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FOREWORD

Ever since | came to know the “Blind Korean Pastor”
An Yohan through his film six years ago, a bond of
friendship has developed between us because of Cal-
vary.

Realising the power this film has over its audience to
turn prodigal sons to Christ, | inquired to have it shown
again in Singapore. By courtesy of the Embassy of the
Republic of Korea we had the Blind Korean Pastor film
screened 23 times between September and December
1988 to all Bible-Presbyterian Churches and to several
other church groups. Over five thousand people were
blessed. The feedback was tremendous. Backsliders have
returned to the Lord, tears of repentance and consecra-
tion were shed by both sinners and saints.

By putting three Korean songs of the film into English
and having them sung by Miss Roska Sihombing, gradu-
ate of Far Eastern Bible College and Life Church mission-
ary to Batam, five hundred tapes have been made for the
nurture of grateful hearts. Since then the film has been
introduced to B-P Churches in Australia, to packed
houses, with the same response.

Behind this film is Pastor An’s autobiography which
was published in Korea, 1981. This biography has now
gone through fifty-four printings, making it the bestseller
in the history of publication of books in Korea. Now that
itis translated into English, should it not be put into print
for the benefit of the English-speaking?

Having read the English version with the film at the
back of my mind, I am all the more impressed by the
Blind Korean Pastor’s noble thoughts and insights in the
spiritual world. This book shows the way to life everlast-
ing in the Lord Jesus Christ and revives hope for the
handicapped to live vibrantly through this world below.



If you, dear Reader, have been heavily battered by the
storms of life, read on to the very end. You will become a
different person!

In as much as the film has turned thousands to Christ, |
have no doubt that the publication of this English version
will touch the lives of people from the kingdom of
darkness into the kingdom of Light. In this regard, | must
express my deep appreciation to Deacon Paul Wong of
the Christian Life Book Centre for undertaking the
printing of this book.

“Q send out Thy light and Thy truth;
Let them lead me;

Let them bring me unto Thy holly hill,
And to Thy tabernacles.” (Psalm 43:3)

Timothy Tow
Far Eastern Bible College, Singapore
July, 1989

“Wheo is blind but my servant?
Or deaf, as my messenger that | sent?
Who is blind as he that is perfect,
And blind as the Lord’s servant?”
Isaiah 4219

“lesus answered, Neither had this man sinned,
nor his parents: but that the works of God
should be made manifest in him."”

John 9:3

“Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground
and die,
It abideth alone: But if it die, it bringeth

forth much fruit.””
John 12:24
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PREFACE

We have eyes that can see all things and their myriad
colors; mental eyes that can think and evaluate; finally
spiritual eyes that can feel and recognize the true way.-|
no longer despair of my blindness for | found the right
purpose for my life. My dead spirit was made alive after |
had been driven down into utter darkness. God, in his
infinite wisdom, led me to the lowly places, took away
my eyesight and everything | owned in order for me to
see with spiritual eyes things that cannot be seen with
our physical eyes. | was not able to fathom his unique
plan for my life then.

I now pray, “Thank you Lord for my blindness. When
this body leaves the earth my sight will be gone with it.
With my new spiritual eyesight, | am ready to obey your
will and glorify your name until the day you call me to
heaven ..."

It is my wish that this story will help someone find God,
to find hope in despair, to thank God for their seeing
eyes, and to be saved from their negative attitude.

| would like to thank Mrs Sue Young Cho who
translated and edited this book for me.

John An
April 1987



NOTES FROM THE TRANSLATOR

Ever since | began to realize God's leading hands on
me, | wanted to serve him and obey him with all | had.
Looking back, | was certain that it had been God's plan
for me to translate this book for him.

After one of our church members told me the life story
of a blind minister, Rev. An, he came to Toronto where
we served the Messiah Korean Church and spoke at our
church. He also brought the movie of his life which won
the award equivalent to the Academy Award in the
United States. There were no dry eyes in that congrega-
tion after the showing.

Then, Rev. An asked me if | would translate his book,
which had been a best seller for a long time. Totally
unprepared for such a request, | hesitated. But upon his
persistence, and trusting that God would help me in this
project, | accepted his request.

Since English is not my mother tongue, | needed
someone who would refine the translation in order for il
to be readable to the English speaking population. As |
prayed about this matter, God led me to a very devout
Christian friend, Mrs Dianne Nolson, who leads a
neighbourhood prayer group. She was more than willing
to help me.

I thank Mrs Nolson for her many hours of tedious work
and also, my daughter, Sally, for her patient proof-
reading.

Mrs Sue Young Cho
1987
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| The Lord is my Shepherd,

| shall not want;

| He makes me lie down in green pastures.
| He leads me beside still waters;

He restores my soul.




HAPPY DAYS IN GREEN PASTURES

My father, Jin-Sam An, was an ever-present obstacle
blocking the bright sunlight from shining towards me in
my green pastures.

I was, a third child, born in October 1939. | was given
the biblical name, John, while my seven brothers and
sisters were given ordinary Korean names. To my father |
was a special gift from God, a lamb to be dedicated to
Him. My father had come to know Jesus late in life and
out of a deeply penitent heart for his long, lost wander-
ing years of sin, he was determined to make me a servant
of the Lord. He dedicated my life, together with his, to
God’s complete control. In a way | was chosen as a
ransom lamb, a sin offering. His prayer was not only to
thank God for the safe delivery of a baby boy but (or
giving him a lamb fit to sacrifice. Therefore, | was
destined to be a very special offering given to God.

Although the city of Soonchon in Pyongnam Province,
where we lived, was an extremely active Christian town,
Father had absolutely no interest in Christianity until the
spring of the year | was born. His family had been deeply
rooted in its strict traditions. Coming from a wealthy
family and being a youth with a free spirit had made him
obstinate and proud. Christian - teachings concerning
God as Creator, God as Father, original sin, the forgive-
ness of sin through the blood of Jesus Christ, heaven
prepared for believers and the temporary nature of life
here on earth, were laughing matters to him.

Then one day, God confronted him. By chance, it
seemed, he was led to a revival meeting in a neighbouring
town, and he returned from that meeting a changed man.
He has not been the same since. | never had the courage
to find out the details of his conversion, fearing that |
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would not be able to face his overwhelming, mystical
religious experience. The fact that father was filled with
the Holy Spirit and immersed so deeply in Christianity at
the time of my birth could only be seen as an inescapable
reality.

From the time of my birth, father attached the
disciple’s name John to me as an anchor to hold me fast
to his dream of making me a servant for God. Not only
was | the center of his dream, but he took away all of the
worldly privileges and pleasures to which | was entitled.
He even donated most of his inheritance to the Pyon-
gyang Theological Seminary, and became a student at the
school himself. He moved the family there, relinquishing
the responsibility of a father as the head of a family and as
its provider. Instead of being the son of my earthly
father, | was adopted by a God whom | had never met,
and inherited poverty and suffering in place of security
and comfort.

Ever since the time of my birth, | considered father
an obstruction blocking the sunlight shining towards me.
Life is light. When a man is born, | felt, there is a light in
him which cannot be quenched; a light with such power
that nothing can thwart it for any length of time. |
decided to remove the obstacle out of my way and thus
began a long and hard struggle with my father.

At first, as a child, 1 was happy and had a good
relationship with my father. | started talking when | was
only a year old. | was mischievous, but was loved by
everyone in the neighbourhood. Those happy memories
of childhood have always given me warm feelings. My
father bestowed on me, his special son, a great deal of
attention. His love for me could not have been less than
any other father to his son. Instead of complaining about
my loud crying, he used to say, “He will be a good
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singer—he has a loud voice.” Seeing me lead the
neighbourhood children in play, he would say, “Look at
his leadership. He will be a successful minister.”” Father
would not bother to attend the school activities of my
brothers and sisters, but he remembered mine and never
failed to escort me, holding my hand, and thus causing a
great deal of jealousy in the family. My position is similar
to that of Joseph and his brothers.

My dissatisfaction with Father started with his frequent
moves from church to church and the poverty of the
family. At the end of World War Il in 1945, we moved
from North Korea (which had become communist) to
South Korea. Then the Korean Conflict in June 1950
forced us to move again. This time we moved further
south where my father became an army chaplain.

After the armistice in 1953, Father got a job as chaplain
in an army hospital in another town and | entered junior
high school there. Father's stay as a chaplain was very
short and once again, we started to move from one small
country church to another. The unstable economic
conditions after the war affected everyone, and poverty
hit ministers as a natural consequence. Father had even
more difficulty finding a church, for he had three boys
and five girls, which meant there were ten mouths to
feed from a skimpy church treasury. The finance commit-
tee would ask, “"How many children do you have?”* and
Father would mumble, “Three boys...” They they
would ask, “How many girls?”” and Father would say
“Five!” which would end the conversation. Even after
their promises of further contact, we would not hear
from them again.

After a long search, Father was given the chance to
serve a small country church but the meagre pay was
hardly enough to feed the members of our family and
cover school and other expenses. Mother had to be
frugal to manage the household with this meager
income. Our meals were mainly soup made with bean
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sprouts and barley powder. However, the congregation
would not admit their incompetency in providing for us;
instead, they blamed our poor conditions on the mis-
management of finances on our part. So Mother always
had a bowl of rice ready to be set on the table in case
church members dropped in during mealtime, pretend-
ing that we could afford rice instead of just barley-bean
sprout soup'!

I began to rebel against the extremely lowly life-style of
my preacher father, whom | considered a very poor
provider. In other words, he lost the respect he should
have received from his son. Later on, | moved to another
town to enter high school. However, | had to come home
for the weekends to spend the Sundays with the family. |
was simply tired of being poor, and resented father’s
unconditional acceptance of an unfair God who allowed
such poverty. How could father give up all of his wealth
to the seminary, leaving nothing for us to survive on?
How could he try to force us to believe his foolish
notion that we should thank God for all circumstances?
Ridiculous and stupid! The most aggravating fact was that
my brothers and sisters quietly accepted our situation
without resistance. It was different for me. | had to fight
for my life, the life | was entitled to enjoy, so | defied his
way of living. With all my might I battled his persistent
prayers for me. His never-changing hope for me to be a
preacher was beyond my understanding. The more |
thought about it, the more | rebelled. | thought, “You
can thank your God! 1 am not going to thank Him for his
poverty and humiliation. You can be a preacher! Isn't it
enough for you to suffer personally? Don’t you try to
force it upon me!”

| was determined to remove this obstacle which shut
off the light. | openly resisted my father and his church
with every scheme | could think of, though sometimes
such schemes were very crude. The results were quite
satisfying at times.



Once, on a large piece of paper, | wrote, “There is no
God! (Gospel of John An 1:1)” and put it on the front
door of the church where the congregation could not
miss it. The people just talked and gossiped about it
among themselves, not making it a big issue, but at home
it was a serious matter. Father, shocked by my behaviour,
spentall night in the church in prayer, and Mother would
not let me sleep a wink all through the night, trying to
force me to repent while she cried and pleaded. All this
talk and worry were not enough to thwart my rebellion
towards my father.

The following Sunday, | put up the second verse to
my “Gospel of John An”” which read, “Don‘t believe in
Jesus Christ—believe in your grandfather.” | continually
added more verses. Even such behaviour was not enough
to satisfy my rebellion. | used to stand in ambush to
startle the church members with a water gun filled with
ink. | ruined their Sunday clothes for the sheer joy of
vengence for their mistreatment of their minister and his
family.

My parents resumed their prayers for me but | was too
stubborn to be coaxed into non-resistance. My father
might have been comforted and calmed by his prayers,
but my mother prayed with tears, imploring God to
punish her in my place. It became a mother’s ardent
prayer for her wayward son.

