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Boyhood to adolescent years: 
 We meet so many people in our lives, and we are influenced by them many times.  I was 
born as the third son of a fisherman in Hokkaido, the North Island of Japan.  I had four siblings.  
My family was very poor.  My mother was suffering from heart disease, hospitalized and 
discharged so often.  Even at the time of the sport festival at elementary school, which was the 
biggest event for children, my mother could not come to see me, but stayed at home herself in bed.  
I wanted to please her, so I ran fast and received the first prize and showed it to her.  She praised 
me for it.  
  

 I wondered why my family was so poor; then I thought “If we had money, we could be 
happier.”  Money attracted my innocent heart and made me greedy.  I began stealing money from 
others.  When I was a ninth grader, my two other friends and I robbed one’s home, yet we were 
arrested.  I was granted an order of five year probation while my two friends were sent to a 
detention home or the Juvenile Classification School.  I dropped out from school, moved away 
from my hometown, and then got a job (in Saitama Prefecture) near Tokyo. 
 

Marriage and broken relationship: 
 When I was eighteen years old, I got married to my girlfriend at the company.  For a 
while, I worked hard, but gradually, I became lazy and quit my job.  My wife and I went back to 
Hokkaido.  I organized a juvenile motorcycle gang and stayed with punks.  I did not take care of 
my wife; not only that, I often beat her.  She was alone.  I got divorced from her when I was 
twenty one years old.  My first marriage lasted only three years. 
 

Join a Yakuza family (Japanese mafia family): 
 One can live only once.  Either live diligently or live foolishly, everyone dies one day.  I 
thought, “I should enjoy my life since I would die no matter what.  Money is the key for 
happiness.”  I went to Sapporo, the capital of Hokkaido where I met a Yakuza.  Wherever I went, 
he was there, and he asked me to join the Yakuza family.  While I was riding the motorcycle with 
punks, some Yakuza men tried to recruit me to join their Yakuza family.  Back then, I disliked the 
Yakuza.   
 

 But this time, I met this man frequently, and he persistently invited me to join the family, 
so finally I decided to meet the boss of one Yakuza family.  As soon as I met the boss, I told him, 
“I leave my own family and become your family.”  I thought he would be pleased by my words.  
Yet, he said, “Go home!”  I replied, “Why should I go home?”  He answered, “Do you want to 
abandon your family?  Is that what you want?  If you could not love your own family, you would 
not love me, either.”  I was awakened by his words, and I really admired and loved this man.  I 
thought this is the man I should follow and could die for him.   



 

 Being a Yakuza means that you have to show off to gain popularity among gangs, so I 
visited many places and was known as an outlaw.   
 

Relationship with other Yakuza members: 
 The man who brought me to the Yakuza world was a drug addict.  Although I called him 
my big brother, I did not want to be like him.  Being a drug addict, he was always afraid of 
something and becoming suspicious of everyone.  He did not listen to the boss and reluctant to do 
the business.  However, in my second year as a Yakuza, my big brother said, “You are now a 
Yakuza, so you should take drugs at least once.  Then you understand me better.”   I replied to 
him, “OK, I will do it for just once.”  However, once you had a drug, you could not stop it.  The 
drug is the remedy of Satan.  I abused my body and soul by taking drugs.  
 
The life threatening risk of drugs: 
 In my early Yakuza life, I lived with a woman.  She begged me to stop taking drugs, but 
while she was working, I continued taking drugs at home.   Yet, the side-effects of drugs 
gradually appeared in me.  I saw and heard hallucinations.  I believed that someone was looking 
for me to kill me, so I was always holding a knife with me day and night.  Then I said to myself, I 
kill him before he kills me.  Yet, I was so afraid of everything that I even stabbed the ceiling when 
I heard a tiny noise.   I distrusted my partner and threatened her.  “Are you not hiding anything 
from me?”  She was afraid of me and left me.  I could not trust anyone.  I wondered, “Why and 
where I made mistakes?  I thought I would be a man.”  In my deep soul, I cried out for help, but 
no one helped me.  Everyone gave up on me and left me. 
 

Attempted suicide: 
 I still heard hallucinations, saying, “You should die.”  One of my Yakuza brothers 
committed suicide by hara-kiri.  I even heard his voice, “Inoue, come to this side.  This world is 
greater than the real world.”  I was talking with the ghost, “Is that so, then I will go there soon, so 
wait for me.”  Then, I visited my favorite places, such as bars, restaurants, and gambling rooms to 
say “Good-bye.”  I drove up to a small mountain to kill myself.  I cut my arm and became 
unconscious.  I thought I would die on that day.  Yet, someone was horning loudly at my car 
which woke me up from death.  Suddenly, I became frightened because I thought someone came 
to arrest me.  I was bloody as hell.  I drove back home where no one waited for me.  I did not 
know how to live continuously.  I cried out for help.  My soul was screaming for salvation.  I 
attempted to kill myself three times; yet, I could not do it.  I was saved mysteriously each time.   
In my ten years of Yakuza life, I was looking for a place to die like a stray dog miserably.   
 

Encounter with Christians: 
 In the tenth year as being a Yakuza, the president of a small construction company asked 
me to work as a carpenter for a month.  I had enough free time to help him.  I was sent to a 
dentist’s home for reforming his house in Otaru-city.  The daughter of the doctor was a Christian.  
I became a friend of hers and enjoyed meeting with her whenever I visited her home for repair.  



