Evangelizing People Once Hated
Chapter 1 – Chili Peppers Means a Boy

        Three little boys ran into the house, kicking off their shoes at the door. They gathered around their mother, who was resting on a bed on the floor. Three pairs of dark eyes gazed at a sleeping baby with a head full of dark, moist hair. Ok Chom smiled at her sons. “This is your new brother, Ha-Jin. Ha means ‘river’ and Jin means ‘peaceful’.” Curious, the boys knelt down to see Ha-Jin better.  One-year-old  In-Jin reached out to touch the baby’s tiny hand and Ha-Jin opened sleepy eyes. Hyung-Jin, the oldest at five said, “Annyeong ( hello), little brother.” Hyo-Jin, who was three, made a silly face hoping to make his little brother laugh. Instead, Ha-Jin began to cry.

     “Boys, please go back outside to play now,” their mother said. “Ha-Jin needs some quiet time with me.” Ok Chom nodded to their grandmother who stood behind the children and she herded them out.

     “Look, boys,” said Grandmother, holding up a rope made of rice straw. Chili peppers and pieces of charcoal were woven into the rope. “The chili peppers mean your new baby is a boy. Come; let’s hang this Kumjul outside on our doorway.”  

     “Why?” asked Hyung-Jin.

     “We’ll hang it here for three weeks to warn people not to come in because we have a new baby.  It will frighten away the evil spirits too. I’ll make some seaweed soup for
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your mother to help her grow strong and make lots of milk for your new baby brother. We’ll also give some to the grandmother spirit every day for a week.”

       Ha-Jin’s birth on May 28, 1959 meant nine people now lived in their small home – four boys, two parents, one aunt, and two grandparents. Ha-Jin’s father was the oldest son in his family so he had the duty of caring for his parents and widowed aunt. South Korea, where Ha-Jin lived, was recovering from three years of the Korean War (1950-1953) which began when North Korea invaded South Korea. Ha-Jin’s family was poor, like many of their neighbors.

     When Ha-Jin was a hundred days old, his family held a 100-Day Celebration. This custom celebrates a baby’s survival for the first hundred days of life, and originated earlier in history when many babies didn’t survive that long. Ha-Jin’s other grandmother, who also lived in Incheon, owned a grain store. She made many kinds of rice cakes. The family enjoyed them during the celebration and gave cakes out to neighbors, friends, and other relatives. Those who received rice cakes returned the ceramic and brass containers with pieces of thread to express wishes for a long life for the baby, and rice or money to express hope for future wealth.

     On Ha-Jin’s first birthday, his mother dressed him in colorful, traditional Korean clothing called hanbok. He wore a loose, long-sleeved shirt with a bright blue vest and a striped jacket over it and baggy purple pants tied at his ankles. His black hat had a long tail.
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   “Ha-Jin, it’s your birthday today! Your first birthday is special, so we are celebrating Tol,” said his mother as she sat him down in front of a low, brown table covered with foods and objects. On the table were rice, rice cakes, fruit, thread, money, pens, pencils, a book, a notebook, a bow and arrow, and a Korean calligraphy set. 

     “Come on Ha-Jin, pick something up,” urged Hyo-Jin, as the family gathered around to watch what he would do. 

     “Yes,” said Hyung-Jin. “Go on. We want to see what you’re going to be when you grow up.” Looking up at all the smiling faces around him and then down at the table, Ha-Jin grabbed a fist full of rice with one tiny hand and a piece of yarn with the other.

     “What does that mean, father?” asked Hyung-Jin.

     “Rice means he will grow up to be rich and yarn means a long life.” 

     "Really?"

     "I doubt it, but that is our custom."
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 Chapter 2 - A Not-So-Peaceful River

     While Ha-Jin was still a small boy, his family moved to Soo-Won, a village out in the country. As Ha-Jin watched his mother get ready to leave for her work in a factory, he knew she would be gone again for a long time. Her job was much too far away and bus fares too expensive for her to come back more often than about once a month. 

     “Um-Ma (Mommy), no!” cried Ha-Jin, wrapping his little arms tightly around his mother’s legs and looking up with a tear-stained face.

      Ok-Chom picked him up, held him close, and kissed him, determined not to cry. “I don’t want to leave you, Ha-Jin, but I must. Grandmother took the sobbing Ha-Jin from his mother’s arms. She left quickly, so her little boy would not see the tears now streaming down her own face. 

     When Ha-Jin was three years old, the family moved again to a two room house in Gu-

Ro-Dong, a suburb of Seoul. Ok-Chom could now be with her family and take a bus to the factory each day. Whenever it was raining, Ha-Jin walked to the bus stop carrying a large umbrella and waited there for his mother. As her bus arrived, he ran over to it yelling “Um-Mah!” After she got off the bus, Ha-Jin hugged her, looking up with a big smile. 

     Ok-Chom smiled and hugged her small son. “Thank you, Ha-Jin. Now I won’t get wet.” They walked home together under the umbrella. After they entered the house, Ok-Chom sat down and put up her swollen legs on a pillow. 
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    “Um-Mah, do they hurt?” asked Ha-Jin, rubbing his small hands over her swollen legs. Ok-Chom nodded. Ha-Jin’s father had lost his job and new jobs were hard to find. She had no choice but to go to her factory job each day. 

     While his older brothers were in school, Ha-Jin helped his grandmother carry dirty clothes down to the river where she washed the family’s laundry. It took forty minutes to walk to the river carrying the heavy load. One day, as Grandmother soaped and 

scrubbed and Ha-Jin played near-by, he slipped into the river. The river’s current began carrying him downstream, the air in his loose shirt barely keeping him afloat. 

     “Help! Hal-Muh-Nee (Grandmother)!

     Grandmother dropped the clothes she was washing and sprinted along the bank of the river yelling, “Ha-Jin, I’m coming! Hold out your hand, quickly!” Wading into the river up to her waist, Grandmother grabbed Ha-Jin’s outstretched hand and pulled him to safety. She sobbed as she held the dripping wet boy tightly against her chest.

