you how to serve. Ask for wisdom to see the opportunities that 

come your way, and for the ability to discern between the good and the better; between 

the better and the best. Be a part of real life! 

 

“…being confident of this, that He Who began a good work in you will carry it on to 

completion until the day of Christ Jesus.” (Philippians 1:6) 



January 25 

 

The Letter 

 

The more Naoki thought about God’s will for his life, the more he became convinced that 

this was something he needed to share with his mother. Taking pen in hand, he wrote: 

 

Dear Mother, Something wonderful has happened… I’ve become a Christian! I go to a 

wonderful church that’s just like family…It’s the best thing that ever happened to me. 

And you were there when it all started. Remember that day when I bought the Bible? 

Mother, I want you to find a church there in Yonezawa and go to it. Naoki 

 

Tokuko smiled to see her son happy. For herself, she had no real interest in Christianity, 

but for the sake of her son, she would do as he asked. Yonezawa Baptist was right down 

the road, so the following Sunday she stepped in and attended the worship service. It was 

not bad, she had to admit, but now she had fulfilled her obligation to Naoki and did not 

plan to return. 

 

Next Sunday morning, however, she was awoken by the sound of a bass drum in her front 

yard. Looking out the window, she saw several people from the church, beating on the 

drum and yelling, “Mrs. Noguchi! Come to church like you did last Sunday!” 

 

She was so mortified that she went to church, just to keep them quiet. Afterwards, she got 

the pastor aside. “You’re all very nice people,” she began, “but I only came last week 

because my son told me to in this letter.” She showed the pastor the letter, and as he read, 

tears appeared at the corners of his eyes. 

 

“Mrs. Noguchi. I don’t remember your son, but I can say without a doubt that on that day 

in November, I was at that train station selling Bibles. And I was the only one doing so.” 

 

Do you believe in miracles? Of course many things that happen in our lives can be 

dismissed as coincidence. But as those things begin to pile up, it becomes more and more 

difficult to dismiss them. Some people would say, “I believe in God, but cannot believe 

in miracles.” How is that possible? If God is Who He says He is, then He created the 

universe and everything in it. Why would He not intervene in the normal working of 

nature for sake of someone like yourself, His most precious creation? 

 

Perhaps there is one person today reading this who is in fact struggling to accept the idea 

of miracles. Is it possible that receiving this letter at just this point in time is a 

coincidence, or is God using it to say to you, “I love you; I will do anything short of 

taking away your freedom to help you believe in Me.” 

 

Let’s pray for that person right now, shall we? Someone wants desperately to believe, but 

has not been able to get past the question of miracles. Pray for that person to come to the 

place today where unbelief ends and faith takes over. 

 

“It was declared at first through the Lord, and it was attested to us by those who heard 

him, while God added His testimony by signs and wonders and various miracles, and by 

gifts of the Holy Spirit, distributed according to his will.” (Heb. 2:3-4) 



January 26 

 

Another Kind of Boot Camp 

 

After Pastor Ozaki’s suggestion that God might be calling him into the ministry, followed 

by his mother’s miraculous experience in Yonezawa that led her to give her life to Jesus, 

Naoki was convinced that his life was taking a whole new turn. He applied for seminary 

training in Fukuoka, and with his pastor’s enthusiastic recommendation, was soon 

accepted. He found seminary studies to be fascinating. “I never imagined that the Bible 

could be so compelling,” he said to his mother. “Every time I open it, God shows me 

something I had never seen before. The more I learn, the more I know that I must share 

this with others. It’s just too good to keep to myself!” 

 

Yesterday, we thought about miracles and the part they play in our lives. I need to include 

one more here, although the working out of this particular miracle would take around 

forty years. On the day Naoki came to school to register for classes, a young man in front 

of him was having difficulty signing up. 

 

“I’m very sorry,” the man at the registrar’s desk said. “We would love to have you come 

study here, but you didn’t mention in your application that you were blind!” 

 

“Would that have made a difference?” the young man asked. 

 

“Well, actually, yes. It’s not that we don’t want you; it’s just that we have no facilities for 

blind students.” 

 

At that point, Naoki stepped up to the table and said, “I can help. Let him in, and I’ll read 

his lessons to him. And if he needs help getting around the campus, I can help him with 

that too.” 