The condemning remarks against me among the
church members came into the open. In prayer during
worship services, they said, “Our Father in heaven,
forgive those children who do not know Thee and are
possessed with evil spirits. We are ashamed of our
preacher’s son who has fallen out of your grace, while he
should be an example for others.” They not only
criticized my misdemeanors, but also my father's inability
to raise a proper Christian boy. | was well aware of the
accusation laid upon him, but became even worse in my
dire struggle against the injustice and poverty inflicted on
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our family. | was much satisfied with the commotion |
caused the whole congregation. Fortunately, | was a
problem only on Sundays because | had to go away to
school during the week. My mother could not wait for
me to go back to school so | would leave them alone in
peace.

The troublesome and mischievous “preacher’s kid" at
home transtormed into a bright, vivacious and exemplary
student at school. This was one proof of my victory
against Father. The school was where | belonged and
where | could make mv dreams come true. |, a lamb
given by my father to God as a sacrificial offering,
enjoyved the comparative pleasures of school, away from
the church and my home. Contrary to the dreary and
listless world of my father, | lived in a world of bright sun,
with brilliant colors. | claimed my right to live like a
normal human being, and simply shut my ears to the
earnest pleas of my parents. | could not have cared less
about how the church members degraded me. Whenev-
er | came home on weekends or summer vacations, |
would never fail to devise new mischief to aggravate
them. The warfare persisted with no end in sight, but my
father’s prayers could not be stopped. All the troubles |
inflicted upon him were of no avail in affecting his prayer
life even a little.

One summer day when | was home for vacation, Father
seemed as if he did not pay attention to me anymore. |
was alone in my room idly wasting the afternoon when |
heard a commotion in front of our house. | hurried
outside to find my father being scolded severely by a
peddler.

“How could you raise a dog to bite people? Did you
train him that way? Is it right for the minister’s dog to
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bite? Say something!” All the while the peddler acted like
a madman, but my father held his hands together and
kept his head lowered as if he had committed a serious
crime.

“l am sorry for what happened,” said my father, “but |
would not raise a dog to bite people. It’s all my fault,
please forgive me.” The cause of all this commotion was
that our dog had bitten a little edge of the peddler’s pant.
This petty incident not only made him insolent but
he poured out his bitterness against Christians for some
unhappy experience he seemed to have had. Father
happened to be a perfectly innocent scapegoat for his
frustrations. In no way could | just stand and watch. Was
this the reward for being a Christian, to be humiliated
and mocked by a mere peddler! Then to my utter
amazement, while father was still apologizing, the angry
peddler slapped him hard! It was the final straw.

| dashed to the kitchen to get an axe and ran out of the
front door toward the peddler. Staring at me, Father
looked terribly dumbfounded, not knowing what to do.
The only reason he did not turn the other cheek to be
slapped once more was because he did not have the time
to do so. He grabbed the axe from my hand and hung on
to the peddler’'s pants begging for mercy for my grave
sin. "It's my fault. | will pay for his sin; | assure you that |
will correct him,” he cried.

At last, the peddler was coaxed to leave the scene.
Father returned to his room without a word, looking
utterly forlorn. | was indignant at his cowardice. Letting
out my frustration, | yelled at the dog, “'Stupid dog! You
should read the Bible and pray too if you want to live in a
preacher’'s home."”

I talked on to myself about the disgusting incident. As |
was mumbling, | could hear sobbing coming from
father’s room. He was praying, “... reveal your love to my
son. Teach him to love and forgive. He cannot be blamed
because he is still too young to understand ... | am
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responsible for his misbehaviour.”

His cry tore my heart. After all, he ought to complain
against the unfair God who sent undue hardship to him
all the time he tried to serve and please Him. It should
have been a prayer of despair for having such an unruly
son, but instead it was an earnest plea for God to bless
and forgive me. | felt as if | was drained of all the energy
in me and felt a strange nearness to God. | might have
been wrong. Just what was this strange power he had?
This invincible power, which made him almost superhu-
man in overcoming any hardship with such dignity, must
have come from the God he believed in. What made it
possible for him to pray like that? Was God real? Could
He reveal himself to others as he had revealed himself to
my father?

) Father’s constant desire was to draw me closer to his
God in subtle persuasion, never in an open, forceful way.
This invisible power was used to make a lasting impress-
ion upon me, not easily forgotten. The warfare was very
fierce and became harder and harder and | needed more
strength to resist. The sound of my father's prayers
would ring in my ears for a very, very long time.

v

The struggle with my father’s invisible yet powerful
spiritual force came to an end for a time, when |
graduated from high school and entered the Foreign
Language College in Seoul, Korea. At last my decision to
be financially independent from Father enabled me to be
free from his dominance. | could now seek the future
which lay open before me. | majored in French, pursuing
the career of a diplomat and had already rejected the
Christian ministry. | turned aside from Father’s meager
financial support.
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There were no regrets nor any guilt upon making that
decision. | was indeed free and full of hope. Absent from
Father's frequent interruptions, only the bright and
colourful dream of being a diplomat and the world of
power and fame were awaiting me. My extrovert perso-
nality together with the French major were perfect for a
future diplomat. | was elated in studying this beautiful
language. The red cover of the French dictionary seemed
to represent the joy and pride of French students. The
whole world was full of happiness and | was very content.
The tutoring job | had to do to pay for my expenses was
not a burden. The work was actually very enjoyable. As |
loved teaching, the students seemed to learn a lot too.

| was popular and got full attention from the girls in
college. In fact, | could have chosen any one of them for
a girlfriend. Some of them loaned me money refusing to
be paid back, saying that it was a gift.

We had a class trip in my senior year, but | could not
afford it. The Chairman of our French department
insisted on my going and provided the funds. After all, |
was the life of the party!

During the trip, the girls in our group paid for drinks at
the bar when the boys ran out of money. Some time
later, after the trip, we treated the girls in return, visiting
several bars until close to curfew. To take the girls home
safely, we were paired off. | had my partner to take home
but her home was too far away and we ended up
spending the night at the local police station. | took the
girl home the next morning to be greeted by her enraged
father. He would not believe the story, and demanded
that we should be responsible for each other and get
married. We were treated like newlyweds.

The story of the night made exciting news in school
among students and faculty alike. They teased us to no
end and got a greal deal of fun out of it.

Since | was very successful in the struggle against
Father and the church, I did not need to fight anymore.
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So, with no obligation | began to attend Father’s church
during vacation time. | had the peace of mind | sought.
The church was no longer an obstacle in my path. | could
sav that | really enjoved going and it became a routine
and a habit which was rewarding. | used to count how
many times my father repeated a certain word in his
sermon and wandered away in my thoughts to fill up the
long, boring time. In spite of my actual presence there,
Father and the church were the least of my concerns.
Father seemed oblivious to my attitude and left me alone
to dream my dreams.

But he had not given up on me. In February, 1962,
upon graduation from college, | was busy getting ready
lor examinations for a position at the Ministry of Foreign
Affairs when Father sent me a letter asking me to visit him
at once. | quickly came home. After several years of
seeming silence, he started to persuade me once again to
fulfill his dream. “Tie this stone onto this string,” he
commanded, handing me a piece of string and a stone
ready at hand. | followed his instructions. “Now swing it
around as hard as you can,” he said. | swung the stone
around. It circled around faster .or slower according to
the way | swung it, nevertheless the swing was limited by
the length of the string.

Then my father began to explain his actions. “You may
well ask what is the reason for this ridiculous game ... |
don’t need to go into detail about it because you are an
adult with years of college training behind you. You are
probably not aware of God's presence around you but |
can assure you, He is there. Just as the stone could not
get away from the pull of the string, you are not able to
escape Him even if you think you can. All this time you
have been circling around within the grace of God. You
were chosen by God from the time of your birth to be His
servant. He has a strong hold on you. It has been my
constant prayer for you to come back to God. Now is the
time,” he declared.
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I was caught off guard. How astounded | was at father’s
never ending prayers for my return! |, his baby lamb, was
fully grown, now grazing on lush green pastures bright
with the shining sun. My father would not let go of his
string, either, telling me that | was in the wrong pasture.
He would pray day and night that | would commit myself
to the service of God. No matter how hard | resisted, |
could see myself being drawn closer by his pull.

What could really be there behind this urging to follow
his rugged road of poverty and suffering? How hard
Father leaned on God at crucial times! | really wanted to
know what kind of Being my father's God was ... | could
not help but ponder over the existence of such a God.
When doing this, my heart was strangely warmed. | was
convinced there might be a God who could give strength
to overcome impossible obstacles. Mustard seed faith
seemed to germinate inside me. In my subconscious
level, a seed of faith seemed to have been planted for a
very long time, but it did not break the ground. After a
whole week of consideration and prayer, | finally made a
decision and announced to Father that | would obey him.

Vv

No sooner had | returned to Seoul than | got an
application for a seminary. Still hesitant about it, |
neglected to send the application in on time. The story
might have ended there had not the new Seoul Theolo-
gical Seminary been established at the time. Ignoring my
doubts, | decided to go to that Seminary because | could
no longer put off the results of my decision.

It was a useless act on my part, because | did not have
the definite call of God for the ministry. A flash of
inspiration could not make a lasting effect on me. The
needed change required a commitment which could be
possible only through a long period of prayer and honest
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search. My sudden whim was too flippant to last. In less
than a year in the Seminary, | started to waver and
regretted my sudden decision. The green pasture in the
bright sunlight which | had left behind, lured me back to
its future of success and power. Even if | worked at it, |
could not feel the slightest faith in God.

There were two forces at war in my soul, God and
Satan. Satan who promises human pride, knowledge and
worldly wisdom, gained the upper hand in the war. The
knowledge | had acquired through my college education
became a powerful shield against the Word of God. The
stories of the Old Testament especially aroused my
doubt and rejection—the stick turned into a serpent as
Moses threw it on the ground! And the serpent turned
back into a stick as soon as Moses touched the tip!
Nonsense! The Old Testament was incredible! “John,” |
thought to myself, "“think it over. You have a college
education. Your common sense cannot allow you to
believe such drivel.”

The Bible says, “Faith is the substance of things hoped
for, the evidence of things not seen” (Hebrews 11:1). |
did not have this faith, so inevrtably | surrendered to
Satan. Since | let him have control over me, it was
impossible for me to believe the Bible.

It took several months of inner struggle until | made up
my mind to quit Seminary. | could not preach about a
God in whom | did not believe. And | did not have the
ability or the confidence to tend His sheep. Besides, to
be honest, it would be far better for me and for the
church.

Thus my brief Seminary life ended in 1963, and |
returned to my ‘“‘green pasture’”. The time spent at the
Seminary was never wasted because it made me even
more sure that | should resume my search for happiness.
I entered military service-and became my own person
again. My three years in the service were very pleasant in
spite of the usual hardships of military life and | gave up
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my habit of going to church with no feelings of guilt. |
was free indeed. | vigorously participated in all kinds of
youthful fun activities, such as sports, drinking and
merrymaking. During the latter part of my army life, | was
fortunate to work alongside seemingly affluent American
soldiers and was able to share their material abundance.
In 1966, | was discharged from the military service after
three exciting and comparatively luxurious years.

I ' was a prodigal son in my father’s eye but in the eyes
of others, | was a model soldier, a promising young man
who received many merit awards for excellence of
service. 1 was well known among high army officers.

The Eighth American Military Army in which | served
called me back to be a Korean and French Instructor in its
Education Center. | accepted the offer and became
actively involved in many activities in the Eighth Army,
besides teaching Korean and French at college level, and
also being an interpreter. My dream of a diplomatic
career was partially realized while working with American
soldiers and Koreans. My income was substantial, and |
was very happy.