        Ha-Jin looked up and smiled, “Don’t cry, Hal-Muh-Nee. Why are you crying? See,

I’m all right.”

     “I’m crying from happiness, my little “Peaceful River.” You could have drowned!” Grandmother removed Ha-Jin’s dripping wet clothes and spread them over rocks to dry in the hot sun. After they dried, she dressed Ha-Jin, put the bundle of clean clothes on her head, and the two of them walked home hand in hand.
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 Chapter 3 – A Never-to-be-Forgotten Bag

    Ha-Jin’s parents did not believe in God, but one Christmas morning when he

was about five years old they allowed him to get up early in the morning to attend a

Catholic Christmas Mass with a friend. 

     “Ha-Jin, are you ready?” called his friend. 

     Ha-Jin smiled as he stepped out onto the newly fallen snow to join his friend. “Look, our footprints are the only ones in the snow!” The boys laughed together as they made footprints in the snow all the way to the church.

      This was the first time Ha-Jin was inside a church and he watched and listened with interest. After the church service, Ha-Jin grinned as he and the other children received a bag of treats. He ran home, clutching his precious bag. He remembered this wonderful treat for the rest of his life, and when he was grown up, he always made sure that the children received a special treat bag at church each Christmas. 

    Coming into his house, Ha-Jin called, “Look what I got at church!” He showed his parents and brothers his treasures: a notebook, two pencils, cookies, a boiled egg, some sugar candy, and a candy made from milk powder. 
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Chapter 4- Grasshoppers and Frogs Make Yummy Treats
     During the summers, Ha-Jin, his brothers, and their friends walked thirty minutes from town to play near the rice fields or beyond them to the river where they loved to swim. One very hot August day, the boys walked past rice fields turning yellow for the harvest. They heard the crickets chirping and saw dragon flies swooping above the fields with iridescent blue and green bodies.

      The river sparkled like diamonds as the sun glittered on its surface. “Don’t go in too deep, Ha-Jin, you can’t swim,” yelled Hyo-Jin as he and the other boys ran eagerly to the river bank and jumped in – splashing, swimming, and playing.

     “Don’t worry hyong (older brother). I won’t.” Ha-Jin entered the river cautiously and began to jump up and down, splashing and playing in the shallow water near the shore. Ha-Jin jumped a little too far from the river’s edge. His head went under and he came up sputtering and choking from swallowing river water. “Help!” he managed to yell before going under again. His brothers Hyo-Jin and In-Jin quickly swam over and pulled him out of the water. For the rest of the afternoon, he played on the river bank while the others swam. After that scary experience he stopped trying to learn how to swim. 

     On another summer day, In-Jin said, “We’re going frog hunting. Want to come with us? It’s raining today, the best time to catch frogs.”

     “Of course!” Quickly Ha-Jin slipped on his black rubber shoes.
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     The boys walked from their home up into a quiet bamboo forest. The rain made a gentle patter as it fell on the bamboo leaves. They cut down one of the many bamboo trees and cut a piece about three feet long. Using a small knife, they split one end into eight slices, leaving the other end intact as a handle. As the boys walked down to the river, In-Jin swung their newly created frog catching tool up and down. It wobbled and made a swishing sound.

     “That’s a good one,” said Hyo-Jin with a grin. We should catch many frogs today.” 

     The boys sat quietly, waiting for frogs to swim to the top of the water’s surface.

     “Look! Two over there,” yelled Ha-Jin, pointing.

     In-Jin ran over and smacked the frogs with their bamboo tool, grabbed them with his hands, and threw them on the ground. Hyo-Jin quickly stepped on their heads before they could hop away. After they had six frogs, Ha-Jin said, “Want to build a fire and roast them as a snack?”

     “I’m getting hungry just thinking about it,” said In-Jin.

     “There are lots more frogs here today.” said Hyo-Jin, “Let’s see if we can catch enough for supper.”     

      Ha-Jin watched for frogs, In-Jin used the bamboo, and Hyo-Jin did the stomping. Working together, they collected enough frog legs to feed nine people.

     Hyo-Jin smiled as they headed home. “Supper will be delicious tonight!”  
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     That night Father fried the frog legs in a pan, adding salt, pepper, and soy sauce. As Mother brought the kim chee (Korean pickles), vegetables, rice and the delicious smelling frog legs to their two low tables, she said, “Tonight’s frog legs are thanks to our three frog hunters.” She smiled at the three, who sat at a low table with their father. Hyung-Jin sat at the other table with Grandfather. Mother and Grandmother joined them, everyone sitting on the floor. Although the boys were very eager to taste their frog legs, they waited respectfully until their grandfather took the first bite. Then they all began to eat.

     “Thank you for cooking our frog legs, Father,” said Ha-Jin.

      In-Jin licked his lips. “They are really delicious.”

     “They must taste better because we worked so long to catch them all,” said Hyo-Jin.

     Ha-Jin laughed. “No, it’s because Father is a better cook than we are.”

     After supper, the boys folded the two tables and put them away. At bedtime, the home’s two rooms that were used as living and dining rooms during the day became bedrooms. Each night the boys opened a large cabinet and pulled out a thick bottom blanket called yo and a thinner top blanket called e-bool for each person. In the morning, they folded the bedding and put it all back. Sometimes the boys felt like sardines lined up on the floor for sleeping. 
      Since the family was poor, they had little protein in their diet. The frog legs provided some extra protein. So did the fish and grasshoppers the boys caught. For fishing, they 

DeYoung, Missionary, p. 10

used nets in the river. Late in the summer, they went into the rice fields to catch grasshoppers. With practice, Ha-Jin became very good at catching grasshoppers with only one hand as they jumped. The brothers put them into a bottle, brought them home, and fried them in sesame oil with salt. They enjoyed this crunchy treat.

