Sample Chapter: The Samurai And The Tea:A Legacy of Japan's Early Christians 

Michael knew that he would soon be somewhere else. Ever since the tea ceremony with his grandmother, he had traveled through time whenever he held the chawan. He had always given in to the process, hoping each time he opened his eyes he would find himself back home. 
Except this time was different. Of course, Michael still wanted to go home. But he couldn’t run out on Thomas and the others. He wanted desperately to know what had happened to them. So while his legs were still tingling, he struggled against the desire to relax. He forced his eyes to open before they had a chance to completely close.
He felt the cold, snow covered ground and he saw that it was still stained with the bloodied footprints of Thomas and his friends. The chawan was still in his hands. He secured it in the large pocket inside his kimono and stood.
The crowd that had lined the streets earlier was already several yards ahead. They, too, must have been anxious to learn the fate of the Christians. Michael followed them.
With each step, his heartbeat quickened. It flapped rapidly in his chest, fluttering like the wings of a frightened bird. And yet, he could not run away. He was closing the gap between himself and his friend.
Michael heard a voice cry out above the crowd, “O Lord, open my lips.” It was Paul Miki. After he intoned these words his companions answered, “And our mouths will proclaim Thy praise!”
Michael shivered, and a puzzling peace entered his soul. The fluttering in his chest faded and the words that fell from the lips of the Christians calmed him somehow. Several people in the crowd began to answer the prayer also.
“Exult in his presence and serve him with joy,” Paul’s voice did not waver.
“Let us come before the Lord and proclaim our thanks.”
“Know that the Lord is God. He made us.”
“We are his people, the sheep of his flock.” 
Michael knew the prayer was true. Though Thomas and the others were being led to further torture and perhaps even death, they were truly the people of God. 
“Cry out his praises as you enter his gates, fill his courtyards with songs.”
“Proclaim him and bless his name for the Lord is our delight.” 
“His mercy lasts forever, his faithfulness through all the ages.”
While some people in the crowd continued to pray, others cried out to the guards, “Jihi, mercy!” One old woman ran beyond the guards and fell to the ground at little Louis’ feet. “Osanago! He is but a little child. An infant to this life,” she wept. 
“Do not cry for me, ancient one,” Louis said to her. “I am ready to go before Our Lord. My soul is at peace, my heart is full of joy.”
There was a hush over the crowd, for they had reached their destination. They stood on top of a wide hill overlooking the sea. The hill had been prepared before their arrival. Twenty-six crosses lay side by side. Three of them were small. They were crosses for children.
Louis asked softly, “Which one is mine?”
A samurai pointed to the smallest one and Louis tried to run towards it. He nearly made it before the shackle on his ankle brought him down. He fell to the ground. He pushed the palms of his hands against the earth and braced himself to rise. Thomas bent and grasped him under the arm. “You are an impatient one. No reason to hurry, Louis. Our day has finally come!” He pulled the boy to his feet and smiled at him.
Louis looked at Thomas with admiration. Michael saw that these Christians shared a love for one another that would bind them beyond death. 
Abruptly, a large guard tromped heavily towards the prisoners and began to undo the shackles at their feet.
Thomas gave Louis’ shoulder an affectionate squeeze just as they were separated. Michael watched in horror as a guard grabbed each of his friends and began fixing them to their crosses. They were not nailed, but fastened by their hands, feet, and necks with iron rings. A rough rope was tightly knotted around their waists.
The missionaries were placed in the center, the crosses of their Christian followers flanking each side. These crosses were different from the crucifixes Michael had imagined. There were beams not only in place for the arms to be secured, but also for the legs. An additional beam extended beyond the others, and the men were straddled upon it. Paul Miki was too short for the cross they had fashioned for him. They tried to stretch his legs to meet the rings on the lower leg beams. Michael saw Paul’s jaw muscles tighten as they strained his body, but he did not cry out. 
And then the guards were finished. Seeing his friends so near to death, Michael’s peace evaporated. He felt as if he couldn’t breathe. His heart began to pound, and there was something bouncing back and forth in his head. It was a word. One small word. But the force of it crashed into his brain. He shouted the word, “No! No!” His cries mingled with those of the crowd. While some wept in agony, others tempted the Christians to renounce their faith and save their lives.
Michael continued to shout, “No, please God, no!” And then, in unison the crosses were lifted on high. Twenty-six stood before the crowd and as one, were thumped into the holes that had been dug for them. Michael felt the thud of the crosses meeting the earth, and saw the waves of pain that shot through the bodies that hung on them.
A woman next to him began to weep loudly, crying, “Anthony! Sochi, my son!” A man with sad eyes stood beside her and took hold of her and held her close to him. Michael saw that the tears of the mother tore at the boy. “I love you, Mother. I love you, most honorable Father,” he shouted to them from his cross. His voice, faltered just a moment, then rose to a crescendo as the voices of all twenty-six joined with his to sing, “Oh saving Victim, open wide - the gate of heaven to man below. 
“Our foes press on from every side, thine aid supply - thy strength bestow.”
