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To Bethany “Betsy,” my lifelong friend with whom I’ve shared a 
lifetime of experiences, a year-long singing tour around the country 
(40+ states), trips to Florida to bask in the sun, lunches, shopping 
trips, and times spent at each other’s homes catching up on every-

thing. You make me laugh so easily. I always smile at your sign-offs 
after we finish talking on the phone.

You say it as one word: “Loveyoubye.”

I love you too.



Trust

Sharlene MacLaren

Whatever you are going through, God knows. 
Lay down your heavy load, your cares, your woes. 
He knows that you are tired, can hardly face the day. 
Take heart; the Lord, your God, will make a way.

To you, the road ahead is insecure, 
But to our God, the path ahead is sure. 
He hears your pleading cries; He sees each fallen tear. 
Be brave; do not be overcome by fear.

When burdens are much more than you can bear, 
Don’t worry, weary one; your God’s aware. 
He knows your troubled heart; His love is deep and wide. 
Look up! The Lord, your God, is on your side!
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PROLOGUE

There is not a creature unapparent before him; but all things are naked 
and laid bare to his eyes, with whom we have to do.  

—Hebrews 4:13

July 1946 • Tokyo, Japan

The smells of fish, nicotine, and sweat lay heavy in the hot, sticky 
air. Shipping docks littered with cigarette butts, animal waste, 

food scraps, and whatnot bustled with activity as soldiers carrying hav-
ersacks hurried past, and gulls swooped down to peck at the muddy 
earth. Hot bodies pressed together in a none-too-straight line, all vying 
for a spot on the monstrous steamer, a converted battleship, that would 
take them back to their beloved homeland, America. Ever since the 
United States had started occupying Japan, American troops had come 
and gone, serving months-long stints to help keep the peace among mil-
itary and civilians as well as rebuild the war-torn country.
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Private First Class Henry Griffin held his place in line among 
hundreds of other soldiers and their wives, awaiting his turn to board. 
He adjusted the thick leather strap of his overlarge backpack across 
his shoulder. It was heavy with souvenirs and a myriad of belongings 
he’d collected over the past year. Babies wailed, dogs barked, seagulls 
squawked, and men laughed and talked loudly over the din. Some 
smoked while they stood in line, others read American newspapers or 
magazines, and still others simply waited impatiently on the dock, shift-
ing their weight as a grueling sun beat down on them.

Orders from one of the commanders rang out from a crackling 
loudspeaker, but the words were lost to Henry’s ears due to the cries of 
a discontented baby squirming in his mother’s arms just ten or so feet in 
front of him. The mother reached for a bottle under the flap of a bag she 
carried, her soldier husband trying to lend assistance. She shoved the 
nipple end into the infant’s mouth, and sweet silence followed. The line 
moved forward a few steps.

For the hundredth time that day, Henry thought about his wife 
Nora. How would it be when they first locked eyes? A twinge of excite-
ment mixed with guilt stirred inside him. They had talked about whether 
she should join him in Japan, but with a new baby, they’d decided it 
best she move in with her parents until his return. He wished now he’d 
insisted she come. No doubt it would’ve been better in the long run. 
He tried to push aside his tangled emotions by withdrawing his wallet 
from his back pocket and taking out the wrinkled photograph he kept 
stored between a few dollar bills. Nora had sent him the photo of his 
daughter Paige just after her first birthday. Now she was a full sixteen 
months old. How much had she grown? How many teeth did she have? 
How long was her wispy blond hair? Was it long enough for a barrette? 
Babies grew so fast. He tucked the photo carefully away and stuffed his 
wallet back in his pocket. He’d wanted a leave of absence more than 
anything before carrying out his overseas orders, but the Army rarely 
granted soldiers wartime leave, not unless you were sick, wounded, or 
going home in a body bag. He’d have to ease his way into his child’s 
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heart and hope that Nora had showed her his picture every day so that 
when they finally did meet, he wouldn’t be a stranger to her.

Up ahead a ruckus erupted, two privates fighting about one thing 
or another, probably something as simple as their place in line. He’d 
grown accustomed to hotheads. Tensions were always high, even in a 
place where peace rather than war had become the order of the day. The 
pushing and shoving persisted along with the exchange of a few loud 
curse words until an officer intervened and another soldier stepped up 
to help separate the two. In time, the fellows calmed down, one of them 
sauntering off to light up a cigarette.