More luck came my way in 1970. The Military Institute
for Foreign Languages in Monterey, California, taught up
to 132 languages at a time. They were in need of a Korean
language instructor and the Eighth Army was asked to
recommend someone. From among many aspiring young
applicants, | was the fortunate one to be chosen. Now |
was going to a foreign land; the dream was going to be
realized after all. ~

Vi

The departure date was already set but there were
many things to be taken care of. One major and difficult
thing that had to be done before | could leave was to find
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someone with whom to share my life in the distant land
to which | was going. Within a limited time, | had to find a
wife.

| wasted no time looking for a bride. Even though [ had
disappointed my parents so much , they came forward to
help me. Rev. Kim, a friend of my father, introduced me
to a young lady who was also a minister’s daughter. She
was 27 years old, a college graduate who worked as an
assistant to a professor. Since there was not much time to
waste, | made up my mind to marry her the moment | saw
her. | was drawn by her appearance and her pleasing
personality. So the decision was made on my part and
she seemed to feel the same as me. Everything was going
my way. | was lucky indeed!

With the blessings of relatives and friends, on June 1,
1970, we were married by Rev. Kim who had introduced
us. Thus our new life was opening into a future of hope
and happiness.

Our romance really began after our marriage, quite
contrary to the common understanding that romance
ends with marriage! It was more exciting and sweet
getting to know each other, sharing the future dreams
and hopes; we were very happy together. There was
certainly an advantage in marrying a girl with whom | was
not acquainted. | thought | was very fortunate. The green
pasture seemed to be greener and wider when she was
sharing the happiness with me. This trip was Lthe
realization of my dreams. The bright and new sun would
bless the day of our departure to the wonderful country,
| was sure. It had to!

The days were very slow in passing as we awaited the
day of our trip. Then suddenly, one day, my right eye felt
dry and strangely uncomfortable for no apparent reason.
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PARADISE LOST

Vil

The timing was all wrong to find that something was
wrong with my eye. As | blinked, the eye was uncomfort-
able and the sight became a little blurry. It was also
becoming bloodshot. There was no reason to suspect the
seriousness of the symptoms because | had not strained
or injured the eye in any way. It would surely get better
with time, | thought. However, it became warse instead.

(A4

“Wouldn't it be a good idea to visit the doctor,” my
wife suggested one day. One of my high school friends
was an ophthalmologist at a nearby hospital, so | visited
him there to have my eye examined. Who would ever
have imagined that it had been only the beginning of the
longest ordeal of my life, the darkest tunnel through
which | had been destined to pass, the deepest pit of
utter darkness.

““Has your vision been blurry for a long time?” the
doctor asked.

“Yes, for about a week.”
“Has it been bloodshot since then?”

“Yes, and with the redness of the eye, it was uncom-
fortable and my vision was becoming worse too.”

By the tone of his voice, | suspected the seriousness of
my condition. “Is there something wrong?” | asked.
lgnoring my question, he asked, “How is your left eye?”

“It is all right so far.”

He gently patted my back and said, “Don’t worry,
you'll be better soon. Just take the medicine I've
prescribed. You’'ll be all right.”
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His extra careful examination as he checked my eye
and the questions he kept asking left me with certain
doubts about his diagnosis.

“Are you sure | am going to be all right?" | asked again.

“Of course ... there’s nothing to worry about, because
you are a lucky guy,” he said laughingly, yet with an
uncertain tone again. He gave me the medicine with a
prescription and said once again, “Take care, and if you
run out of medicine, go to the nearest drug store and get
some more.” | knew that, as a doctor, he tried to calm me
down but something was very wrong; | could sense it. |
caught the worried look in his eyes even as | was leaving
the hospital.

Since there was nothing | could do but believe the
doctor, | tried very hard to shake off this worried feeling.
I took the medicine faithfully. But | could see no
improvement in my eye. Instead, the symptoms got
worse and | began to see double. The more | thought
about the conversation | had had with the doctor, the
more worried | became. | repeated the doctor’s words,
"It may get better because you are a lucky guy.” “'1 would
have to be miraculously lucky to be healed of these
strange symptoms,”” | thought. “He said that I am a lucky
guy because | would need the luck. Only with luck would
I be well again.” | needed luck indeed! His diagnosis was
not clear enough to satisfy my suspicions. There was no
detailed explanation of the symptoms or of the cure. He
just said to take the medicine and to keep on taking it and
that | need not consult him further. Was | worrying
needlessly?

I tried to think of all kinds of good reasons to comfort
myself, but without much success. My eye was getting
even worse after using up all the medicine the doctor
gave me. | was forced to accept the fact that | was being
driven into a dire struggle which could be a losing battle
in the end.
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I was devastated. The conversation | had had with the
doctor relived itself in my mind endlessly. Maybe he
could not bear to tell me the truth since the truth was so
‘tragic. | might have cancer or glaucoma for which there
was no cure. Therefore, it might be just as well that he
had not revealed the truth. He said that there was no use
for me to see him anymore. He did not say clearly that |
was going to get well. The constant worry captivated me
and | was too scared to discuss it with anyone.

| was reluctant to burden my wife who was pregnant
with our first child. When she was full of excitement for
our bright and hopeful future, | did not have the heart to
shatter her dreams. There was no alternative but to
endure alone and take the medicine daily. Nothing
happened. My eye remained the same. Without any
suspicion of my eye condition, my wife kept busy getting
ready for the trip, and this was an extra burden on me.

After some period of doubting and wondering about
the effect of the medicine, | was driven to go to the
nearby drugstore to inquire about what the medicine did
for my eye. The druggist said, “Well, | cannot really tell
you exactly what it does for your eye except that this
medicine is a supplement for nutrition. Just by seeing
this medicine, | cannot tell you much.” Obviously, his
answer was not what |1 wanted to hear.

I left the drugstore and went to see one of the well
known opthalmologists. His opinion was no different
from the other doctor’s. He repeated the same examina-
tion procedure and kept me waiting for over an hour to
talk to me. “I cannot tell you at this moment what it is,”
he said. “There are still many eye ailments that modern
technology is not able to detect. Nothing can be done at
this moment, but wait and see.” These periods of waiting
brought no improvement; instead things became worse.

Even if the truth might crush my spirit, | had an urgent

~ desire to find it. I rushed back to see the first doctor, for |

felt that I was entitled to know reality. There he broke the
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news to me! He suspected that | might have staphy-
lomembrane disease, for which there is no cure or
known cause. Most likely my eyesight would gradually
become worse until | would not be able to see at all. He
tried to comfort me, suggesting that | should see other
doctors in case he might be wrong. He continued to
speak on, but his words were no longer reaching my
ears. There were no more words | wanted to hear.

The sky turned dark in that instant. | was sinking
deeper and deeper into despair. However, a moment
later, | regained my composure and asked myself, “Now |
know the truth, what is there for me to do?¢" The doctor
was bewildered and did not know what he could do to
soothe me. He said that | need not worry about my left
eye as it was fine. He then added that | may get well,
since | was a “very lucky guy”". | remained silent, because
mere words had no power to change the merciless
reality. So | stood up and left the office. | could hear him
say as | left the office, “Don’t give up hope. You still have
one healthy eye.”

IX

In utter despair, | acted dazed for several days and
suffered silently, not telling my wife anything at all. What
was there for me to do? | had to do something, after all, |
wasn't blind yet. | could not give up my plans to leave for
the U.S.A. In the hope of a lucky twist of fate, |
postponed the date of our departure indefinitely. | might
get better yet.

| could not muster the courage to tell my wife. She was
expecting our first child in March of the next year.
Finally, I reluctantly mentioned one day, I think it is a
good idea to postpone our departure because of my eye.
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It also may be inconveneint to have the baby in a foreign
country.” My wife was reluctant about it, but agreed.

The Eighth Army was willing to postpone my departure
date until | received the required treatment for a certain
period of time. After taking care of the immediate
problem, | temporarily maintained a certain peace of
mind. Then began the endless visits to all the known eye
doctors in the country. Every day | went searching here
and there for the doctor who could cure my eye until |
exhausted all the possible avenues of hope. The date of
our departure came and went during the search. In the
meantime, our first baby girl came into the world.

The departure date had to be postponed again and
then again. When | could not meet the deadline after the
third time, the Eighth Army found a replacement for me.
The joy and excitement of being a father for the first time
was shortlived and the long and painful ordeal resumed
again.

My eye condition remained the same, however, with
no sign of improvement at all. My healthy eye gave me
the needed strength to go on. Modern medical techno-
logy had been of no use for my condition, but there were
still ancient Chinese doctors and | could follow their
countless methods of treatment, taking various herbal
medicines. There was no method which was not tried. |
put cooked and mashed robin eggs in my eyes, put the
meat of a worm in my eye. | even drank the soup of
boiled worms. Nothing worked. One long year went by
and 1972 came.

Right in the midst of my desperate search for the cure,
God allowed me to experience a short but refreshing
break by the birth of our second daughter in April. Our
first daughter had begun to take her first steps and to
talk. She and the newborn child were great gifts from
God to ease my burden. They were the only hope of my
life. I leaned on them heavily. However, it was only a
brief relief which prepared me to face the seemingly
impossible future.
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About the early summer of 1972, | became nearly blind
in my right eye and at the same time, my left eye started
manifesting the same symptoms as the other. My vision
became blurry and my eye was uncomfortable.

The thing | had dreaded most had come! | felt as if
both my body and spirit were bound together and
thrown into the dark hell of despair. | was on the road to
death all alone. There was no one who could walk with
me; not even my own mother, my wife or my two loving
daughters. | screamed out, “Oh, God! why are you going
to take the light away from me? What have | done to
deserve this?” Sinking deeper into despair | cried unto
God, cursing Him and at the same time imploring Him.

Of all people, why me? Why? Why?
\—\_———-

It was evident that | was going blind because the
symptoms of my left eye were exactly the same as the
right one had been. Doctors and medicine were of no
use to me. | was overwhelmed with fear and anxiety
waiting for the ultimate fate of facing the world in
complete darkness. Time dragged ever so slowly. It was a
dead-end street. '

Fear of becoming blind was not the only burden at this
time. Financial problems began to build up. For three
years, the search for remedies for my condition had
exhausted our money and there had been no income.
Now all the savings we had were gone and we needed
money in order to survive.

We sold our house and moved into a smaller place. We
managed, thereby, to have some money to live on for a
while. The future was uncertain.'SMy wife was not aware
of the blindness in my right eye, nor of the symptoms of
the other eye.

One day a friend of mine came to visit me and said, |
can understand well enough the hard time you are
having with your eye, but in my opinion you seem Lo
have let the worry take hold of you. It may be a good
idea to get your mind off your eye, and start living as if
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nothing has happened. | know that St. Paul’s Catholic
Girls’ High School in Nonsan, Choongnam Province, is in
need of a French teacher. | think you are the right person
for that position. You may have to get used to country
life, but the fresh air in the country will do you some
good.” Of course he did not know about the problem in
my left eye.

It was a reasonable suggestion. | had no good reason
to reject it. However, | needed time to think it over. | was
just waiting for nature to take its course. Ultimately |
would end up a blind man. Deep inside me, however,
was this slight hope that God would have mercy on me.
So, in the hope that it might work, | decided to take the
job. | could at least relieve some of my wife’s burden by
paying my own expenses. The question was whether |
could tackle the teaching job with only one eye, which
was quickly deteriorating. But then | said to myself, “Let
troubles come, | will endure them until the last minute.”

After a few days of consultation with my wife, the
decision was made. Without resistance, she was the one
who would follow my lead.