Some of those in the crowd began to sing also. Through tears of grief even Anthony’s parents, in the front row, took up the refrain, “All praise and thanks to thee ascend, oh grant us life that shall not end - in our true native land with thee.”
The word, “No!” had stopped echoing in his head. Instead Michael found the words of their song lodged in his throat. Yet, the bloodied faces of his friends displayed no sadness. Though their bodies were battered and bruised and their blood had dried and caked to their cheeks, an amazing splendor spread from their souls and washed over the crowd. Michael stood, transfixed as the faith of his friends surged over him, tugging like an ocean tide. 
The guards separated into two groups. The first formed a barrier between the crosses and the crowd; the second stood ready at the foot of each cross, pulling their long lances from the scabbards at their sides. The end of each lance was fitted with a sharp, glistening blade. One of the guards pulled off the decree of death that had been fastened to his blade.
“Silence!” he ordered. “I read now the sentence of death!” He threw his loud voice as hard as he could over the crowd. “As these men came from the Philippines under the guise of ambassadors, and chose to stay in Miyako preaching the Christian law, which has been severely forbidden, it has been decreed that they be put to death, together with the Japanese who have accepted that law.”
Paul Miki waited until the guard had finished speaking. He struggled to straighten himself upon his cross. He looked out into the crowd and Michael felt as though he was looking directly at him. “All of you who are here, please, listen to me.” Even the air stilled as if to wait for his words.
“I did not come from the Philippines. I am a Japanese by birth and a brother of the Society of Jesus. I have committed no crime, and the only reason I am being put to death is that I have been teaching the doctrine of Our Lord Jesus Christ. This I will continue to do until my last breath. And I thank God that it is for this reason I am about to die.” 
Michael could see that it was becoming more and more difficult for Paul to speak. Still he continued. “The Christian law commands that we forgive our enemies and those who have wronged us. I say here and now, that I forgive all who took part in my death. I do not hate any of you. I pray that my blood will fall as that of a fruitful rain on all of my Japanese brethren.”
Then he looked directly at Michael and said, “Walk always the way of Christ and honor shall be yours at the end.” 
Paul raised his eyes to the heavens and said, “Lord, into thy hands I commend my spirit. Come to meet us, ye Saints of God…”
With a guttural yell the guards began thrusting their blades into the hearts of the men and boys. The warm blood gushed forth from their bodies, melting the snow, painting red rivers on the hill of Nishizaka. The rivers flowed from the crosses of the Christians to the Nagasaki streets.
Michael heard the screams of the crowd. He ran to Thomas, who was being speared at the other end of the line. The throng of people grew thick around him and he had to fight to make his way. Even though Michael knew that his friend was dead, he needed to say good-bye. 
Before he could reach Thomas, who had been crucified on the twentieth cross, one of the guards rammed him with his club. Michael heard a crack near his rib cage. He was stunned a bit, but not in severe pain. He rubbed his side and felt something broken. Oh no, it couldn’t be! He reached inside the kimono and pulled out the broken bits of the chawan. It was beyond repair. Would he never return to his own time? The broken bits fell from his fingers. He slumped to his knees and tried to gather each piece. He wanted so badly to cry. He felt completely helpless and alone. Yet he knew that the twenty-six souls that had just left this world had not cried as they faced torture and death. 
He knew he didn’t have their strength. But he was no longer the fearful boy he had been when he first met them. 
The crowd continued to surge against him, trying to reach the bodies of the martyrs. A woman was hit and fell to the ground beside him. It was Anthony’s mother. “Are you all right?” he asked.
“My son has been put to death,” she said simply.
“I know. I am sorry,” Michael said. 
Her husband reached out for her and said, “Come, we will pray with the others.” The couple approached the area where many had already fallen to their knees. The guards wouldn’t let them close enough to touch their loved ones, but many were tearing bits of cloth from their kimonos and soaking them in the pools of blood.
“Ah, this broken chawan is like ours,” he heard someone say. A woman knelt beside him and helped him to pick up the shattered bits of clay.
“You mean to say this is not the only one?” Michael asked.
The woman stood and pointed to the man who hung upon the second cross. “Kosuma Takeya, the sword maker, he was my brother. He made four of these chawan. They were his last pieces before he was captured along with Father Martin.”
Michael wondered if the other pieces held the same power to send him back and forth through time. He looked past the sword maker, down the long row. He saw that Thomas’ father had died on the fourth cross. Louis and Anthony were right next to one another on the ninth and tenth crosses.
Thomas had been far removed from them on cross number twenty. He had not even been permitted to die next to his father or the other boys, Michael thought. He wondered if Thomas had looked for him in the crowd before he breathed his last. But he had been at the other end of the crosses when the lance had pierced Thomas’ heart. Not even he was near Thomas when he died. 
Michael moved away from the woman, not waiting to learn if he could hold her chawan in his hands. He walked the line of dead martyrs until he stood as close to Thomas’ cross as the guards would allow.
“Good-bye my friend,” he whispered to Thomas. Then he dropped to his knees and began to pray.