 

As a result, the young man was accepted, and was Naoki’s roommate for the next four 

years. Gradually, he began to accumulate textbooks in Braille, and was able to read 

lessons to Naoki. This was especially helpful during the cold winters, when they were 

shivering under the kotatsu, a low table with a blanket and heater underneath. Naoki 

would have to wear gloves to keep his hands out on the tabletop to read, but his 

roommate would just read his Braille underneath the blanket. 

 

Once in awhile, his sister would come to visit, and the three of them would have great 

fun. In the years to come, both men finished seminary and had long productive lives in 

the ministry. Both Naoki and the roommate’s sister went their separate ways, got married 

and raised families. After many years, their spouses died, and by the leading of the Holy 

Spirit, they were led back together again, married and started a whole new chapter in 

their old age. 

 

Never underestimate the power of God to direct your life, even when you can’t see 

what’s ahead. 

 

“We walk by faith, not by sight.” (2 Cor. 5:7) 

 

 

 



January 27 

 

Pioneer Fields 

 

Following graduation from seminary, Naoki took the position of senior pastor at 

Shimonoseki Baptist Church. He married Kazuko, one of the youth there. Some years 

later, Kazuko died from Hepatitis C, but not before they had raised two fine sons, Makoto 

and Hiroshi.  

 

In 1980, God led the family (including Tokuko, his mother) to move to Japan’s north 

country in order to bring the Gospel to places where it had yet to be heard. There, Naoki 

teamed up with Baptist missionary Bob Boatwright and started a new church on the north 

side of the town of Sendai. See the prayer point for January 1st to read more about this 

dynamic duo. 

 

After the death of his beloved wife, Kazuko, his mother, Tokuko, died peacefully in her 

sleep at the age of 103. Naoki decided to retire and move back to Fukuoka in order to be 

near his sons. This lasted only a few years, when Naoki, on his 83rd birthday announced 

that his “use by date” was not up yet. Calling up a church friend in the small community 

of Yoshioka farther north from Sendai, Naoki said, “I hear you’re without a pastor.” 

 

“Yes it’s true. Missionaries are coming once in awhile to help, but…” 

 

“I’ll come and be your pastor, if you’ll have me.” 

 

“That would be wonderful! But … we have no money to pay you. And where would you 

live?” 

 

“No problem, I have a small pension, and I can live in the broom closet upstairs.” 

 

And so he did. As one of the missionaries in the area, I was blessed beyond measure to 

renew our friendship and work together with him in reviving Yoshioka Baptist. Any time 

I became discouraged, I would simply look at this amazing man. He had a strength that 

never failed to inspire. In the years to come, that strength would be called upon in ways 

that neither of us could have ever anticipated. 

 

Do you have a “use by” date, after which you believe your usefulness to God will be 

finished? Think again. As long as your heart beats, He has need of you. Naoki proved 

that time and again. By his tireless actions, by his words and by his simple being there, he 

served faithfully, carrying out anything and everything that God laid in his path. 

 

Pray today that God will continue to use you for the Kingdom until it’s time to call you 

home. Pray for eyes to see what opportunities surround you, for discernment to choose 

the best, and for strength to accomplish the task. 

 

It is you who light my lamp; the LORD, my God, lights up my darkness. By you I can 

crush a troop, and by my God I can leap over a wall. (Psalms 18:28-29) 
 

  



January 28 

  
A Life Poured Out 

  
Marsha here. Tony has asked me to write today’s point, since I was a first hand observer. 

He was out preaching somewhere, the kids were off to camp, so I came to Naoki’s church 

by myself. It was always good to see him, and I knew I’d be blessed. So I can’t say I was 

real surprised when Naoki began his sermon with, “Let’s think about our missionaries.”   

 
"Yeah, think about us.” I thought to myself as I sat up a little straighter. 

 
“Here are talented men and women who forsake everything and bring their families all 

the way to Japan to spend out their lives.” I sat up even taller and began to beam with 

pride. I was liking where this was going.   “After they arrive, they spend two years in full 

time language study so that they can minister among us. Then they begin to ‘help’ us, and 

the minute they open their mouths … they sound like 6-year-olds.” I sank back a bit 

wondering if anyone would notice if I slipped out the door, or under the pew….. 

  
“We can hardly understand them. They can never really understand us completely. And 

sometimes we have to think, maybe they would be better off just staying home, working 

in a place where their talents can be put to better use.” I tried to disappear. 