“I'm just worried about you,” she said. “How will you
be able to handle a teaching job with your eye trouble?”
She was concerned, yet nevertheless, showed her wil-
lingness to consent to all my plans.

As long as there was a little vision remaining in my left
eye, | managed to teach, and in fact, even enjoved it.
French teachers were most popular among high school
girls and spending time with the students so young and
full of dreams, relieved my heavy burden for a short time.
Needless to say, the serene country atmosphere and the
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delightful hours of lesiure and fun with the girls were of
no avail for the healing of my eyes. On the other hand,
trving to adjust to a new and orderly life, | was becoming
physically and emotionally drained.

Then, one day, without warning, my left eye began to
deteriorate just as the other eye had. To give up teaching
for me meant completely giving up my last hope of a
fruitful lite. | was determined to hang on to the very last
minute and see what would happen. Not being able to
see was a big problem, but hiding the fact from those
around me was an even greater difficulty. However, it
was crucial since | would be dismissed if the school
found out about it. Nothing could swerve me from my
dire struggle against adverse circumstances. It might
have been easier had | revealed the truth to the school
authorities, but at the time, | thought it best to assume a
normal life as long as | could. Vaguely, at the bottom of
my heart, there was still a thin ray of hope that someday
God might, just might, have mercy on me. The hope
lingered on, and | was hesitant to let go until the very
end.

Teachers at the school called me the ‘thinking man’
because whenever | had a chance to relax, | would sit on
a chair with both hands on my face to rest my worn eyes
and mind. | seldom chatted with the other teachers, and
they had not yet guessed the truth.

XI

Eventually my sight became so poor that | could not
even read the change of schedule posted on a board at
school. | had to ask for help. | was forced to admit my
situation to a fellow teacher who sat next to me in the
office. He could not imagine how | had kept the secret so
successfully for such a long time and apologized for
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being so insensitive to it. He offered to help out in any
way he could.

Another problem was that | could not read the
textbook to prepare for class. Earlier, through a friend, |
had been introduced to a history teacher of a boys’ high
school in the same town. We had become roommates
and later, through conversation, | discovered that he had
some knowledge of French and could lend a hand in my
desperate time of need. It really seemed to be a God-sent
gift, graciously given, to have had a roommate who knew
French. | memorized the chapters for the next lesson as
he read the textbook to me. The difficult situation was
taken care of temporarily. | struggled through classes
pretending that | could read.

From time to time, | would wander into the wrong
classroom and the girls would tell me to go to the next
class. When this happened, | would jokingly say, “Oh, |
just wanted to say ‘hi" to you lovely girls as | was passing
by.” Constantly pretending, joking and lying to hide my
handicap was really running me down.

One day, the students, suspecting my condition, asked
me to repeat a certain part of a page in the text. |
pretended to be mad at them saying, “Why didn’t you
pay attention when | read it the first time?”’ They insisted,
however, in order to find out the truth. Frustrated, | did
not know what to do next. Putting down the textbook, |
turned toward the blackboard with my back to them.
Tears were pouring down my cheeks from the pressure
of pretending. | remained standing to compose myself,
wiped my tears with a handkerchief, and turned around
pretending something had gotten in my eye. The girls
cruelly taunted, “You didn’t cry, did you? Did something
get in your eye?" | just stood there not knowing what to
say. “Uhh, | ... | think there's some dust in my eye,” |
finally mumbled, wiping my eyes again.

The girls started to feel a little guilty and ashamed
about acting so unkind. To cover up the awkward
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situation they began to clap their hands and asked me to
sing their favorite song, called “Barley Field”. They must
have remembered this song from the times | sang it at
school picnics. What an inappropriate time to sing! The
clapping became louder as | hesitated, and some of the
girls began humming the song for a prelude.

“As | walk through the path between barley fields," |
began with some effort. It was so quiet that not a sound
could be heard —just my wavering voice.

“| stopped upon the voice of someone calling to me.”
The words of the song filled me with utter despair,
nostalgia and a yearning desire for the past. The song
made a deeper impression on me then, than it had ever
before. | felt a sudden repentance in the girls for taunting
me, and | could sense their tender concern for me.
Basking in their compassionate hearts, my voice became
louder and louder.

“As | whistle a tune reminiscing the days gone by, | can
almost hear the old familiar tune in my ear.” The girls
joined in, as if we had rehearsed this. “But there is no
one behind, only the crimson sky in the twilight.” From
that day on, | was known affectionately as “'Barley Field".

XH

The understanding my students showed was a greal
encouragement, but it couldn’t alleviate my condition.
My eyesight worsened with time and | finally reached the
stage where it became impossible to teach.

When | returned home for summer vacation in 1974, |
accepted the reality that | could not go back to school.
There was no need to hide the facts from my wife or the
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school authorities anymore, because | could no longer
summon up the courage to pretend. | confessed every-
thing to my wife and sent my resignation to the school. |
had no hope.

| just sat at home, moping and worrying, for there were
no more doctors to visit and no new medicines to try.
Absolutely nothing could be done for my eyes. | kept
asking the Lord, “Why me? What have | done to deserve
this?’* It seemed so unfair for me to be pressed down in
this world of darkness, completely cut away from the
world full of bright light. This anger and resentment
against the God who had allowed this to happen to me
only worsened my eye condition.

By 1975, my left eye was nearly blind too. Although |
had given up hope, my mother and my wife were
persistent, and they continually suggested new ways of
seeking a cure. My mother brought many Christians
home to pray for me. A minister known to have healing
power laid his hands on me to pray, but it all seemed
futile.

My wife mentioned one day that she had heard about a
well known lady who specialized in ‘needle treatment’.
She was located in a town a short distance from Seoul,
where we lived. Her needle treatment involved draining
unclean blood from a blood vessel connected to the
spine, leading to the eyes. It was thought that this
unclean blood was causing my sight impairment. This
treatment was known to have cured the incurable. Even
though my wife implored me to go, | could not be
persuaded.

Sitting around the house not knowing what to do next,
I became listless and despondent. Just how many doctors
had | visited? How many strange remedies had | tried?
Nothing worked, absolutely nothing. | was not about to
be pushed into trying another strange treatment, no
matter how convincing it might sound. lgnoring my
wife’s pleadings gave me some peace of mind.
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Time slipped by quickly in spite of everything. The
New Year came around, and on a late spring evening, my
oldest daughter, Eunil, came home crying hysterically.
My wife ran to her and asked what the matter was. She
whimpered, “Mommy, is Daddy really going to be
blind?” Her sob changed to a wail as she continued, “The
kids in the neighborhood said that Daddy is blind—or
that he is going to be pretty soon!” My wife tried to
console her, saying, “He is not going to be blind. Don’t
believe a word that they say to you. He is having some
eye problems right now, but soon he is going to be all
right.”

Rumours must have been circulating in the neighbour-
hood. It was a hard and cruel fact to accept. The reality was
too much for Eunil to face. Not for myself nor for my wife
was | concerned—now my worry lay with the effects this
would have on my precious daughter. | had been in my
room, overhearing this conversation between my wife and
daughter. | opened the door of my room and called for
Eunil. Upon seeing me, she rushed into my arms and
asked, “You are not going blind, are you Daddy? Please tell
me!"”

Holding her tightly, | tried to reassure her. “Don't
worry! Look at me-—see, | am looking right into your
eyes. My eyes are perfectly fine. | wouldn't be able to see
my little girl like this if | was blind, would 1?2 But even as |
said these things, | could barely recognize my daughter
through my blurred vision. The heartbreaking reality was
crushing me hard. “Promise me, Daddy!” she pleaded.
“Promise me you won't go blind!"

What could | say? So | repeated my reassurances, this
time with less conviction in my voice, “Yes, | promise, |
am not going blind.”

I had been concentrating on my problems so much |
had forgotten about those around me. | then realized
that | was not the only one suffering. | had been
neglecting my responsibilities as husband and father. My
family shared my burdens with me because they were
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part of my life. They would sink deep into despair with
me if | didn’t try to stand up and do something. | was not
going to be able to give up as easily as | thought | would.
Together, we would try and we would endure. With this
thought in mind, | was driven to keep on trying to find a
cure. | must keep the promise | had made to my
daughter—I would not be blind! What | really needed
was courage and willpower to go on, but it seemed as if |
had been drained of all courage.

Not for my sake, but for the sake of my family, | knew |
could not gi It was my responsibility to make them
happy( Then | remembered the lady who healed people
with her needle treatment, and | asked my wife to visit
her and obtain more information.

My wife found out plenty of information about the
positive effects of the lady’'s treatments, but she was
concerned about the pain that the patients had to
endure. The poor sanitary conditions made this method
even more dubious. The worst thing was the method
itself, which involved puncturing a hole at each joint of
the spine with a thick needle. Moreover, the treatments
would go on an indefinite length of time before there
would be any sign of improvement. My wife could not
even bear to think about the ordeal.

Strangely, this exotic and painful method appealed to
me as it seemed to imply that nothing worthwhile could
be attained without suffering. | dared to face anything,
even if | would die from it. My attitude was that if |
perish, | perish. 1 said to myself, “If you want to be able
to see again, you should be willing to risk anything.”

My wife and | spent the next couple of days running
around preparing for the trip, and arranging for my
mother-in-law to take care of the girls. Bravely and full of
hope, we started on our journey, knowing that we had
no guarantee of a cure. No sooner had we left home than
| began to feel fear and doubt creep up inside of me. Not
a word was spoken during the one hour bus ride; my
wife seemed to sense how | felt. Finally the bus dropped
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us off in the seacoast town of Pyungtack and left. The
crisp breeze of the sea touched our cheeks.

We left our luggage at the depot to be picked up later,
and started the walk toward the house of the lady who
would perform the treatment. It seemed like the longest
walk | had ever taken. My heavy feet dragged from the
fear of the awful treatment. | was scared and worried. |
was doubtiul of my patience to endure the excruciating
pain of drilling holes in my spine. This walk to her house
might well be the last time | would have my sight. | could
become totally blind on my way back. This ominous
thought welling up from the dark corners of my mind
could not be controlled, and suddenly | stood still.

“What's the matter?”” my wife asked. | said nothing.
She soon guessed my thought and we went on walking
without saying a word. My heart was too heavy for words.
My hands sweated as | trudged along. | pictured Jesus
bravely walking on the road to Golgotha carrying the
heavy cross on his shoulders. The pain and suffering of
lesus seemed so real that | could almost feel the pain
myself. Warm tears overflowed my eyes. What pain Jesus
had gone through to take away my sin and shame! He
already suffered on the cross for me and still was willing
to help in my time of need. My face became hot with
shame.

Jesus was reviled when He walked down the road to
Golgotha, but there was no one even to taunt me on my
road. As for me, | had a wife who walked beside me and
who comforted me. | gained new courage thinking of
Jesus and his pain. Nothing could comfort me more. |
stopped to thank Jesus, saying, “Thank you Jesus” over
and over again. He was the one and only beaming light in
my utter despair. His light was sufficient for me!
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“This is going to hurt! Are you sure that you can
endure it?"”" asked the lady when we arrived at her house.
She seemed to be in her sixties, and was very confident
of herself. She demanded complete obedience to her
commands and suggested that if | had any doubts, |
should leave at once. She made me repeat time and time
again that | would keep on going to the end. She led us to
a simple little room, where we first had a light lunch. She
then cleaned up the room in preparation for the
treatment, setting out an old box for me to rest my upper
body on and a pillow for me to lean on for comfort. |
stripped off my shirt and took my place.

Just before the treatment began, my wife gave me a
cross to hold on to, and she uttered a prayer, “Lord, help
us to lean on Thy cross that Thou didst carry for our sin.
Please give us strength to endure this, and help us to see
the light.”