 Chapter 5– Ha-Jin is a Pancake, p 11

     Without many toys, the boys created fun with things they found in nature. Roundish

stones worked for a game of marbles; sticks were guns, swords, or slingshots. In the winter, they made snowmen and threw snowballs. They cut bamboo trees to make short 

skis, bending them in front to keep their shoes from slipping off.

     “O.K. Ha-Jin, step on.” In-Jin gave a push and Ha-Jin slid precariously down the hill, falling in a snowy heap at the bottom.

     “That was fun!” yelled Ha-Jin, laughing and brushing off the snow as he brought the bamboo skis back up the hill. “Can I have another turn, please?”

      “Of course, after my turn!”

      One winter night, Ha-Jin and his brothers gathered around the stove to warm up before hopping into bed. Ha-Jin stood with his back to the stove. He put his hands inside his pajama bottoms with the palms facing out to warm them and leaned closer toward the stove. Suddenly he lost his balance and fell back against the stove.  

     “Ha-Jin!” exclaimed his mother. “Did you burn yourself?” 

     “No, but . . .” Ha-Jin faced the back side of his pants toward his mother, and waved his hands out through a big hole in his yellow, nylon pajama bottoms.

     “I will have to fix that tomorrow. We have no money for new pajama pants!” said his mother.
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        The next day, Ha-Jin’s mother patched the large hole with a piece of cloth from his outgrown orange pants. That night his brothers laughed at his pajama pants. Hyo-Jin said, “You’ve got a bin-dae-ttuk (Korean pancake) on your back side! That’s your new name now – Bin-Dae-Ttuk.” That became his nick name every time he wore those pajama pants and for many years afterward!
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Chapter 6 – Celebrations

     In February the family got ready for Seollal, a three day celebration of the Lunar New Year. Each person received new clothes and shoes for the beginning of a new year. Ha-Jin said, “I love my new shoes! The fur lining will keep my feet warm.” New clothes for Seollal were a treat for Ha-Jin, who rarely got any new clothes. With three older brothers, most of his clothes were hand-me-downs. 

     “I’m going to get my kite ready for tomorrow,” said In-Jin. “Ha-Jin, Come on. I’ll help you with yours. Do you want a diamond or rectangular shape?” The boys made their kites with thin white paper glued to light weight wood with glue made from rice. 

     On the first morning of Seollal, the family put on their new clothes. Grandmother and Grandfather sat down, and each grandson took his turn bowing. “Receive many blessings in the new year, Grandfather,” said Ha-Jin, bowing. 

    “Receive many blessings in the new year, Ha-Jin,” replied Grandfather, as he gave Ha-Jin a gift of paper money. Grandfather, the head of the household, had a money gift for 

each grandson, saved for this special New Year’s celebration. The four  boys also greeted their grandmother, aunt, mother and father in the same manner.

     The boys enjoyed playing a traditional New Year’s game called Yut Nori. The object 

of this board game was to move a horse piece around a board. Ha-Jin went first. He took 

four thick, rounded sticks with one flat side and threw them into the air. When they 
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landed, he checked the sticks and called out, “Yutt! I get to move four spaces.”

      The loud and lively game continued until Mother called, “Time to eat. Clean up so you can set the table.”  Food for Seollal was special, a big meal with plenty of delicious rice cakes, tteokguk (a rice-cake soup), pancake-like dishes, vegetables and fruit. The boys didn’t have to be told twice to get ready for the feast. 

     After the meal, Ha-Jin said, “I can’t wait to fly my kite!

     “Then let’s go!” said In-Jin.  They got their kites and went out to meet other boys and girls from the village. First, they tackled the trick of launching their kites to get them to fly high. They helped each other by holding up the kite as the kite’s owner ran, gradually letting out the string until the wind whipped it up into the bright blue sky. 

     “Brrr, it’s cold today,” said Hyo-Jin. “But we’re lucky it’s a windy day.” Soon they forgot about the cold as they ran with their kites and pulled their kite strings.

     Ha-Jin held his kite string and looked up at all the kites. “There are so many, I can’t even count them!” 
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 Chapter 7 - Seeds of Hatred

      Seven-year-old Ha-Jin was happy that he was old enough to go to school with his brothers. The boys walked 15 or 20 minutes from their house to a huge four story building with about 2500 students. Ha-Jin’s class had seventy students. Lunch time was always fun for Ha-Jin, eating with his friends, laughing and joking.

     “What’s your lunch today, Ha-Jin?” asked his best friend Gyung-Joon. Lunch was always rice with something on top of it.

     “I have an over-easy fried egg on my rice today. My favorite.”

     “I have pickled vegetables on mine.”

      Ha-Jin learned to read and write in Hangul, a 24 letter alphabet invented in 1444 by Korea’s King Sejong. He also learned Hanja, which is used when Koreans write Chinese characters that they have borrowed into their language. 

      Han-Jin studied hard, learning math, history, literature, and Tae-Kwon-Do, the Korean national martial art. He especially liked music and art classes. In art he did calligraphy, a beautiful way of writing using a brush. He sang in the choir and stayed after school to practice. Ha-Jin and his friends loved playing soccer and played together whenever they had a chance.

     When he studied history, Han-Jin learned things that made him sad and angry. He learned that the country of Japan invaded Korea in 1910 and ruled the country until 
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August 15, 1945 at the end of World War II. They took control of all aspects of life in Korea including government, education, industry, agriculture and transportation. 

     One day as the family ate supper Ha-Jin said, “Father, in school we are learning about all the things the Japanese did to our country and people.”

     “Yes,” answered his father. “It was a terrible time. People were put to death for refusing to worship the Emperor of Japan . Your own grandfather would likely have been killed, but he fled to Manchuria and waited there until the war was over before returning.”

     “We missed him very much,” said Grandmother. 