“You goin’ home to family, soldier?” someone asked from behind. 
He turned at her voice. She was a small woman, probably in her sixties 
by the look of her wrinkled skin and graying hair pulled tight into a 
severe bun. She gave him a kindly smile. 

“Yes, yes, I am. And you? Are you preparing to hitch a ride on this 
ageless warrior with all these bumbleheaded men? I hope you’re not 
expecting a peaceful journey.”

Her smile remained. “It won’t bother me. I’m just glad to have 
received permission to board. My sister who lives outside of Chicago is 
quite ill, and I haven’t seen her in three years. I’m worried if I don’t get 
this chance to visit her, I may not have another one.”

“I see. Well then, I’m glad it worked out for you. You must have a 
special connection to have gained permission to board.”

“Oh, I do.” She winked at him. “My son is an army captain so he 
pulled a few strings.” 

“How did you find yourself in Japan—in such uncertain times?”
“Oh, goodness, this is more my home than America. My husband 

and I both came here as mere youngsters, newlyweds we were, and, in 
fact, raised four sturdy boys here, two of whom are married. The oldest 
is living here in Tokyo with his wife, and the second oldest is serving in 
the Army. He too is married. The younger two went back to the United 
States and are attending Moody Bible Institute in downtown Chicago. 
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I’ll have a chance to visit them when I go see my sister, so my trip has a 
twofold purpose. We’re a missionary family in case you were wondering.”

“Ah! Missionaries.” Henry had been raised in a Christian home 
himself; in fact, his father was a preacher. He’d even married a fine 
Christian woman. Too bad he’d wandered off the straight and narrow 
over the past several months. He’d never let on to Nora though. As far 
as she knew, he’d been living a saintly life, ministering to his fellow sol-
diers and spreading the good news. And to quell any doubts she might 
have about his testimony, he always ended his letters with a passage of 
Scripture and a brief prayer.

It hadn’t taken him long to learn the Army was no place to live a 
holy life, especially not in wartime when the government itself encour-
aged smoking breaks and the occasional drinking challenge if you hap-
pened to have a night off. Even the officers were known to partake—in 
different, more sophisticated circles. A man had to do something to 
drown out the sordid images of death and demise that haunted every-
one’s heads. If a few beers didn’t do the trick, might be a pretty Japanese 
lady could help. He cringed at that reality, but the woman engaging him 
in conversation brought his mind back into focus. 

She leaned in. “Oh, it’s not the sort of news we publish, that we’re 
missionaries, that is.” She cleared her throat and lowered her voice. “We 
could well be sent back to America if the government should get wind 
of our work. Instead, we carry out our church work under the guise of 
operating a laundry service. It’s pretty successful too. In the evenings, 
we hold Bible studies in a small room at the back of our house. We have 
been spreading God’s Word for years—with the Lord’s protective guid-
ance, of course.”

“That’s amazing. Don’t know as I’ve ever met a mission—er, an 
American laundress—before.” He gave her a little grin, quite pleased, 
if not surprised, to have been made privy to such secretive information.

“Oh, goodness.” She placed a hand on his arm and cast him a wor-
ried glance. “You aren’t going to report me to the authorities, are you?”
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“What? Good grief, no. I’m heading back to America. The last thing 
I want to do is speak with the Japanese authorities. They might come up 
with some reason to detain me.” 

“Oh, my, we wouldn’t want that.”
There came a brief pause in their exchange. Another announce-

ment crackled on the loudspeaker, an officer announcing the boarding 
of another cavalry unit, although not Henry’s. Just get me on that boat so 
I can start preparing myself for going home. Home. Where Nora and Paige 
patiently waited.

“What of your family? Do you and your wife have any children?”
Her question took him quite by surprise. She gave a low chuckle. 

“I noticed you’re wearing a wedding ring. Women always notice such 
things.”

He glanced down at his left hand where his gold wedding band glis-
tened in the sunlight. “Oh! Ha! That’s quite comical. Yes, I’m married, 
and I have a daughter I haven’t even met yet. She’s almost a year and a 
half now.”

“Oh, my! You must be so excited to reunite with them!”
“I sure am! I married my wife fresh out of high school when I was 

a sophomore at Michigan State. The government caught up with me, 
though, and drafted me in late forty-four. After that, it was off to train-
ing camp for me and then once the United States bombed Tokyo in 
Operation Meetinghouse, I received my overseas orders to report to 
Japan. Been working with the Allied Forces throughout the occupation. 
When I came here, the city was in quite a mess.”