The lady came into the room with a little box in which
were needles, a little bunch of cotton and a bottle of
alcohol—all the supplies that she needed. She dipped
the cotton in the alcohol, and wiped my spine up and
* down with it. Thus began the treatment. It not only
involved sticking a needle through the spine, but it was
digging and drilling in and out of the flesh to locate the
vein. This was all. done without anaesthesia! The pain
penetrated into every inch of my body, right to the tips of
my arms and legs. Between my tightly gripped teeth, a
shrieking sound came out and my body twisted from the
unbearable pain. Sweat streamed down my body.
Whenever she pricked my spine with the thick needle, |
saw a light flickering in front of my eye. At last she would
find the vein and then she would stick the needle in the
vein to get the black blood out. The ordeal went on until |
was just about to pass out. She would wait long enough
for me to come out of it, then start all over again. As this
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went on, | felt as if | was in a nightmare. Time seemed to
run into eternity, never to end. The pain continued
relentlessly, unbearably.

As | was told by my wife later on, the first session lasted
two hours and 45 minutes. The lady made 307 holes in my
back, from the top of my neck down to the last tail bone.
I had an incredible urge to stop everything, to just get up
and leave. But | didn’t even have the strength to do that. |
felt as helpless as a frog in front of a snake. In other
words, | surrendered myself completely to this strangely
powerful lady. The pain slowly came back as | regained
consciousness. | felt the pain running through my whole
body as if | was in a burning inferno. | could not lie on my
back for the pain, so | just lay there prostrate and spent
the night in agony. This, as it turned out, was only the
beginning. | was told that the treatment might continue a
month or two until | could see. | noticed no sign of
healing after the initial ordeal. Should | continue?
Although | had strong doubts, | had to endure till the
end—no matter what the final result would be! The
verdict of my fate was awaiting me. A month of this
senseless ordeal passed. One day my wife, not able to
take the strain anymore, passed out. She did not have the
sustaining power that | had. So my mother came to take
her place by my side.

I, too, did not last much longer after my wife left me.
Not only did the numerous holes in my spine give me
pain, but I could not hear, my limbs started to swell and |

“experienced difficulty breathing. Just as my wife had
implored many times before, my mother now advised me
to quit treatment. “You could die from this!” she
warned. “Let’s quit the whole thing and go home!” But |
could not give up, because that would mean that | would
be sentenced to a lifetime of blindness. | was determined
to go on. Then, when I was unconscious for a long period
of time, she just packed our bags and took me home.

The one hundredth and second day after the treat-
ment had started, | was taken to a hospitai for a
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complete checkup. On April 16, 1976, | became totally
blind and my health seemed completely ruined. The
verdict of the doctors came in—loss of sight in both
eyes, loss of hearing in the left ear, a case of the mumps,
extremely elevated blood pressure, and neuralgia on
the left side of my head. On that bright spring day, | came
out of the hospital feeling totally broken down physically
and emotionally. | had run into a cold, dark dead-end
wall, and | had nowhere to turn.
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“A man was going down from Jerusalem to Jericho,
and he fell among robbers, who stripped him and beat
him, and departed, leaving him half-dead. Now, a priest
was going down the road, and when he saw him he
passed by on the other side. So likewise a Levite, when
he came to the place and saw him, passed by on the
other side. But a Samaritan, as he journeyed, came to
where he was; and when he saw him, he had compassion
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I WILL NOT FORSAKE YOU

X1V

My darkness turned into a dividing wall between the
world and me. The people and things around me seemed
slowly to slip away from me in my very confined world.
The separation started with my wife and two daughters.
In fact, my wife did not even come to visit me once while
I was in the hospital.

“Your mother-in-law passed out when she heard of
your blindness,” my mother told me quite unexpectedly,
in an effort to make me understand my wife. ““Your wife
went to take care of her mother and the girls went along
with her.” I had expected my wife to greet me at home by
the time | was able to get out of the hospital. | was
crushed when she wasn’t there. Even if she was so badly
needed by her mother, | thought that the girls could at
least have come to see me. Several days went by, and |
heard nothing from them.

I began to suspect that all was not well. | could not wait
any longer, so | demanded that my mother send for them
at once. But she, knowing all along what had happened,
gently held both of my hands and said, “Let us pray,”” and
then she asked God to “help us to forgive and forget;
help us not to blame others. Give us strength to endure
hardships.” Her prayer had never seemed so sincere as
now. She pleaded with me to forgive my wife for leaving
me at a time when | needed her the most. She had peace
of mind because she had already forgiven her. For me it
was a different story. It was utterly unreal and unbelie-
vable that our marriage of six years could end this way. |
had trusted my wife not to give up on me. After all, if it was
true, it had been her idea, not mine. Again, | demanded
her presence. Mother was forced to try to bring my wife to
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me. However, she came back with my mother-in-law
instead. She was right.

My mother-in-law was very uneasy as she said, “I told
your wife to stay home. She has made up her mind nol o
come because there is no hope for you. You can't
imagine how much it hurt her to have to make such a
difficult decision. You should realize that you are no
longer able to support a family, or even yourself. But you
still have your parents, brothers and sisters who can care
for you. We thought it would be best for you if we take
care of your wife and children. Please try to understand
her.”” Asking my forgiveness, she continued, “Even if you
cannot accept the decision, it is too late now. We have
decided this is how it will be ..." It seemed as if my wife's
family had persuaded her to leave me. As far as | know,
my wife had never been the kind who could insist on her
own will. Her nature was instinctively to follow a leader.
She could still have been very indecisive about it. She
might have stayed away for fear that she might actually
change her mind once she saw me. There was a
possibility that she would return. Do | deserve the right
to be her husband? Do | dare forgive her and try to
understand her? She deserted me because she could not
accept my blindness. | had no power over my misfor-
tunes. However, | could not be persuaded just like that. |
would have no peace until | saw her in person and heard
from her directly. Our relationship could not be taken so
lightly that it could be ended so easily.

| was insistent that | meet her face to face. “It doesn’t
matter what you say,” | said to her mother. “I have the
right to hear the truth from her. After all, I lived with her
for six years, and fathered our two girls.” My determina-
lion was as invincible as a fortress. For the second time,
my mother was forced to get my wife while my mother-
in-law just sat there, with her meaningless explanations.

Al last my wife came, but she came without the
children. She explained their absence in a pained voice,
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“The children have been told that you have passed away,
so until things are settled, it was best to leave them at
home.” She was careful not to say anything to hurt me.
And though not a strong willed person by nature, she
seemed determined in her decision.

“Forgive me,” she pleaded. Our mothers left the room
so we could be alone. She continued to cry as if crying
would somehow make things right. She was asking me
for forgiveness through her endless weeping. | could
understand that she did not have much to say. As she was
not about to start a conversation, | said, “Your mother
told me everything. | understand how you feel. There is
nothing to forgive. You have stood by me so long,
comforting and supporting me. | am the one who should
ask forgiveness from you. I don’t exactly know how to say
this, but can you forgive me just one more time?”

She didn't say a word, so | continued, “People may
think there is no future for me, and | am not asking for
your help. | believe that | may be able to take care of you
and the girls. My blindness is not the end of the road. Itis
my desire to start all over again with what | have left,
though it may seem hopeless to others.” She still sat
quietly, saying nothing.

“I will give you time to think it over. However, | want to
make it clear that | am still your husband, and | am the
girls’ father, even if I am blind. My last hope lies in you
and the girls. You are the only source of strength for me
to survive. Please, please give me a chance!” | begged
her, | pleaded with her, but she would not open her
mouth. | kept asking questions, now expecting no
answer. “How are the girls? Do they really believe that |
am dead? Are they forgetting me already?”

Finally, to my surprise, she started giving me answers.
“The girls’ grandmother has been telling them those
things.” | felt that | needed a little-more time to talk,
before we closed our conversation forever. | asked her to
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stav a few days to allow me some time to put things
together as to what should be done. She agreed to stay
with me a little longer. | was grateful for her thoughtful-
ness and for her submissive character. It did not matter
anymore now whether she would change her mind,
because | was beginning to understand and sympathize
with her more and more.

My mother went back to my father, who was alone at

the parsonage, while my wife stayed with me. My mother
left. hoping that my wife would be compelled to change
her mind. But | had other plans in my mind. A few days
atter my mother’s departure | decided that it was time for
my wite to go back to her mother and the girls, where she
belonged. | did not have enough peace of mind or
self-confidence to be a competent and understanding
husband any longer. It would be too much to ask my
family to share this burden | was carrying. The role of an
ordinary father and husband was not mine anymore. |
-had to be brave enough to let go of the most precious
people in my life. | was not entitled to claim them —they
deserved their freedom. After all, if my wife could dare to
atempt to raise the girls without me, then I, being a
grown man, could dare to live on my own. Considering
all the circumstances, | did not want to chain her by my
side any longer. Things were settled and there was no
need to change the plans, however bleak they may have
seemed. It was best to let her go. | felt the same towards
my parents and my brothers and sisters. | did not have
the desire to burden them in any way. | had once been a
responsible and able head of a family. | realized that |
could not live in the past. Against all the odds, | was
resolved to come out the winner. It would take much
rearranging, thinking and extra strong will power but |
would put it all back together somehow.

Three days after my mother had left, | told my wife, "I
think it would be best for you to go back where you
belong now. The girls need you. | just want to thank you
for your kindness in staying with me these last few days.
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You were right in making your decision. It was wrong of
me to think otherwise. Let’s leave our future plans to take
care of themselves and bravely go on. Of course, I'm
uncertain as to what | should do, but | think | need time
to be alone. If any workable plans come up, I'll be sure to
let you know. You don’t need to worry about me because
I'm able to manage alone.” As before, she did not utter a
word, but she just wept. That same afternoon, she left
me, not saying a word about the girls. She walked out of
the door, and was gone forever.

XV

Thus I let go of my wife. Now | was back to complete
darkness and helplessness. In a way, 1 felt relieved with a
sense of satisfaction at having done my duty. | have kept
my promise to my family. 'l don’t want to live with you if
you become blind,” is what my daughter had once said
to me. | could picture my daughters’ faces many, many
times. Hadn't | promised my daughter that | would never
be blind? It was most unfortunate to have been press-
ured by fate, unable to keep my promise. She no longer
is obliged to stay with me because | am blind now.

With the responsibilities of a head of the house
suddenly gone, | had plenty of time on my hands. The
darkness was no inconvenience for me because | didn’t
have any urgent thing to do. Everything | was most
worried about being now settled and finished, | lay in
bed doing nothing. | did not need to bother to think
anymore. The final sentence was pronounced that | was
blind. Was there a possibility for me to start over again?
Would | ever get used to the darkness? If | had been
younger, it might have been a different story, but | was
thirty-seven, at an age when rehabilitation was most
unlikely.
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Death is departure. You leave the world of senses, you
leave your possessions and you leave your body. That is
death. | was slowly dying to the world that | had known,
and things that used to belong to me. The last thing left
to leave was my body. It was all so clear what should be
done next. It was so utterly dark and alone that | felt as if |
would slip away into emptiness. Just a mere nudge would
surely be powerful enough to pass me into eternity. But
there was no need to hurry and | did not want to die just
vel.

Nobody was by my side during this trying time to help
me. | had to face it alone. The thought of writing a will
came to my mind, but | wondered if anyone would even
bother to read it. | was not worth enough for anyone to
be concerned with. Endless dreary thoughts filled my
mind everyday.