     “I didn’t know that, Grandfather,” said Hyo-Jin. “I’m glad you got away! We learned that people were whipped for small, insignificant crimes, and even killed for no good reason. Why did the Japanese want to kill you?”

     “I was part of a group trying to get our country back from Japan” said Grandfather. “I would have been killed as a rebel.”

     “We learned about the Japanese occupation of Korea in my classes too. They didn’t let us follow our customs or celebrate our festivals,” said In-Jin.  

     “Kids in school were taught in Japanese,” said Ha-Jin. “They said Japanese was the new language of Korea! They shut down Korean newspapers and sent the writers and editors to jail.” 
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    “You’re right, Ha-Jin,” said Father. “Japan tried to make Korea into a part of Japan. We suffered a lot for thirty-five years. They say that over six million Koreans were 

killed.”

     Ha-Jin frowned. “I hate the Japs! They are bad people. They are my enemies! I will never forgive them for what they did!”
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 Chapter 8 - Preparing for a Big Change

     During the summer when Ha-Jin was ten, his oldest brother, Hyung-Jin, invited him to the Vacation Bible School at a Methodist church in Gu-Ro-Dung. Hyung-Jin was in high school, had become a Christian, and was a teacher’s assistant at the Vacation Bible School. 

     “Ha-Jin, if you come to VBS every day you will get nice prizes,” said Hyung-Jin. Ha-Jin came every day and got his prizes. He even attended church services with Hyung-Jin a few times, but because most of his family were not Christians, he soon stopped going. 

     The school term starts at the beginning of March in Korea. In 1971, Ha-Jin was eleven and ready to begin 6th grade, but that summer the family planned to leave Korea and go to live in the United States. Instead of going to their regular school, Ha-Jin and his brother 

In-Jin took a thirty minute bus ride to Yong-Dung-Po where they had private tutoring in English to prepare for their move to America. Often Ha-Jin chose to walk home from his English classes. He took a short cut along a river. It took over an hour to walk home, but it was better than suffering with motion sickness on the bus ride. 

      The day before his family left Korea, Ha-Jin walked over to say good-bye to his best friend, Gyung-Joon. He stood in front of his friend’s home wondering whether he should call to him to come out. He wanted to call out to his friend, and yet he hated good-byes. Instead, he wrote down Gyung-Joon’s address and took it with him the next day. 
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      So many good-byes! Last year Ha-Jin had said good-bye to his father and brothers Hyung-Jin and Hyo-Jin. They had gone to America in 1970 with hopes for better opportunities. A few months ago, Ha-Jin had to say good-bye to his grandfather when he died. 

     Now, in July of 1971, Ha-Jin, In-Jin, and their mother were flying to California. “Good-bye Hal-Muh-Nee,” said Ha-Jin, hugging his grandmother. He knew he would probably never see Grandmother again. “Good-bye Auntie,” he said to the aunt who had come to take Grandmother to her home. 

      Ha-Jin thought about all the new things he was about to do. He would see an airport and fly in an airplane! Ha-Jin had never been to an airport. He had never even seen an airplane up close, only far up in the sky, and in pictures. Ha-Jin’s mother had a cousin 

who was a taxi driver and he was driving them to the airport. The taxi was waiting. It was time.

     As they drove away, Ha-Jin smiled and waved back to the neighbors who were waving good-bye. Then he turned around and tears filled his eyes as he thought about what he was leaving behind – family, friends, school – the place that had been his home for twelve years. Ha-Jin realized that he felt scared. It would all be so new. What would it be like to live in the United States? He would have to learn to speak English a lot better 
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and go to school with children who spoke only English. Would he be able to do well in school and please his parents?

      They drove toward the airport in the city of Kim-Po west of Seoul. Finally, they 

arrived at the airport. Ha-Jin saw planes taking off and landing, a control tower, and crowds of people with suitcases. Soon they were standing surrounded by suitcases, saying thank you for the ride and waving as the taxi disappeared into the airport traffic. Slowly, they moved their things inside, joining the line of travelers waiting to check in for their flight to Japan. In Japan they would board another plane for Alaska and then another one to Los Angeles.
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Chapter 9 - A Long Trip and a New Home

     As the family walked into the plane, Ha-Jin said, “Wow! This plane is huge!” He peeked into the cockpit where the uniformed pilots sat with an array of instruments. One pilot turned, saw Ha-Jin, smiled and waved. Ha-Jin waved back. The three of them walked down the aisle and found seats together. Ha-Jin was thrilled to be sitting next to a window. After discovering how to snap on his seatbelt, he did not take his eyes from the window. He watched a man drive a cart piled with luggage toward the plane. His mother sat between the boys. This was her first plane flight too, and she looked around nervously.

     The plane taxied out to a runway. As the motors revved up for take-off and the plane started to move faster and faster, Ha-Jin’s hands gripped the arm rests. He watched, fascinated, as the plane lifted off the ground and soared into the air. The plane climbed steeply up into the sky. The airport and city below them were becoming smaller and 

smaller. Ha-Jin watched as the plane flew through clouds that obscured his view and emerged above the clouds that formed puffy white mountains below him. This was a three hour flight and before he knew it, they began their descent into the airport in Tokyo, Japan.

     The Tokyo airport was huge and the signs were in Japanese and English, but none in 
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Korean. The family felt confused and worried that they might get lost and miss their next 

plane, but a  man they had met in Korea helped them find the right gate for their trans-

Pacific flight to Alaska.  On this flight, they were served dinner. Ha-Jin, In-Jin, and their mother looked at the trays of unfamiliar American food. Used to Korean food, they were perplexed. Ha-Jin, seated by the aisle this time, watched the man across the aisle begin to eat.

     “Mother,” whispered Ha-Jin, pointing to the roll and then to the pat of butter. “Break this and use a knife from this package to put this butter on it.” The buttered rolls tasted delicious. Ha-Jin had never eaten one before. He continued to instruct his mother and brother in the art of eating American food by slyly watching the man seated across the aisle.

