
I was born in china, but I am Japanese.  My parents were in Manchuria China during the most
difficult time of the war (1941-1946).  It was very difficult that my Father was a Christian minister,
who was educated in the United States, spoke perfect English, and loved this wonderful country
that states, "One nation under God," and he dearly loved America.  At that time, China was torn up in
many directions, but God wanted my family in China.

As a young man in Japan, my father was almost drafted into the Imperial Japanese military.  The day
he was drafted, he said to the official, "I can not and will not raise an arm to hurt any one, especially
American people, because I am a Christian minister."  Needless to say, it was not agreeable to the
Japanese Government.  Later that day, one of the high-ranking officers who was a Christian told my
Father, "It is a very dangerous time for you to be here.  We will send you and your family to China."
My uncle told me much later that the next day, the Japanese military was looking for my father to be
executed.

Much later, the war in the Pacific was over, China was turning into a communist country and it was
very dangerous for any Japanese to be in China.  We were on the last ship that left China. My mother
was holding my five month old baby brother, I was only three, and my sister was five.  The journey
was very treacherous to get home to Japan, which was so torn up that Tokyo was on fire and burned
for over a week and not recognizable.  It was reduced to rubble.

 There were no buildings for people to live or work in, or to do anything that mattered.  There were
no jobs and no food shelters.  The American government started to help gather up all the dead
bodies, and to rebuild the city.  My mother was an American citizen, born in San Bernardino
California and spoke English.  This made it easier to get a job.  However, during these times, there
were no jobs for working men.  When a woman had a good job with good pay, the Japanese people
were not able to understand why and could not accept it.  Communications between men and
women were not based on hope.

I was five years old when my mother and father were divorced.  Throughout Japanese history, it  was
not common to see broken marriages.   The day my Mother left us, I felt like my life just about
ended.  That day, I prayed to God, "Please, some day, Can I have my mother with me again?  For this,
I will do any thing You ask me to do."  

I came to America when I was fourteen years old and was not able to speak, read or write english.
Years later, I found out that my older sister, Keiko, was very ill.  She was diagnosed with pancreatic
cancer.  I asked God to guide me so I could take care of her in Tokyo.   That is when God answered
my prayers about my mother.  In October of 2007, my mother said she wanted to come to America
live with me. I was shocked and happy for she was ninety years old.   I asked God to help me keep
my mother well enough to travel.  Later, my sister died from the cancer, but I had my mother here in
Idaho with me. 

I was raised by my stepmother until I came to America.  However, my mother and I were like best
friends, and all the long lost time seemed like yesterday.  My mother had so many questions that I
did not always have the answers to, so we asked God to help us one step at a time.  By this time she
was getting much healthier than when she lived by herself in Japan.   



During the summer of 2009, my mother had two wishes.  The first was that she wanted to be
baptized and be cleansed of all of her sins, which we asked God to do.  The second one was that she
wanted to see her ninety year old sister who lived in Honolulu, Hawaii.  Before she died, I asked God
to help me fulfill her wishes.  Then, our Company of Women conference was to be held in Hawaii.  I
spoke to my dear friend Rosalie and  to the Lord, then we took our trip to Hawaii.  Our conference
was most fulfilling, and my mother and I could feel God's presence there, and God chos Roseby to
be the person to help my  ninety-three year old mother to be baptized, Oh, she was so very happy!
Our dear friends Rosalie, Stormy,  Aki and her family gathered to thank God for His faithfulness!   My
mother was able to have some special time together with her sister Nancy, who she had not seen for
over twenty years.  They were like a couple of children, being so happy to see each other again!
Their faces were glowing!

About two weeks later, when we returned home from Hawaii, my mother developed difficulties
breathing.  I took her to the doctor and they gave her oxygen to help her breathe.  The x-rays
showed that her lungs were 2/3 filled with some kind of fluid.  Also, the doctor wanted her to go to
the hospital to have an MRI taken.  By then, my mother was petrified.  Just the thought of going to
the hospital reminded her of the horrible experience of the Japanese hospitals.  On the day of
surgery, the patients had to push their own IV to the operating room.  There were twenty-five wards
with eight patients in each room, but only one bathroom at the end of each floor.  The patients also
waited and waited at the end of a long line to be treated, and they had to grin and bear the pain for
hours.  I assured my mother that the American hospitals were not like that,  that I would be with her
day and night.  I asked God to be with us all the way.  Our doctor made things easier every step of
the way.

After the MRI, Dr. Snyder and Dr. Robinson attended to her, and I have never witnessed more
unselfish and caring actions from two professional doctors in my life.   Both of the doctors worked
all day taking care of their office patients, as well as making their rounds for their patients in the
hospital.  They hardly had time to eat, but they were there to make my mother's breathing easier by
drawing nearly two liters of fluid from her left lung, done at 11:30 pm.  I believe that God revealed
Himself to my Mother.   When we really believe in God and submit to His will, He will bring out the
best in us and we are happy to see that there is still some goodness in this world.

Early the next day, my mother's MRI was back.  Dr. Snyder gave me the prognosis, and it was
shocking.  It showed that my mother had ovarian cancer and it had progressed to an unimaginable
degree.  No human should have been able to have that much cancer and still be alive.  My mother
passed way eleven days after that.  I  asked God to spare her from any pain, and for this,  I would do
anything, even if it meant giving up my life.  God granted my prayer and she never felt any pain.  All
of her cancer cells were sleeping and dormant the night before she died.  We and our grandchildren
watched some Japanese movies and ate popcorn.  She was very peaceful until the end.  Thank you,
Roseby, for allowing God to use you to baptized my mother Fern S. Sasaki and give her peace and
happiness.  God Bless you! 

Always, 

Ruth Nobuko Anderson