Aiter spending a few days with no human contacts,
suddenly 1 felt the urge to take action. | had become
hungry, which was a sure sign of life and desire for life.
As | was about to finish off my life, | had to hurry and do it
before the hunger pangs could become so great as to
postpone the suicide.

Kicking off my covers, | jumped out of bed. Before
someone might appear to interrupt my plan, | had to
hurry and end my life. | knew exactly how to do it, too. |
flung open the closet door and grabbed a tie. Then |
walked to the kitchen. | remembered the big nail on the
kitchen ceiling. Searching the floor, | found an empty
wooden box on which to stand in order to reach the
ceiling. Carefully lifting my feet, | climbed on the box,
groped for and located the nail. Next, | tied one end of
the tie to the nail and the other around my neck. Making
sure the tie was securely fastened, | kicked the box away
and my body swung in midair.
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My neck began to hurt with choking pain and my chest
felt as if it was about to burst. | could not breathe and my
eyes seemed to be popping out from the unbearable
torture. Frantically, | twisted my body and kicked in the
air with all my might. If | had hung there a little while
longer, | would have surely died. My violent body must
have been powerful, because the nail which 1 had
anchored the other end of the tie on began to bend and |
was thrown down on the kitchen floor. Apparently God
did not want me yet. Maybe God meant for me to linger
on in this world of darkness a little longer to pay back
what | owed.

For a while, | was oblivious to what had happened until
| came to and found myself lying there gasping for
breath. The air | breathed in was refreshing to my body
and | was so happy to be alive, and | felt ashamed of my
behavior.

XVI

| could not make the attempt again because the
courage was drained out of me and the hunger pangs
became most urgent. The light of life was in me and the
hunger sensation proved that desire for life was strong. It
gave me a wonderful feeling to be alive and | breathed
the air into my lungs deeply. It would take a long time to
rearrange my life into some kind of working order.

My primary concern was to satisfy my need for food, so
| found some rice and looked for the sink to wash it in.
There was a wood-burning stove in the corner of the
kitchen, and | moved it to the middle of the kitchen for
fear of starting a fire if anything was too near it. Carefully,
| set the rice pan on the stove, but had to have some
wood to burn. | had some books and the box | used to try
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to hang myseli. | broke the box into small pieces, piled
them all to one side, and went into one of the bedrooms
to get some paper and a match. Carefully, piling the
paper and wood on the stove, | lit the fire. Nearly two
hours passed before | completed this simple task. | did
everyvthing so slowly because | had all the time in the
world. Besides. to me, day and night were just the same,
in the endless stream of time. | was moving along feeling
everything with the touch of my fingertips.

The smell of smoke from the fire drifted into my
nostrils and soon the warmth of the fire reached my face.
It seemed to have been a very long time since | had been
able to feel the pleasant sensation of warmth. Slowly, my
body was coming alive again after the numbness | felt
with the shock of black darkness. The warmth penetrated
deep into my stomach making me feel more comfortable.
I put more pieces of wood onto the fire. The rice was
boiling and | could smell its wonderful aroma. Con-
tentedly, | waited until the fire was almost gone. Now |
could eat. | took the pan off the stove and fetched a pair
of chopsticks and a spoon from the kitchen drawer. After
much searching, | finally found some leftover food to go
with the rice and then set the table. A strange mixture of
feelings awakened in me, both sadness and joy, thinking
of the painstaking effort to get a bowl of rice to fill my
stomach and the joy of satisfying my hunger. | saved the
leftovers very carefully to eat later.

The next step | had to take after filling my hungry
stomach was to revive the senses which were not in use.
It is amazing to find out how much sensation we have in
our body. Although | lost the important sight, | had
plenty left to work with. My hands and feet could feel
warmth and cold. My tongue could taste food. My nose
could smell, and | still had one ear which could hear.
Those were very precious sensations | was to develop to
explore the new world of darkness.
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Since | was stepping into this new world, | decided that
| must start using my other senses to manage without
sight. | touched my watch and told myself that it was a
watch. This is a book, | said as | touched the book. |
repeated these exercises with the sensitive touch of my
fingertips and trained myself to know all the objects in
my room. Long days were spent in this manner. The
longing for the world of light sometimes was so intensive
that my heart was about to burst. | thought | was going
mad. There was no hope. | spent endless time just
getting used to the arrangement of this one room. By and
by, 1 got used to the kitchen, bathroom and other rooms
in our house. This training was hard on me because my
age had dulled my sense of touch. Had | been younger, |
felt it would have been much easier. Nevertheless, |
presevered until | could get around the house comfort-
ably. Moreover, this training gave me the will to live and
relief from despair. Somehow, | survived those first hard
months.

I would open the drawers of desks, dressers and
kitchen cabinets to feel by the tips of my hands the things
that were there, memorizing their shapes and textures.
My dead world began to revive slowly. It was a wonderful
new experience. Amazingly enough the senses of my
fingers were all | needed to keep in touch with the world.
The awareness of the little world around me disappeared
as the movement of my fingers stopped so | kept up my
activity to be in touch deeper into a bottomiess pit and
losing touch with myself.

Through perseverance, | succeeded in struggling for
one long month that way, but | realized that there was a
limit to everything. The continuous training was too hard
for my body and mind to bear. Since my eating habits
were irregular my body became weaker; my side began
to hurt; my neck swelled; | became feverish and my
blood pressure rose. My will to cope with the world of
darkness collapsed again! | was crushed under the heavy
load pressing down on me. | gave up.
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No one came to check on me, not even my wife or any
relative. | was eagerly waiting for someone. Stepping
out to the living room, | had opened the door and was
taking in the warm sunshine when suddenly | heard a
voice. The lady next door was giving some instructions to
her maid out in the yard. The sound of a human voice
made me stand up on my feet.

I don't know how long it had been since | heard a
person speak. There was only a low wall dividing my
neighbors and me, so | could hear them over it. As |
could hear their voices, my heart palpitated because,
strangely, | was not able to hear them before. | was so
excited over this incident that | could not fall asleep that
night. A thin ray of hope was still there for me to grasp.
My neighbour’s voice kept ringing in my ear. The next
day, | was out early just to hear them again, but there was
no sound. This expectancy itself was sufficient to give me
a kind of joy in my unhappy and boring existence.

The next time my neighbour talks, | thought, I'll try to
carry on a conversation. | prepared several topics to
discuss in my mind. | thought again, if the maid is kind
enough to listen to me, maybe | can ask for something to
eat. It did not seem to matter whether she pitied me or
not, | just had to have some human contacts to survive.
Trying to listen for some sound from next door all day
long, | hardly noticed how tired and weak | was
becoming. Suddenly it was night, it was dark and chilly. |
awakened from my slumber still not hearing a sound
from the neighbour.

| realized another ailment had stricken me. My one
hearing ear was going deaf, too. | tested it by clapping my
hands, but | could not hear a thing. Not being able to
hear and see, | felt as if my arms and legs were tied so
tightly together that | could not budge. Whether asleep
or awake, it felt like death just the same. It was life in
death. All this while, | was secretly waiting for my wife to
return to me.
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| did not bother to keep track of time, but I did know
that many days passed. No one came to see me. | was
anxiously waiting for someone although | had wanted to
be left alone in the beginning. It dawned on me afresh
that my wife was gone forever never to return. Complete-
ly cut off from all human contacts, the heavy silence and
loneliness hung heavily on me. | was utterly desolate.

Slowly and cautiously | got up and felt my way to my
room. The house was dark and silent as a tomb. | felt like
the chill of the cold draft cutting through me. The
house was absolutely empty. What was | to do now?
Suicide seemed to be the only solution. Everyone who
could leave, had left me and everything that | could lose
had been taken from me. What was left of me? This
useless body, was hardly worth living for. It was merely a
futile dream to expect a saviour like Miss Sullivan to get
me out of my desperation as she did for deaf and dumb
Helen Keller. Once a philosopher said, “Life itself has
endless possibilities. Life means creation ..." People
should be able to live a creative life just because they
have life in themselves; however, for me the possibility
was very slim. Life could be creative for those who enjoy
three meals a day, go where they want to go, hear what
they want to hear and see what they want to see. I could
do none of these things. It had no meaning for me, a
blind and deaf person.

Another philosopher once said that the past and the
future are interrelated with the present and the essence
of the universe is in the ever changing “now"’, creating
new things along the stream of time. He also said quality
of life is not dependent on thinking or talking but on
actual personal experiences and direct observations.
How could 1, with my handicap and experience observe
anything? How could | undergo anything in utter dark-
ness and silence? There was no future for me. Therefore,
| concluded that | deserved to die. It had beiter be
successful this time.
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A razor blade was a good idea. After a long search, |
found a razor but unfortunately there was no blade in it. |
continued to look around and finally found it under the
vinyl floor covering. | thought | was ready for | had no
grudge against anyone, because all had been forgiven.
Just a cut through the vein on my neck would do the job
successtully. However, | was not quite ready yet for | felt
I left undone some matters which should have been
taken care of. | wanted to be free of all debts. Primarily
my wife came to my mind. | realized that instead of
having grievances against her and the girls, | was the one
who had to apologize for causing them much pain.
Secondly, | thought of my parents, brothers and sisters to
whom | had become a burden. There was absolutely no
one to be blamed for my misfortune. | was the one who
needed to be forgiven for being so stupid and unworthy.

The peddler who slapped my father, friends in church
and school, the teachers and the high school girls in
Nonsan, doctors | had visited, the doctor-friend who had
- told me the truth about my eyes and the old lady in
Pyungtack who had treated me—all these people
appeared in front of my eyes. Though they were not
physically present, | asked for forgiveness. If | had held a
grudge against anyone, if | had hated anyone, | wanted to
clear it all. Without regret and with a clean heart, | was
ready to leave the world once again. Various thoughts
kept coming to my mind to delay my decision to die.
Tears welled up in my eyes and started pouring down like
water from a spring. This lingering attachment to the
world had to be severed first before | took the final
action. It was not as simple as | had thought it would be. |
somehow was unwilling to let go. Patiently trying to erase
all memories of my loved ones, | waited for the tears to
stop flowing. It was an effort to restore my composure.
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XVII

While my body and mind were engrossed in ihe
suicidal attempt, | suddenly lost consciousness, and fell
to the floor.

“lohn! John!" | heard someone calling me. Not
thunderous and loud but continuous, the voice seemed
to fill up the room. Taken aback, | opened my eyes o see
the bright light shining in my room and sweet smelling
fragrance filling it. Still ringing around me, the voice
continued to shout my name, ordering me to get up.

“Who are you?”" | blurted out, and did not quite realize
that | could miraculously hear and see. "Where are you?”
Frantically waving my arms, | asked over and over again.

“lI am Jehovah your God. Don't say you are all alone
because | am always with you. You will know that you are
not alone. Read page 320 of the Old Testament; it
belongs to you.”

“What page?” | asked.

“Page 320, the voice repeated, fading away and
disappeared into the air. The bright light which filled my
room and the voice were gone and again | found myself
in complete darkness.

“John, John.” | could still hear the voice again and
again, and | seemed to see the bright light, too. Whether
in a dream or not, | could not tell. | was breathless and
overjoyed with excitement.

“1 am not alone. He is still with me,”” | said to myself.
He clearly told me that He was Jehovah, my God. It really
puzzles me why God manifested Himself before me
when | was not seeking Him. Thirty-seven years of my
life, | had not had any personal experience of knowing
God, or ever seeking to know Him. Going to church,
singing in the choir and saying public prayers were mere
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outward gestures of pretension and habit. Moreover,
recently, God had been totally left out of my conscious-
ness. He had been forgotten for a very long time. How
and why He appeared to me at this crucial time to tell me
that He was still with me was something | just did not
know. He said He would prove Himself. It couldn’t be
real. It was incredible! My heart was pounding from the
incident. God’s message for me was on page 320 of my
Old Testament. | had better read it right away.