     Ha-Jin had never eaten cheese. “Yuck,” he whispered to his mother. “What is this smelly stuff?”

     “Be polite, Ha-Jin. You do not have to eat it.”  Everything else tasted good, especially the treat he discovered in a small box.

      “Look at this!” exclaimed Ha-Jin. “I have eight pieces of chocolate.” He took a small taste. “Mmm, it tastes like orange and chocolate. I’m going to eat mine as slowly as I can and make it last a long, long, time.” 

      When flight attendants delivered coffee, Ha-Jin watched the man across the aisle add 
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sugar and cream. But they had somehow used up their cream during the meal, so had 

none to put in their coffee.

      After a change of planes in Alaska and one last take-off and landing, the three weary travelers got off in Los Angeles under a dark, night sky. 

      “Hello sam-choon (uncle)” said Ha-Jin. They were met by Uncle Jay, Ha-Jin’s father, and Hyung-Jin, who now went by the name Ren. They rode home in a huge, old brown Cadillac.

     “I brought American hamburgers for you,” Ren smiled as he handed them each a hamburger.  

     “Thanks, I’m hungry.” Ha-Jin unwrapped it and took a big bite, but then made a face.

     “Don’t you like it?” 

     “Um, not really.”

     Ren shrugged. “I guess you’ll learn to like them living here.”

     On this warm, July evening, in spite of being very tired, the three members of the family arriving from Korea looked out with interest at the new country that would now be their home. They drove thirty miles south to Westminster, California. As they drove into the area where Ha-Jin’s aunt and uncle lived, Ha-Jin exclaimed, “Look at all the cars! Nobody had cars in our neighborhood in Korea, but it seems like there’s a car in every driveway here. And the houses are so big.” 

     Lots of relatives Ha-Jin had never met were waiting for them. There was Aunt Kija, 
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and Uncle Don who said, “Hello Kenny.” 

     Ha-Jin looked at him, puzzled. “My name is Ha-Jin.”

    “You’re in America. You’ll have an American name now. Yours is Kenny, Hyo-Jin is Dennis and In-Jin will be called Jim. Kenny, you knew your Aunt Liah in Korea, and these are your cousins Debbie, Lorena, Tani, Brawny, and Mihwa.” Dinner was waiting.  Ken had never eaten a meal with so many relatives. Sixteen ate supper together that night, all talking, catching up, and getting acquainted. The adults sat around a table and the children sat on the floor around a low table. Ken liked sitting on the soft carpet on the floor. It was the first time he sat on a soft, carpeted floor. 

     There was one last part of the journey left. They drove to Long Beach, about thirty minutes away, where they would be staying with Uncle Jay and Aunt Liah. 

            A few days later, Ken sat at a table, pencil in hand, and wrote “Kenneth Lee” carefully five times. He looked at the name, thinking, “How will I remember that I’m not “Ha-Jin” anymore? Here in the United States I’m Ken. But I’ve been Ha-Jin for twelve years!” 

     Ken remembered trying to say good-bye to his best friend, Gyung-Joon, on the day before he left. He took out the paper where he had written his friend’s address and told himself, “As soon as we have our own address, I will write to him. I’ll apologize for not saying good-bye. And I will sign my name Ha-Jin. I’m still Ha-Jin in Korea.”
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     Ken found everything about America new and exciting. It was very different from his 

home in Gu-Ro-Dong, but it was exciting and he was happy. For the first time in his life he had all the food he wanted to eat. In the stores, he saw all sorts of toys that he had never seen or even imagined such as army sets, trucks, and plastic guns. One difficulty was that he couldn’t read many of the signs. Everything was written in English, and reading English seemed even harder than speaking it. 

     Ken had fun living in Uncle Jay’s house. In two minutes, he and his cousin Brawny could walk to the beach. They went in the ocean every day, although Ken had never learned to swim. One day his cousin Brawny was jumping off a dock and swimming back to shore.

     “That looks like so much fun. I want to try it,” said Ken, thinking that, being taller than Brawny, he would be able to touch the bottom in the water off the dock. The next time Brawny went out to jump, Ken went with him and jumped off. Once more, for the third time in his life, he almost drowned. A lifeguard pulled him out of the water and said something to him which he didn’t understand. Later he found out that the lifeguard had told him not to jump off again. Well, he had no intention of doing it again until he learned how to swim!
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Chapter 10 – New Routines and New Life
     By the beginning of August, Ken’s family moved into a house in Garden Grove, California. All too soon for Ken, school started. Each morning, after their father, mother, and aunt had all left for work, Ken and Jim locked the house and left for school.  They also returned home first and had the job of washing the rice to prepare it for dinner. As an 
after school snack, Ken liked to heat up leftover rice and some of the American food from the refrigerator. Ren, Ken’s oldest brother, was in college and worked at a restaurant after classes. He always brought leftovers home for the family.   

     Although he had finished 5th grade in Korea, he was put in Miss Loucy’s 5th grade. She helped him by drawing pictures of things and writing the words in English. Ken needed to remember how to pronounce the new words in English. To help himself remember, he wrote each word in the Korean alphabet the way it sounded to him. When the class had a math exam, Ken always finished first. He was doing the same math he had done in fourth grade in Korea, and it was a snap for him. 

     Ken often helped his teacher with chores during recesses since he had always helped his teachers in Korea. He found it hard to play with the other boys because he didn’t speak enough English and the games they played like football, basketball, and tetherball were all new to him. 
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     As Ken helped Miss Loucy, they talked together. One day Miss Loucy said, “It’s 
almost Christmas, Ken. Tell me, when you lived in Korea, what kinds of presents did you receive?”

     “Oh, we didn’t get much.” Ken laughed. “One Christmas my father bought a big bag of alphabet crackers. He opened it and divided the crackers in eight parts. That was our Christmas present that year.”
     “Have you ever had your own watch, Ken?”