“Oh, don’t I know it. Beginning with the Doolittle Raid in forty-two, 
we sat on pins and needles wondering when the next bombs would drop. 
Miraculously, throughout all the bombings, our laundry service went 
untouched. Of course, the last raid was the one that prompted Emperor 
Hirohito to begin the peace talks. We were never so thankful as when 
Japan surrendered. So many innocent lives lost in that tragedy. I know 
that General MacArthur saw the mission as necessary, and I don’t doubt 
it was, but to see so many innocent citizens perish was heart-wrenching.”
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“That’s always the case in times of war. Innocent bloodshed is often 
a result.”

“Yes.” There was a bit of a pause in conversation. “So, you did not 
bring your wife with you. I have noticed many American soldiers having 
family here.”

“We decided it best she stay back, being that she was with child. 
She moved in with her parents back in our hometown, Muskegon, 
Michigan.”

“That makes a world of sense.” She smiled, bit down on her lip, and 
pondered something before speaking again. “You and your wife are 
churchgoers?”

“We sure are!” This he said without hesitation. “I was raised in the 
church. My father is a Wesleyan pastor, and my grandfather, rest his 
soul, pastored in the Pilgrim Holiness denomination.” Why were his 
nerves starting to get the better of him? 

“That’s lovely. And your wife? Was she too raised in a Christian 
home?”

“Yes, my wife is a fine Christian woman. There was a time I—” As 
soon as he spoke the words, he wished he could take them back. She 
lifted graying eyebrows in a silent question—as if to encourage him. He 
weighed his thoughts with care. “Well, there was a time I considered 
going into the ministry.”

Her hazel eyes brightened. “And what should keep you from fulfill-
ing that passion now?”

He thought a minute, tilted his head upward to gaze at a single 
cloud amid a sea of blue, and then gazed back at the woman missionary. 
“I suppose my faith has waned a bit since I joined the Army.”

Her mouth turned up into what appeared to be an understanding 
smile. “It happens, young man. Seek the Lord, and you will find Him. 
He hasn’t moved, not even a particle, so you needn’t look far for Him. 
But you must do it with a true sense of longing in your heart.”

He gave a slow nod. “I thank you for that.”
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They seemed to have run out of things to say, at least for the moment, 
so he turned himself around and faced forward again, eagerly awaiting 
the next boarding announcement.

“Henry,” came a soft voice. He felt a light touch on the arm and 
quickly turned. His stomach dropped to the ground at the sight of her. 
“I see you one more time,” she said in her broken English.

“R-Rina.” His voice cracked. “What are you—why are you here?” 
“I come—say goodbye.” She sounded desperate. He dared not look 

at the missionary, even though he heard her tiny gasp. He coughed and 
then jumped out of line, taking the Japanese girl by the arm and lead-
ing her away, out of everyone’s earshot, knowing with certainty that the 
older woman had to be drilling fiery holes into his back. He should have 
known better than to divulge anything personal to her.  

Once away from the bustling crowd of tired and impatient soldiers, 
he found a shady spot and halted the girl in front of him, looking down 
on her nearly flawless face. Yes, he’d been attracted to her; he’d admit 
that. She worked at the military commissary and a lot of fellows flirted 
with her, but he’d known from the start that she had eyes only for him. 
To be honest, the notion flattered him. She’d asked him more than once 
to take her out, but he’d laughingly turned her down, telling her he was 
married and even had a child.

“You bring me to States,” she’d said imploringly. “I make you happy. 
I have lot of love in my heart.”

At that, he’d laughed again. Silly girl, he’d thought. Days, then 
weeks, then months passed. He saw her nearly every day, not that he 
necessarily sought her out, but she was just there—in the dining com-
mons feeding hungry soldiers, working in the commissary, selling cig-
arettes and rations, and flashing her warm smile at everyone she met. 
Soldiers admired her, but mostly from afar. It was no secret she had her 
sights set on Private First Class Henry Griffin, never mind that he was 
a married man with a young child. He could have, should have, nipped 
it in the bud, but he allowed her to play her little game. Maybe even 
encouraged it to boost his ego. He was no Cary Grant, after all.
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Then came that fateful night when he and a number of his bud-
dies decided to saunter down to the local drinking club. As soon as 
he entered the place, he’d seen her sitting at a table with some of her 
girlfriends. The local women always patronized the drinking establish-
ments in hopes of hooking up with an American soldier who, with a 
little luck, might eventually whisk them off to America. Their glances 
immediately connected, and he’d foolishly encouraged her with a wave 
and a smile. Servers plunked drinks on their table, and like everyone 
else present, he started imbibing. Loud music, laughter, dancing, and 
raucous conversation filled the place.