I found the Bible and rushed out of the house. Right
then, | noticed that my hearing was restored, for | could
hear the footsteps of the people walking on the streets. |
yelled to the people who passed by.

"Excuse me—you who are passing by right now.”

“What can | do for you?"" was the voice of a youth who
must have been on his way to school.

“lI am sorry to bother you. As you can see, | am blind
and | want to ask you a favor.” After | told him my story
briefly and asked him to come into the house to read to
me from the Bible on page 320; he opened it and said,
“Joshua, chapter one.”

“Joshua chapter one?” | had never paid attention to
this chapter before. | begged him to read it for me.

“As | was with Moses, so | will be with you. | will not
fail you or forsake you. Only be strong and very
courageous, being careful to do according to all the law
which Moses my servant commanded you. Turn not from
it to the right hand or to the left, that you may have good
success wherever you go ... Be strong and of good
courage. Do not be frightened neither be dismayed, for
the Lord your God is with you wherever you go.” The
student went on to the end of the page with gladness,
noticing my delight in hearing the Word. The voice of the
student gradually changed into the voice | heard in that
bright light and was talking to me personally! | could
hear, “Be strong and courageous; be not frightened,

50



neither be dismayed, for the Lord your God is with you
wherever you go,” over and over again. The boy left me
after finishing the chapter and | was by myself once
again.

This time | knew | wasn’t really alone, though, because
He was with me and He would not forsake me. This new
found faith and dependence on God filled my heart with
joy overflowing! A spring of hope, happiness and
strength seemed to spurt from the bottom of my heart.
‘This joy | had was something | had not known before,
and it now knew no bounds. Spontaneously, the hymn
burst from my mouth, “Though friends forsake me, Jesus
still loves me. Jesus is my friend, He is the only one.
Though the world may change, Jesus will remain true to
me.” Tears flowing, | sang this hymn over and over.

XVHI

The more | thought of what the Lord told me through
those Bible verses, the more strength and courage was
built up in me, even if the ever-present pitch darkness
surrounded me. With the overflowing joy within me, the
darkness seemed to disappear. He remembered me in
my distress and told me to be of good courage because
He would never forsake me. The assurance He gave me
would always be there to comfort me!

Be strong and be of good courage ... With the power
that comes from God, Joshua was able to lead the
Israelites to the land of Canaan, for he alone could not
have done it. Joshua was but a mere weak man, had God
not been with him. He believed that only the power of
God could help him and because of his faith, he
performed a great miracle.
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In the past, | tried to draw strength from my know-
ledge, talents and money—all of which were secular,
transient values: now they were of no value at all to me in
my crisis. Those indeed had been obstacles placed
between God and me, so | could not find the true light |
was %eeking I said the repentant prayer: “Father, forgive
me for my ignorance. | know now that you are the only
source of all power and that it cannot come from any
other source in the world. Please help me to have power
to overcome this despondency | feel because of my
blindness.”

Is there any meaning for the life of a blind person?
What is the purpose of life for the blind people like me? |
was assured that God would help me find the goal for my
life. Physically I had lost my sight, but how blessed | was
to find the new light— the Saviour Jesus Christ. God had
no way of showing me the way while | just sat around
doing nothing. No! He dared me to move on and take a
brave step forward, looking for the light. It was as though
He was commanding me to rise and go toward the
promised land across the Jordan River, where there is
milk and honey for his chosen people, the Israelites. Out
of a dungeon of darkness, | was ready to emerge and
seek out what | was called to do in this world.

Although 1 had no definite plan, | could not just stay
idle in the dark room. My pilgrim journey was about to
begin. Countless and endless hardships and obstacles
would be placed in my path no doubt, but it would be
well worth itif | could only find the reason for living. Sure
now of my intention, | packed a few personal belongings
and a transistor radio for my personal ‘pilgrim’s prog-
ress’. | did take time to write a little note to the first
person who might happen to notice it as follows:

“This is going to be a short note, because | cannot
see. | am leaving this house by the leading of God to
find His plan for my life. He has given me the
confidence that He will show me the way. Beneath
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His warm protecting arms I am going to be all right.
You don't need to look for me."”

This note was written to no one in particular. | just
had a desire for someone — anyone— to know about
me. Anyone who happened to come around would
read it. It really didn’t make any ditference who it,
might be. | continued, “I am leaving the house just
as it is now because a certain someone may come (O
stay ...

Never had | thought of selling the house because
secretly | was expecting my wife to come home
again. However, | shook off the silly thought, for I
knew she would never return. She was already put
out of my life and would in no way hinder my
decision. And | went on writing, “I don’'t blame
anyone and | forgive everybody and | even forgive
myself. To many people around me | am a debtor,
both materially and morally. So, mother, or anyone,
sell the house for your needs. Whatever you do to
the house, let it be done according to the will of God
and that will suit me well.”

First Part of June 1976

Leaving the note behind, it was near dusk when |
actually left the house. But the sunset did not affect me in
the least as | no longer could see the light. With a little
bundle tied around my waist, | set out on the streets
aimlessly. The reality of life on the streets was beyond the
imagining | had in the confinement of the home. |
stumbled along through the neighbourhood trying to
remember the pictures in my mind. After passing the
doctor’s house situated directly opposite my house, |
came upon the wide road in front of apartments that led
to the Girls High School. A lot of patience and intuition
were needed through these first groping explorations. It
was dangerous, if not impossible, to walk in the middle
of the road, so | stuck close to the buildings at the side,
groping with my hands. Inconvenient obstacles were
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strewn all over my pathway. Stumbling on a stone,
running right into the electric pole, bumping my fore-
head, being blocked by an open door-—at times | would
receive a blow and bump that would take my breath
away. My body was worn out from the ordeal and from
my irregular dietl.

Once | was out of the familiar road, | lost all sense ol
direction, walking aimlessly, not knowing where | was
going. The contempt and sneering of heartless people
was harder to endure than the actual struggle of getting
around. | was the target of ridicule among the children
on the streets. Adults would ignore me and go on their
way, but the kids would make cruel remarks!

“Can’t you see?”

“"Look at him, he has his eyes open but he pretends he
is blind.”

“No, he can see; he is just acting so he can be a lazy
beggar.”

Some of them would wave their hands in front of my
eyes to make sure that | couldn’t see. Some would even
throw dirt at me and stick out their legs to try to trip me.
Some would follow along to bother me. | must have been
a pitiful sight. In spite of all my troubles, | was sure of
God’s presence with me and His power in me. It was
hard, nevertheless.

God kept reminding me, saying, “Have patience, have
courage.” Tears ran down my face endlessly, like a baby
overwhelmed with bitter self-pity and despair. At last, the
first long day of my journey came to an end.

“Watch out for the bicycle!” one of the high school
girls cried out tauntingly, when the bicycle was standing
at the opposite side. Startled by the sudden warning, |
quickly moved toward the wall where the bicycle was,
and as | tried to grab the falling bicycle, the bicycle and |
came tumbling down together hopelessly. As | just lay
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there completely bewildered from the shock and the
~ bump, | heard the girls giggle at the pitiful sight. Right
there lying on the ground, | decided to call it a day
because both my body and my mind desperately needed
arest. The streets were getting quiet because most of the
pedestrians had already gone home, so | realized that it
was evening. | was starved and exhausted, ready to
collapse.

Maybe it was a hasty decision to leave home with no
destination, so | thought of a recently married friend
whose house was pretty close by, where | could spend
the night and think further. I would have to call him over
the phone, tell him my story and have him come to get
me for | could not find my way there alone. First | had to
find a public phone booth.

The girls who had giggled at me when | fell down,
stayed around until | got to my feet again after quite a
while. They were watching me closely.

“Are you still there?” | asked. “Will you show me to a
public phone? | have to call someone.”

There was a moment’s silence as | raised my arms
asking for a hand, for they hesitated to come near me.
Then, a small and warm delicate hand took mine.

’

“Please come this way,” a girl said sweetly.

“Thank you.” She carefully led me without saying a
word. | too, remained silent. The rest of the girls tagged
along.

“Here at this store, there’s a phone,” she said.

“Thank you kindly,” | replied and truly meant it. “You
can go now. | can handle it."” However, she hesitated to
leave and stayed a bit longer to apologize. /| am sorry. |
did not know that you couldn’t see.”” With this, she
disappeared.
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XIX

“What happened? What are you doing there at this
time of the day?” My friend bombarded me with
questions as he rushed to the store. But before | had a
chance to answer his questions, he put me in a car and
drove me to his home.

“I am glad you called me. Since it is getting dark, you
just spend the night with us here,” he said kindly. He
mentioned that he had heard of my story and was sorry
that he did not call on me earlier. He was more than glad
to be of any help. He continued, “Let’s spend a few days
here thinking of some future plans.”

His wife greeted me kindly, an uninvited guest, and
prepared such a hearty meal for me that | melted in
gratitude, basking in their warm hospitality. He made me
stay in one of his rooms and they both took care of me to
the best of their ability. He intentionally avoided asking
tedious details of my misfortunes and uncertain plans for
fear that | might feel uncomfortable. A few days were
spent in comfort and peace, then it dawned on me that |
was really a burden on my friend. It was out of the
question that | should stay with a friend when | had
chosen to be independent of my own family. | was not
going to be a burden to anyone. The flow of passing time
could not bring any solution for my problem. | had a call
to fulfill and | could not just stay here with no particular
view in mind. This seemed only a temporary pause
before the long journey. Especially when my friends went
to work, it was quite uncomfortable staying there even
though they were very kind. | did not want to inconve-
nience them indefinitely. Yet, | just did not know what to
do.

Then one day a group of friends came to see me. They
discussed among themselves how to solve my dilemma.
One of them suggested that | go home with him, so he
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could share the burden. | could spend some time with
each of them in turn if only to break the monotony.

But my friends with whom | was staying said, “Spend-
ing time with friends here and there will not solve the
problem. We should get at the core of it. Of course it is
entirely up to John, but | think that it will be best for him
to return home.”

Another well meaning friend said, “Nothing would be

changed if he returned home ...” Then someone else
added, “The adverse circumstances have to be taken care
of first ... I don’t think that visiting around is the solution

either. It will take time before we can decide on what has
to be done. Until then, we should be glad to have him at
our homes.”

At this moment, Mr. Whang declared with impatience,
“Itis up to John to decide what he wants to do. | will have
him stay at our home until he makes up his mind.”” They
concluded that they had no solution for me either.
However, | could catch their desire for me to return
home. Nobody could help me even if he wanted to.

| felt sorry and ashamed at being such a burden to
friends. | should have told them that | would return
home to ease their burden, but | knew for sure that |
should leave home in search for the will of God for me. |
would have told them of my plan if they could have
understood my confrontation with God.

| knew | had to say something to the thoughtful
friends. “Thank you everyone, for your concern. | need
time to think about what to do with my life. As you
suggested, | could visit around at your homes, but at the
moment | think | would rather spend one more night
here ... so why don't you go your ways now. | will call on
you when | know what | am going to do.” Since there was
nothing particularly helpful they could do for me, they
agreed to leave. As they left, each one assured me of
his willingness to help me any way he could.
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“They were not any help in coming here ... make
yourself at home and take your time,” said Mr. Whang
tiredly. With thase words, he went to his room.

| made up my mind to leave at once. Thanking my
friend for a few days of rest, | was ready for my journey
ahead. | should not look for a comfortable and easy life.
For the last time, | went into the cozy bedroom to have a
good night's rest before starting off. Tossing and turning,
my mind full of many thoughts, ['could not fall asleep. |
rose to go to the washroom. Quietly | tiptoed into the
hall. From my friend's bedroom, | heard him talking to
his wife. “What kind of a woman is Mr An’s wife? How
could she run away from her poor blind husband?” | did
not want to hear this, but not wanting to make more
noise for fear they would catch me eavesdropping, |
stood still as a statue.