     “A watch? No, I never even dreamed of such a thing.”

     At the class Christmas party, Miss Loucy explained to the class that Ken had never had a real Christmas present in his whole life. Then she called Ken up to her desk and handed him a small black box with a gold ribbon. When he opened it, he saw a watch with a black band. “Is that really for me? Thank you very much. I can’t believe I really have my own watch. I’m so happy.”

     Some of Ken’s classmates talked back to Miss Loucy. Ken was shocked because in Korea students always respected their teachers. Some students made fun of Ken’s English, calling him “Chink,” a mean word used for Chinese and other Asians. But others were nice to Ken. Chris, who lived on the next street, became Ken’s good friend. Chris introduced Ken to a sixteen year old boy named Jimmy Lucas. Jimmy’s father was a teacher, and was very kind to Ken. Sometimes he took the boys to a drive-in theater. 
DeYoung, Missionary – p.28
Jimmy spent most of his time at home because of severe asthma and Ken spent a lot of 
time with Jimmy, who helped him learn English. Jimmy also taught him how to play 
cards and board games and even how to swim in the pool behind his house. Whenever Ken stayed at Jimmy’s house for supper, he saw something new to him. Before eating, the family would stop and pray together, thanking God for their food.  
     In 1972, Ken had to leave Jimmy and his other friends. The family had saved enough money to put a down payment on a home in Westminster, California. That year Ken was enrolled in 7th grade and moved to a different class and teacher for each subject. He was 
good at all the subjects that didn’t require English such as Math, PE, and woodshop. At the end of the school year, Ken was delighted to receive a trophy for the best woodshop student. He also studied history, reading and science. While his classmates studied seventh grade English, Ken and Jim took a bus to another school to improve their English. 

     When Ken was sixteen, Ren married a girl named Young whom he had known in his church in Korea. Since Ren was the oldest son with the responsibility of taking care of his parents, he and his bride moved in with the family. Young was a faithful Christian who wanted to attend church without upsetting her new mother-in-law, so she asked Ken and Jim to attend with them. On Sunday mornings the four of them drove to Los Angeles 
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to a small church. Jim soon dropped out, but Ken continued attending even though the  church  had no other high school students.  During his sophomore year, Ken was baptized in Ren's church, but at that time, he didn't really understand what it meant. 
      When Ken was seventeen, he joined the Korean Student Club of Orange County, 
California. There, high school students could speak Korean and meet others from their culture. Ken became friends with John Yang, a member of the Orange Korean Christian Reformed Church, which met in the Fountain Valley Christian Reformed Church. 
     One day John said, “We have a church soccer league. How would you like to come with me and play on our soccer team?”

     “That would be fun! I’m on my Westminster High School team, but since I love 
soccer, I’ll play on your team too.”
     When the season was over, John said, “Next Sunday our church will recognize all of our soccer team’s players at the worship service. Will you come?”

     “Okay.”  Ken came to be recognized as part of the soccer team and soon started attending John’s church services and a Bible study group there. Gradually, he came to understand the good news of salvation and what it means to be a Christian.  
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Chapter 11 – Love, Marriage, Kids, and God's  Call
    Ken graduated from Westminster High School in 1978. To save money, he attended Orange Coast College for one year.  In 1979 he transferred to the University of California at Davis. At twenty, for the first time in his life, he was not living with his family. He was living four hundred fifty miles from them and felt lonely; but as a Christian, he knew he 
could depend on God for comfort. At the Korean Student Club at the university, he met Moses Kang, who had grown up in a Christian family and had a strong faith. He attended church with Moses. During this time, Ken grew to realize how important it was to become strong in his faith during college.

     Returning home for the summer, Ken attended the Orange Korean Christian Reformed Church with his friend John and become very interested in missions. Ken’s biggest hope was that he could share his faith with his parents and that they would become Christians.

     “Mother, won’t you please come to church with me tomorrow?”

      “No, Ken. You know I’ve told you that I’m not interested!”

     “You could come just once and see what it’s like.”

     “I’m sorry, but no.”

     Disappointed, Ken prayed, asking God why his mother wouldn’t respond. He felt that God was telling him to witness to his Christian faith by his actions, so when his family 
asked him to give up his studies in order to stay and help out at the family’s Chinese 
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restaurants, he agreed. 
     Since Ken’s parents did not believe in God, they didn’t understand Ken’s desire to keep Sunday as a day for worship and rest. “I will work Monday through Saturday, but on Sunday I need to go to church to worship God,” he told his parents.

     “Well, how about coming to help us after church? Sunday is a busy day.”

     “No, I’m sorry, but I do not want to work on Sundays, that is the Lord’s Day.”

     Ken began to pray more and more faithfully that his parents would become believers. 

While he lived at home and helped his parents at the restaurants, Ken continued to attend the Orange Korean Christian Reformed Church. There he met Jeannie, a young twenty-one year old student who had recently come from Korea with her family. Since Ken had lived in California for ten years, he was a big help to Jeannie in learning about American culture and learning English. Jeannie, who had grown up in a Christian home in Korea, was a big help to Ken in strengthening his faith and commitment.

     As they spent time together, sometimes walking on the beach, they fell in love and 
were married on November 12, 1983. After the wedding, Ken and Jeannie needed to work together to establish a Christian home. Ken, growing up with parents who were atheists, had participated in ancestor worship in Korea as a cultural observance. Incense and food offerings were given at a shrine to their ancestors on the New Year and on the birth and death dates of each ancestor. Since it seemed important to honor 
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ancestors the new couple decided to pray together on those dates in order to keep the memory of ancestors alive. The couple welcomed three daughters into their family. Christine was born in 1984, Nina in 1986, and Mona in 1990.