  
“But look with me at Matthew, chapter 26,” he continued as if he knew an exciting 

secret,  "A woman comes to Jesus and pours out a bottle of expensive perfume on His 

feet. When the disciples complained about the waste, Jesus replied, ‘No, why are you 

bothering this woman? She has done a fine and beautiful thing for me.’” 

  
Naoki continued, “What we do for the Kingdom of God may seem a waste to some. We 

may be tempted to think, ‘That should have been used better!’ But listen! Our 

very lives are being poured out daily. We will come to the end of our life an empty 

vessel. And that is the very thing Jesus loves and brings into His Kingdom. The act of 

pouring ourselves out at the feet of Jesus is the ministry we do. And in His words, It is a 

beautiful thing.” 

 

I bowed my head in shame for my misguided pride, mingled with a deep, new 

understanding.  So this first 10 years of my ministry have been just for this purpose, to 

pour out my life, not in ‘saving’ the Japanese so much as in ‘loving and living for my 

Savior’.   

 
Are you pouring yourself out for Jesus today? If not, what are you saving yourself for? 

Let’s pray today that God will use us for His work as long as we have breath. Then may 

we come to His throne as empty vessels, with nothing left to give, longing only to hear, 

“Well done, good and faithful servant. Come, and enter My rest!” 

  
“By pouring this ointment on my body she has prepared me for burial.” Jesus 

continues,  "Truly I tell you, wherever this good news is proclaimed in the whole world, 

what she has done will be told in remembrance of her.” (Matthew 26: 12-13) 
  

 

 

January 29 



  
Sacrificial Tears 

  
Okay. It’s Marsha again. I know Tony only asked me to write yesterday’s prayer point. 

But I just had to include one more conversation with Naoki. Many years later, in fact, 

while we were writing his story,  I was sharing a cup of tea with him, talking about his 

life, and how it should be written down for everyone to know. He was his usual humble 

self, unwilling to talk a lot about his younger days unless pressed.  

  
I pressed. 

  
“Naoki, what did your parents think when you told them you were enlisting to be a 

Kamikaze pilot?” 

  
“Oh!” He stopped and swelled up his chest, They were very proud of me. We come from 

a long history of Samurai warriors and as a family we were dedicated to the Emperor.  To 

give your life for him was considered the highest honor.” 

  
“Naoki,” I interrupted, "I don’t know if I should tell you this or not, but I spoke to your 

mother before she died. She told me that she and your father cried all night.” 

  
For the first time I could remember, Naoki was speechless. He looked off into the 

distance for several minutes without speaking and finally he cleared his throat and said, 

“It was a different time. I know they were proud of me, but I never realized the pain it 

caused them to give me over to the Emperor.” 

  
We each cried a bit ourselves, then thanked God for His mercy in sparing Naoki from the 

sacrifice the Emperor had intended.  

 
I wondered how I would have reacted if my son had made a similar decision. Yes, it was 

a different time, but mothers will always be mothers. Could I allow my children to make 

a decision that might cost them dearly, even if it was for a noble cause? 

  
I thought about my children and the lives they had known growing up on the mission 

field. It was not a hardship at all, but they did miss things they would have known 

otherwise, like being around grandparents, aunts, uncles and cousins. (although they had 

many ’surrogates’ in the form of other mission families). It was a decision that we as 

parents made for them, believing it was God’s will to do so. We still believe that today 

and we are proud to look upon what God has created our children to become.   

  
Let’s pray for our families, and the tremendous responsibility parents carry for the well-

being of their children. God, grant us wisdom to make right choices. And when we fail, 

forgive us, and make us better. Protect our children and lead them into all You have for 

them. 

  
“Teach us to number our days aright, that we may gain a heart of wisdom.” (Psalms 

90:12) 

 

 

 

January 30 



 

One More Task 

 

Naoki had served the church in the northern town of Yoshioka for several years, and was 

once again thinking about retirement. But God had one more job for him. On the morning 

of March 11, 2011, northern Japan experienced the strongest earthquake in recorded 

history, followed by a huge tsunami that set new records. Thousands died in an instant, 

many swept away from tsunami evacuation zones where it was thought they would be 

safe. 