My friend’s voice was low, but his wife's was getting
sharper as she said, “Why don’t one of you go to see her
and talk her into returning?”

“We would, but no one knows where she is.”
“I heard that he has parents and brothers and sisters.”
“We'll find out about that soon.”

“Do you think he will return home if his parents ask
him?2”

“1 don't know ...”

“He may stay with us indefinitely. Why do you keep
him?¢”

“"How can | drive a blind man out? He has been a friend
of mine since we were young.”

“l know you are good friends, but doesn’t he have
other friends?””

“Let's give him some time. I'm sure he will do
something soon.”

“"How long?”
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“Lower your voice, he might hear you.”

As quietly as | could, | walked back to my room,
forgetting to stop at the bathroom. | regretted terribly my
staying with them. It had been a mistake to impose on a
friend even for a short time, and to listen to their
conversation, even accidentally. | was too selfish to
consider others. | was too busy thinking of myself.
Because of my thoughtlessness, | brought shame upon
my family. My friends might eventually contact them to
take me back home if | remained here.

The next day, as soon as my friend had left for work, |
quietly walked out of the house. The future was bleak
‘indeed. Yet | had no choice but to move on aimlessly
because there was no place for me to linger. No concrete
plan was in sight.

“Make yourself at home. | will come home directly
from work,” my friend had said as he left for work that
morning. However, | thought it best to leave the way |
did in order to avoid any complications. | did not want to
impose any more inconvenience on anyone. There was
no need to contact friends, relatives or family for | had
left everyone | had known, all my past memories and
things | had cherished behind me to start a new life,
because it could be called life to live in darkness. It was
death. Time seemed to lose its meaning when there was
no difference between day and night. In the midst of
darkness, amazingly | could sense a flow of time toward
some direction when | was constantly running into things
and hurting myself. This continuous encounter was a
clear proof of my going somewhere no matter how
uncertain my direction was. Thus | roamed around with
the flow of time, endlessly. Soon the little provisions |
had brought along ran out, and | started begging and
looked for a place to sleep through the night on a street
corner or a park bench.

In the early summer evening it was a little too chilly to
stay outside, so | tried to find a warm spot to spend the
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night by a chimney along a wall, where | could feel some
warmth of the heat. It wasn't too difficult. One sleepless
night, | got up to take a stroll just to kill the time. Staying
close to the wall of the house, | walked up and down the
alley very quietly so as not to disturb the people in the
house.

“Who is it?” suddenly a policeman screamed at me,
thinking | was a thief trying to break in. He knocked me
to the ground and beat me mercilessly without giving me
a chance for explanation,

“You were going to break into the house, weren’t
you?”" he shouted, and kicked me once again.

“lam blind,” I pleaded, ““I was not trying to break in. |
was taking a walk because | couldn't fall asleep.”

“Don‘tlie to me!" he said as he punched me again and
again in the stomach and side. ““So you are blind, you
liar.” He knocked me to the ground and beat me until |
was unable to move. | could in no way convince him that
I'was blind. The policeman dragged me roughly to the
police station. It would have been much easier had |
simply followed him. As | stumbled and groped trying to
follow him, | sensed his eyes peering steadily into my
face.

“Are you really blind?"" he asked. He would find out
himself with the flashlight he had, so | did not say
anything,

Finally, convinced of my blindness, “1 am very sorry.
You really are blind,” he apologized. | remained standing
just waiting for the man to release me. He really seemed
ashamed for his careless attack upon a poor innocent
blind man.

“Well,” he said, “I am very sorry. Why don’t you come
along to the police station anyway to spend the night. It is
cold outside ..."” | accepted his offer, but soon regretted
it. I will never seek to spend the night in the police
station even if it was rainy. One night was enough.
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““How could a blind man look for a wife? Would he be
able to touch her? A lame woman with seeing eyes would
be a perfect match because he can be the legs and she
can be the eves.” The people at the police station joked
about it so heartlessly. They teased and made fun of me
with insults to kill the boring night hours. | was an easy
prey for them to ridicule.

Many many more humiliating experiences were wait-
ing for me to endure, all of which | dreaded very much.
To find the meaning of life for me, | plowed through the
long and hard road ever so patiently. Hoping and
yearning that there might be some kind of light at the end
of this journey, | plodded on.

Nothing would be impossible for me to conquer if |
could only see, | thought. The eye is the window of the
body. The window was slammed down right in front of
me to confine me in the world of dark despondency. In
search for the open window to my spirit | was progres-
sing slowly on this journey; it was the only alternative for
my life. When God closed the door, He meant for me (o
seek another one, and | was willing to follow His will for
me, no matter the cost.

I had an unquenchable yearning to have a home to go
to. But home is not a home if no one is there to welcome
you and love you. The cruel fact that | was not wanted by
anyone hurt me deeply. | heard people getting on and off
the bus and footsteps disappearing into the distance
toward their homes, where they could share evening
meals and hearty conversation. How | wished | had a
home —1 slumped down around the chimney outside to
spend the chilly night. Good and happy days were gone
from me, and the merciless reality was ever before me.

A spiritual home, where my spirit could find rest was
what | really needed at this point. For this purpose, | left
everything behind—home, family and friends. | desper-
ately needed the higher power which is beyond human
power. Only the faith | had that | would find the light at
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the end of this journey kept me going in spite of the most
adverse circumstances. The Word of God, “Be strong
and courageous, | will not forsake you,” never failed to
give me hope to go on, believing He would guide me to
the light. This was the only means by which | could find
the light through the darkest tunnel where time and
space mean nothing at all.

One day | was nearing a busy section where people
hustle and bustle 24 hours a day. | had arrived at the
Seoul train depot. A bench in the depot would serve as a
bed and the washroom would be most convenient. You
cannot imagine how hard it was to find a washroom. The
train depot would be the most ideal place for me and
here is where my long journey came to an end.

XX

My overwhelming predicament which seemed so
impossible was now chipped away into half its size
since a place to sleep and a washroom had been
conveniently located for a blind beggar like me. Streams
of people coming and going made it easy for me to hog
also. Nobody paid special attention to me or bothered
me, so it was a blessing indeed.

The train depot not only provided a place to stay, but
the chance to get acquainted with people and to share
some human affection. Among the throng of people
moving around the depot, there was a certain group of
people who were stationed in the depot just as | was —
the newspaper peddler, shoe-shine boys, and porters.
These people did not pay attention to me even if | was an
intruder into their territory. Even though they ignored
me, | was grateful that they let me stay. They accepted me
as one of the unfortunate people as they were. We had a
common understanding.
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As we got familiar after seeing each other for some
time, some of them began to take an interestin me. They
would show me to the washroom and share their lunches
with me when | was hungry. They included me in their
conversation. Thus | was slowly being accepted into the
community of the poor.

A new light began to shine on my dark path. It dawned
on me that the long journey was over at last. The light
awakened my dead spirit in personal encounters with
these people. My spirit and body basked in the warmth
and light. Here, in the Seoul train depot, | experienced
the new light | was seeking for so long. Yet | still had the
important task of deciding which path to follow. That is,
what | should do with my life. One thing was certain —

-this depot was where the Lord had led me. He started His
work with me here through a newspaper boy named Jin
Yong. It was around eleven o’clock and there were only a
few travellers left in the depot. Like any other evening |
sat on an empty bench fingering my beard in deep
thought. Then the clatter of footsteps stopped in front of
me and someone said, “Mr An, | am going home now,
see you in the morning.” It was Jin Yong.

A man was going down from Jerusalem to Jericho,
and he fell among robbers, who stripped him and
beat him, and departed, leaving him half dead. Now
by chance a priest was going down the road, and
when he saw him he passed by on the other side. So
likewise a Levite, when he came to the place and saw
him, passed by on the other side. But a Samaritan, as
he journeyed, came to where he was. And when he
saw him, had compassion on him, and went to him
and bound up his wounds, pouring on oil and wine.
Then he set him on his own beast and brought him
to an inn, and took care of him ...

Many people passed by the beaten man, but who took
the trouble to care for him? The despised and persecuted
Samaritan showed compassion to the man, beaten and
stripped. The poor and lowly shoe-shine boys and
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newspaper boys were the ‘good Samaritans’ for me. | can
never pay the debts | owe for their kindness. Jin Yong,
especially, was close to me and most helpful. At the end
of a long day of newspaper peddling, he would come to
me to say goodbye for the night. Like all the others, he
would go home in the evening and come back in the
morning. However, this night, with a sad and forlorn
voice he bid me ‘good-bye’, and | answered, also
depressed to have him leave. He turned away, but the
sound of his footsteps halted; then he turned around
and walked back toward me. Grabbing both of my hands,
his face and and breast buried on my dirty, shabby knees,
he cried. | sat there speechless. No words can picture
this scene. His gentle touch and heartwarming tears
falling on my knees sufficed more than any words.

He cried for me and no doubt he might have been
crying for himself, too. Deep down in our hearts, we had
compassion for each other. We could understand the
common feelings. | fondly patted his back.

At last, lin Yong implored me, “Let’s go to my house.”

“Thank you, but it’s all right,” | answered. “l am used
to living like this now. Don’t worry about me, | am fine. |
know how you feel about me. Go on home.”

However, he persisted, It may be all right for you, but
| cannot leave you here any longer. Just for today, come
home with me, | won't go home if you don’t come
along.” He pulled my hand.

Jin Yong's house was a small shack located up on a hill,
in the poorest section of the town, as | had suspected. As
we walked up the hill, he said, “My parents passed away
and | have only a grandmother who has been taking care
of me.” The kindly grandmother greeted us in that one
room shack. She was in ill health because of a stroke she
had suffered earlier,

Jin Yong introduced me, “Grandmother, this is Mr An,
the man | told you about.”
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“l am so glad to meet you, but as you can see, | am not
a good hostess because of my poor health.” Moving
away the blanket, she tried to get out of her bed.

| said, ““Please stay in bed and rest. | am sorry that you
are ill, I did not know about it.”

I would have prepared supper had | known that you
were coming,” she mumbled. Actually, she was not able
to take care of Jin Yong either.

Jin Yong made me sit in the corner of the room and
went to the kitchen to prepare our supper, saying, "It will
take a little while to get supper.” The truth is that he
made big meals every night so there would be enough
for his grandmother to eat the following day until he
returned home in the late evening, for he left too early in
the morning to cook.

The grandmother and | did not have much to say. She
mumbled to herself, "Poor child. He is so young ..."" My
heart was heavy to know that Jin Yong carried such a
heavy burden on his small shoulders. Other boys in the
train depot shared similar burdens, even though they did
not deserve such a fate. The heavy burden of poverty and
hardship were crushing them down. Childhood dreams
and hopes were a luxury they could not afford. They
struggled to feed themselves, working long hours in their
lowly places. Jin Yong did not deserve such a life.
What’s more, he also suffered for his grandmother. | felt
ashamed to be an added burden on Jin Yong. It amazed
me how he maintained a constant peace and joy in these
circumstances. He never seemed discouraged and was
always very kind. To be independent from everyone, |
had left home, and now, here | was depending on a
young boy. | could not help feeling a great inadequacy.

| thought men are to carry each other’'s burdens
because we care for each other. True happy life could be
found only in helping others. It was embarrassing for me
to recognize my ignorance until now about sharing
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