Next thing he knew, Rina coaxed him onto the dance floor, where he 
got lost in the twangy tunes and their swaying bodies. By the wee hours 
of the morning, he’d totally lost all sense of reason and found himself 
outside with her, his head whirling with dizzying drunkenness, and his 
body staggering, as they made their way, arm in arm, up the littered, 
narrow street to her rundown, two-room flat. He had little memory of 
the night, only that he’d very quickly and shamefully used her for his 
own pleasure, and she’d encouraged it, afterward proclaiming her undy-
ing love for him and begging him to return the sentiment. He recalled 
too the relentless guilt that settled in on him in that fateful moment and 
his urgent need to escape. Once outside, he’d retched on the street, then 
like a pitiful drifter, made his way back to his barracks.

“I told you not to come today, Rina,” he said, gripping her narrow 
shoulders. “We said our goodbyes at the commissary the other day.”

Tears streaked down her bronze cheek. “I tell you one more time I 
have love for you.” She placed her hands, one on top of the other, across 
her heart.

Guilt seared through his veins. “I’m sorry, Rina, truly I am, but I 
told you I’m married. I have a daughter at home. I—what happened 
between us was wrong.”

“No, no, it very right.” She shook her head. “I have great love for 
you.”
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“No, you don’t. You love the idea of coming to America—like so 
many other women here.”

She sobbed quietly but he dared not show her a bit of comfort lest 
she take it the wrong way. He dropped his hands to his sides. What a 
heartless, idiotic fool he’d been to have led her on! He seriously doubted 
the Lord would forgive him despite what the missionary had said. Henry 
had stepped out of God’s grace. Was there any hope for him? Could he 
ever find his way back to God after all the wrong he’d done? Why, he’d 
even taken up a filthy smoking habit, one he’d have to drop before going 
home to Nora. He’d also learned a few choice curse words that would 
shock the shoes right off his wife’s pretty little feet if his tongue should 
ever slip up.

Rina looked up at him with anxious longing as tears filled her deep 
brown eyes.

“I’m sorry, Rina. I’m sorry for all of it. None of it should have 
happened.”

Rather than argue, she gave a quiet nod. “I want—I need to, to tell 
you something.”

“No, don’t say another word.”
“It very important.”
“Rina, I don’t want to hear it. This is goodbye.” He reached into his 

pocket, withdrew his wallet, and removed all of the Japanese currency 
he had. “Here, take this money. I was going to exchange it for American 
bills when I returned to the States, but you need it more than I do.”

She slapped his hand away and gave her head several fast shakes. 
For the first time ever, he saw flashes of anger spark in her glittery dark 
eyes. “You take my body, and you offer money? I no play woman! You 
not buy me!”

Despite her strong accent and poor English, Rina’s rage was loud 
and clear. Henry felt like cow dung.

“No, no, that wasn’t my intention. I just thought—” Before he could 
finish, she spat at him, just missing his face and hitting his collar instead. 
He stepped back and took a deep breath, letting the spittle slide down 
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his shirt front. He understood her anger. God forgive him, he truly had 
taken something sacred from her. As far as he could tell, she’d been a 
virgin. His heart filled with deep regret. There was nothing he could do. 
Nothing. The loudspeaker crackled, and this time, it was his regiment’s 
turn to board. He hesitated before turning. “I—I have to go now. Listen, 
Rina, I know you copied down my father’s address from one of my enve-
lopes from home. Please, I beg you, don’t try to contact me. It won’t do 
you any good.”

She swiped away at her remaining tears and held her head high. 
“Who want to contact you? Ha!” she scoffed, tossing her long, shimmer-
ing black hair.

But Henry knew it was all bravado—and all his fault. Her shoul-
ders slumped as she turned and walked away from him.

So that was it then. With resolve, he swiveled on his heel and walked 
away, the sun scorching his shoulders as he came back into its punishing 
light. He took great care not to look back. And reminded himself he’d 
have to take every precaution not to cross paths with that missionary 
woman during the voyage back to the States.

He was turning a page in his life. Going home. And putting the past 
and this ugly war far, far behind him. 