 

Yoshioka Baptist was far enough inland to escape the tsunami, and except for broken 

plumbing and a tilted steeple, the church escaped major damage. By God’s grace, Marsha 

and I had just been transferred back to Japan from Thailand and were in Yokohama on 

the day of the disaster. When we learned that the epicenter was near Sendai, we started 

trying to reach our friends in the area. Finally arriving at Yoshioka Baptist, we were 

thrilled to see our old friend, ministering to victims and bringing words of encouragement 

to them. 

 

After visiting awhile, Naoki decided to convert the church into a staging area for 

volunteer teams who would be coming to work. Our mission pitched in with help for 

repairs, and added a shower block. For the next two years, I led one team after another to 

Yoshioka. They would sleep on the floor of the church, listen to stories from the ex- 

Kamikaze pilot and head out each day to serve wherever they could. Altogether, more 

than 1200 men and women were blessed to have a place to gather and a spiritual giant 

like Naoki to help them debrief after the horrific things they had seen in the tsunami 

zone. 

 

Who could have imagined where God would lead this man, who at the age of 14 declared 

that he would sacrifice his life for his country? Instead, for next 80 years God made him a 

living sacrifice not only for his country, but for thousands from all over the world who 

were blessed to know him. 

 

What made Naoki’s ministry so fruitful was not so much in the things that he did, but 

rather in his willingness to go anywhere, do anything, take on any task, no matter how 

small. And that is a quality available to any of us today: to be willing. What is God laying 

before you today? It might be something highly visible and of obvious value. Or it might 

be something that no one else will ever see, much less appreciate. Are you willing? 

 

“The fruit of righteousness will be peace; the effect of righteousness will be quietness and 

confidence forever.” (Isaiah 32: 17) 

 

  



 

 

January 31 

 

The Happiest Man on Earth 

 

The steady stream of volunteers coming to work in the tsunami zone was beginning to 

wane when Naoki began feeling a pain in his side. It kept getting worse. He went to the 

doctor and was told that he had cancer. It was untreatable and moving fast. 

 

Now, it seemed, was the time to finally retire and move back to southern Japan to be near 

his sons and their families. But he had no sooner arrived than he noticed a church nearby 

that had no pastor. The people were thrilled when he offered to serve as long as he was 

able, but like Yoshioka Baptist were able to offer him neither salary nor a place to live. 

 

“Not to worry,” Naoki replied. “I don’t need money, and the nice people at the hospice 

here have a bed for me.” For several weeks, Naoki came to the church each Sunday, 

shared the Word of God with them and enjoyed their fellowship. Then when it became 

apparent that traveling was getting more and more difficult for him, the church said to 

him, “Pastor, this next Sunday, we would like to hold worship at your place.”  

 

And they did. Hymns were sung, God’s Word was shared as everyone crowded into his 

room and stood around his bed. Meeting each person’s eyes, Naoki gave them what 

wisdom he had to give, including a stern word for a niece who had come. “You’ve 

wandered too long,” he told her. “It’s time to come back.” Some would recall later that 

those same words had been spoken to him on the day he bought his first Bible.” 

 

Someone produced sushi, Naoki’s favorite. He ate a bite, prayed again, then started 

singing his favorite hymn, “I hear the Savior say, Thy strength indeed is small. Child of 

weakness, watch and pray; find in me thine all in all. Jesus paid it all, all to Him I owe. 

Sin had left a crimson stain; He washed it white as snow.”  

 

Then he was gone, at rest at last. 

 

This month, we have tried to share a bit about this remarkable man, Naoki Noguchi. But 

he would have had none of it. To his last breath, he desired only one thing: to tell the love 

of God to any who would listen. Here at Reedy Creek Baptist, we have the same charge 

as he did. We too have been called to be salt and light in a world that so desperately 

needs it. One person alone could not possibly accomplish such a task, but that’s why God 

has called us together and made us a part of His Church. 

 

Our greatest joy as God’s children, as part of His Church, is to follow in the path He has 

set before us. Reedy Creek Baptist is founded on that premise. Pray for your church, will 

you? Pray for each of us and for yourselves. Today ends the January month of focus on 

daily prayer, but I hope you will continue to meet with Him every day in your quiet 

place. See you at the Creek! 

 

“Let anyone who has an ear listen to what the Spirit is saying to the churches.” (Rev. 

3:22) 