     Ken worked for his parents for two years after he and Jeannie were married, and then opened his own business, a deli selling soup and sandwiches. The deli wasn’t making 
much money, but Ken turned down financial help from his parents. He wanted them to see that God was providing for them.    
      At a revival meeting at his church, Ken met Dr. Christy Wilson, a former missionary to Afghanistan and a professor at Fuller Seminary in Pasadena, California.  “Dr. Wilson,” Ken said. “I feel that God is calling me to be a missionary, and I would like to go as soon as possible. I’d like to attend Fuller Seminary and study missions, but I don’t have a college degree.
     “Ken, if God is calling you to be a missionary, it would be good for you to attend seminary. Fuller has a special program. If you are 35 years old, you can attend seminary on probation. If you are successful, you can graduate with a M. Div. (Master of Divinity) degree and be ordained without finishing college.”
     In 1994, Ken prayed, promising God that he would serve Him full-time and asking God to bring his parents to salvation. That year, at 35 years of age, Ken started seminary. 
DeYoung, Missionary – p.33
During this time, a friend helped with the tuition and others donated clothes for his family 

and money to fix a broken refrigerator at the deli. On each visit home, Ken made sure to share with his parents the ways that God was blessing him. Once again, Ken declined financial help from his parents because he wanted them to see that God could be relied on 
to supply his needs for himself and his family. 
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Chapter  12—Mission Trips and "No! I Won't Go to Japan"
     Ken attended seminary knowing that God wanted him to be a missionary, but not 
knowing where God wanted him to serve. During the summers he took groups of students on summer mission trips to various mission fields hoping to discover where God wanted him to go. 

     Ken’s first trip was to Tijuana, Mexico in 1994. He and his team helped to finish building a church building. They walked around the neighborhood giving people literature about the church and inviting neighborhood children for a Vacation Bible School where they taught Bible, played games and made food for the children. They held soccer games to attract young adults and build relationships with them. After Ken returned from that trip, he prayed and thought about what God had done through the team that summer, but did not feel that Mexico was to be the mission field for his life’s work. 

       In 1995, Ken coordinated a team of fifteen volunteers, college age and above, from two Korean churches for a three week trip to Thailand. They went to help build a church in a remote, mountainous area of Thailand among people of the Lisu Tribe. Living conditions and sanitation there were primitive.

     “Yikes, this water is so dirty! How can we use it?” asked the team members, as they 
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looked at the river water that had just been pumped into the home from the near-by river.
     “We’ll have to wait until the dirt settles to the bottom, then we’ll use it for washing and cooking, but drink only bottled water. We’re here to help build a church and share
the Gospel. We can’t let dirty water stop us!”  

     “Look at this fruit!” said one team member, holding up a fruit that looked like it was covered in bright pink scales with green tips. “It’s called a dragon fruit. Isn’t that a good name for it?”

     “Let’s see what the inside is like, and - more importantly - how it tastes!”

     “How do we peel this thing?”

     “Here, let’s just cut it in half with a knife.”

     “Hey! The fruit inside is white with little black spots.”

     “Well, I’m game. Let’s get out some spoons.”

     “It’s sweet.”

     “Not bad, but I like the pineapple better. The pineapple here is so juicy and sweet.”

     The team enjoyed exotic fruits they had never had before such as strong smelling durian with its thorny husk, dark purple mangosteens, hairy red rambutans, and bright orange longans. They also enjoyed the more familiar watermelon, coconuts and pineapples. 
     “How do we start building a church?”
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    “The people here will have to be our teachers. We’ll go to the lumber yard with them and buy materials. We’ll ask them what we need to buy.” The work progressed more 
slowly than expected. The group tired easily in the hot humid air. After just a few 

days of working on the new church, the team’s white shirts were dirty. Using river water for washing the white shirts wasn’t very successful. Soon the team was wearing light brown shirts instead of white ones. 

     Each day the team worked on the church building project, but each night they gathered village children and held a Vacation Bible School. They felt a special connection to the eager children who learned songs in both English and Thai, played games, made crafts, listened to Bible stories and enjoyed snacks. 
     One of Ken’s rules for the mission team was “No complaining.” One day a team member, Jayne, showed Ken her legs, full of flea and mosquito bites. “I counted my bites. There are more than 120 of them.” But she didn’t complain!
     When their three weeks were up, there was a good start on the church. Later, after the church was completed by members of the village, God sent a missionary to share the Gospel in this predominantly Buddhist village.

     In 1996, Ken was preparing a team to visit Nepal or the Amazon during the summer. As they were preparing for the trip, his pastor said, “Ken, would you lead this summer’s 
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group on a trip to Japan instead? Christian Reformed World Missions would like you to 
take your group there this summer. 

     Without even thinking, Ken blurted out, “No! I can’t take the Gospel to Japan! I think you know the reason.  My heart is filled with hatred for the Japanese people!”

      Seeing how emphatic Ken was on the issue, his pastor suggested, “Do one thing, Ken. 
Please pray about this decision before I tell the Mission Board that you are unwilling.”

     “All right, but after what Japan did to the people of Korea I don’t see how I can do this.” Ken did pray about his decision and decided that God wanted him to go. But, like the biblical prophet Jonah who went to Ninevah unwillingly, Ken was an unwilling missionary as he prepared to lead a group of four male and four female students on the mission trip to Japan that summer.

     Leaving the hot, dry summer of California on June 24, the group arrived in the very humid heat of Tokyo the next day. After orientation, they flew to the town of Kurayoshi in Tottori prefecture. At the airport, Rev. Oshio, pastor of the Kurayoshi church, welcomed them. With him was his son Jonah who would act as their translator.

     Rev. Oshio had planned many ministries for the team. They taught English, visited mental hospitals, rehabilitation centers, kindergarten classes and a community center. Ken did these things with an attitude like the Jonah of the Bible. He was there with the mission team, but – like Jonah in Ninevah - he didn’t want to be! He complained to God 
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saying, “Why did you bring me to this place? It’s so hot and humid, and I hate it!”
Though he had led a mission team to Japan, in his mind, he cursed the Japanese for what they had done in Korea. When he saw elderly people suffering, Ken thought,  Look at you. This is what you get for doing bad things to my ancestors.
     But God had brought Ken to Japan, unwilling missionary though he was. There in 
Japan, something happened to this unwilling missionary that changed the course of his 
life. Toward the end of the mission trip, Ken and his team were invited to minister at a young adult retreat sponsored by the Reformed Church in Japan. The team used pantomimes, praise, and testimony to share the gospel for two and half hours. 

     Afterwards, a young woman in a blue dress, Miss Chigiri Arai, approached Ken, and with tears in her eyes, asking to speak with him privately. “Pastor Ken, I am sorry.”

     Ken looked at her. “Sorry? Why?”

     “Pastor Ken, I want to apologize to you for what my people did to your people. As a history teacher I know about the suffering we inflicted on the people of Korea. But, Pastor Ken, please come back to Japan. I am a Christian, and I know that Japan needs to learn about Jesus. We need you!”
     Ken was moved by her heartfelt apology and request. He ran outside and started to cry, repenting before God for his prejudice and animosity toward the Japanese. He realized why God had brought him to Japan that summer.
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      After returning home to California, Ken was praying about where God was leading 
him to serve full time. As he prayed, God reminded him about Miss Arai’s request. He prayed about her request, and as he prayed, God changed the heart of an unwilling missionary to a willing one. On August 15, 1999, exactly fifty-four years after Korea gained back its independence from Japan, Ken was ordained as a minister and he and 
Jeannie were commissioned as full-time missionaries to Japan with Christian Reformed World Missions. 
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Chapter  13—Give Up Being Missionaries?
     For many years, Ken had talked with his daughters about his call to be a missionary. As he studied at seminary, he explained that the whole family might be going to another country as missionaries. During those years, the girls’ lives were unaffected by Ken’s summer mission trips.

     But now they were all packing to go to Japan! As people said good-bye with farewell parties and well wishes, the reality of the situation became real to his daughters. Fifteen- year-old Christine, a freshman, hated to leave her high school friends; but she had studied some Japanese in school in California and had an adventurous spirit. Thirteen-year-old Nina, more shy and retiring than her older sister, wondered what 7th grade would be like in Japan. Mona, who was seven and in 2nd grade watched and listened as her teen-age sisters busied themselves in sorting and packing possessions while they discussed their new life in a new country.  

     Once they arrived in Japan and got settled in a home there, the girls were enrolled in 
CAJ (The Christian Academy of Japan). Each day they had to ride trains to and from school. Since they had to ride during rush hour, the trains were extremely crowded. Mona complained to her parents, “The only thing I see when I ride is people’s legs!” But she made new friends in her 2nd grade and adjusted.
     Nina, however, was very unhappy in her new school. She knew how important it was 
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to her father to be a missionary, so she didn’t complain. But one day, when Nina was in 
the 9th grade,  Ken rode along with the girls on their way to school and noticed that Nina, who seemed happy at home, seemed sad on the way to school. She hung her head down, and seemed reluctant to get off the train and walk to the school. 

     That night Ken said, “Nina, what’s wrong? Don’t you like school?”

     “No, Dad, I hate it at that school!”

     “Why? What is it about CAJ that you hate?”

     “I feel like I don’t belong! Even though I’ve been here since 7th grade, I feel like an outsider. My teachers don’t seem to like me. One of them even accused me of stealing and cheating! Dad, you know I wouldn’t do those things.”

     “I’m going to go and talk to the principal tomorrow.”

     Ken’s visit to the school didn’t bring about any improvement in Nina’s school experience. Ken and Jeannie seriously considered giving up their mission work and returning the California, where Nina would be happier. But God provided an answer to the problem. Nina went to live with Jeannie’s widowed sister in Buena Park, California 
and attended three years of high school there. It wasn't an easy solution to the problem, with Nina so far away from her parents and sisters, but it enabled Ken and Jeannie to remain as missionaries in Japan. 
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Chapter 14—Answered Prayer   

      On the first Thanksgiving Day that the family spent in Japan,  Ken called his parents from Japan. His mother said, “Ken, your father and I went to church this morning to worship God.” Ken was overjoyed to hear this! After he hung up, with tears running down his face, he thanked God for answered prayer. He had been praying for nineteen years that his parents would attend church. Five years later, on Easter Day of 2004, Ken’s mother and father were baptized. Not only that, but eventually all of Ken’s brothers, aunts, uncles, and cousins became Christians. 

         Each summer Ken coordinates a summer mission team to help with the work in Japan. Many members of the teams are Korean young people from churches in southern California.
      On March 11, 2011, after Jeannie and Ken had been working in Japan for eleven         years, an earthquake of 9 on the Richter scale, hit the coast of Sendai, about 140 miles 
north of Tokyo. The destructive earthquake caused a huge tsunami to hit the coastal town with thirty foot waves. The water came three miles inland. Twenty thousand people were killed and their homes swept away.
     The loss of power, combined with water damage, crippled a large nuclear plant in Fukushima near Sendai. Workers and experts in nuclear energy worked to limit the release of radioactive material into the air and to cool the reactors before they could 
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explode and cause a huge release of dangerous radioactive materials.

     But even before the reactors were fixed, radioactive material began to be detected in some of the food sold in the Tokyo area. The Christian Reformed World Missions Board sent word to its missionaries suggesting that they evacuate to the United States until the situation was resolved.
     But soon Ken and Jeannie were back in Japan, helping Japanese Christian leaders to respond to the unimaginable disaster that had struck the country of Japan, using the aftermath of the disaster to share the Gospel. After this disaster, Ken noticed more visitors to the small Japanese Christian congregations and more openness to the Gospel. Ken and Jeannie are continuing to share news of God's love with people in Japan, people he had once hated. There God is using Ken to train young Japanese leaders to continue to spread the Christian faith in the country of Japan.