Yet, time had come to complete reforming the house.  There was no reason to visit her home after 
all.  Yet, one carpenter, who was a common friend for both of us, invited her to the summer 
festival of Otaru-city.  It was July 30, 1989; I shall never forget. 
 

 After watching a superb firework show, which was the finale of the festival, she apologized 
to me, “Sorry, we lost your jacket.  Please accept my small gift.”  One day, I left my jacket at her 
home when I was working there as a carpenter.  But, somehow, it was misplaced and never found 
again.  I asked her, “What is this?”  She said, “The Bible.”  I thought, “Why the Bible for my 
jacket?”  However, I told myself, “Well, I shall read it anyway.”  It was a used Bible, not even 
new.  “Is this old book a present for me as a token of apology?”  But, I began reading it; then I 
was inspired by the Word of God in Matthew chapter five which changed my life completely. 
 

The Word of God:  
And if your right hand causes you to sin, cut it off and throw it away; it is better for 
you to lose one of your members than for your whole body to go into hell. (Matthew 
5:30) 

  

Immediately I saw my right hand.  This hand has stolen so many things from others, beaten 
others, and received the needles of drugs.  Amazingly, my eyes were filled up with tears, and I 
began confessing all my sins since my boyhood to God for hours and hours.  All my sins were 
washed away by tears.  I felt I was free from the chain of curse.  I read the Bible more. 

 

Many people walked away from me, but Jesus came to me.  Jesus spoke to my heart, “I 
love you; I protect you; and I will be with you always.”  My Bible was a small and handy, so I 
took it with me wherever I went.  I brought the Bible to the office of the Yakuza family and read it.  
Some younger members asked me, “Chief, what are you reading?”  I said, “The Bible.”  He 
replied, “What!?  The Bible?”  I said, “Yeah, the Bible.  It contains great and useful words.  Do 
you want to read it?”  He said, “No, thanks.”   

 

I finished reading the Bible from the beginning to the end, the Genesis to the Revelation 
within one month.  Then, I called the daughter of the dentist, “I finished reading the Bible.” Oh, 
she was surprised; she thought, “Even a Yakuza reads the Bible!”  I asked her questions about the 
Bible, and she kindly answered me.   Whenever I called her, she always asked me to go to church.  
But, I thought church is a place to which only pure and clean people go; it is not for me.  One day, 
she said, “But, Mr. Inoue, there are many pretty single women in the church.”  That was it!  I 
went to church. 

 

The first visit 
 I went to the Praise Worship on Saturday.   Even knowing that I was a Yakuza, everyone 
welcomed me with warm smiles after the service.  I was delighted.  Again, many people walked 
away from me, but the church members welcomed me in smiles.  I attended Sunday worship 
services next, and then even the Bible studies on Wednesdays.  It took me to one and a half hours 



from Sapporo-city to Otaru-city one way, but such a distance did not hinder me to go to church.   I 
was changed from inner myself, and such a good change became visible in my appearance.  One 
day, my boss called me.  He said, “Inoue, what happened to you.  Why are you smiling and 
speaking gently?  Men! You don’t look like a Yakuza.  Come on, be like a Yakuza, will you?”  
While going to church, my compulsive feeling to commit suicide had gone, and I became free from 
drugs. 
 

Go to church with my boss 
 On December 1, 1989, which was my birthday, I prayed in my room.  I met Jesus.  Now, 
I want to be pure and clean.  I want to pledge God for something I can do.  Back then, I had a 
mustache and beard, which was a sign of my promise to my big brother in the Yakuza family.  We 
promised to one another that we would make the family the strongest and richest leading Yakuza 
family in Japan.   “Our boss has a mustache and beard, so let’s have mustache and beard ourselves 
as the sign of pledge.”  Yet, my big brother died.  He stubbed himself for a woman he had loved.  
At the end of his life in the hospital bed, he regretted his foolishness.  Anyhow, I kept my 
mustache and beard as the sign of our promise and in memory of my friend.  Yet, I decided to 
shave them for the sake of God. 
 

 On the next day, the dentist’s daughter called me.  She said, “We have a dinner fellowship 
at the church parsonage tomorrow.  Would you come with me?”  I replied, “Yes, of course. I’m 
delighted.”  Then, she asked me, “Is your boss able to come with you?”  I said, “I don’t know.”  
She begged me, “Please bring your boss.”  So, I went to the office and asked him, “Boss, would 
you come to the church pastor’s home with me for a dinner tomorrow?”  My boss said, “I don’t 
know.”  Yet, the next morning, I visited my boss and insisted, “Boss, they have been very good to 
me, so would you please come to the dinner with me just once?”  He came with me.  It was the 
first time for him to visit a church.  We entered into the sanctuary.  My boss said, “So, it is the 
church your going to every Sunday.  It surely looks nice.”  Then, we entered the pastor’s study.  
While we were visiting the pastor’s study, the church youth prayed for my salvation. 
 

My boss promised: 
 Surprisingly, as soon as we came into the pastor’s study, my boss began sharing his own 
life story.  “When I was a little boy, my family was poor.  I could not bring lunch to the field trip, 
but one girl classmate gave me her rice ball; I have never forgotten how tasty it was….”  I was 
puzzled about what my boss was saying.  Then the next moment, he said, “Pastor, if Inoue repents 
and discontinues being a Yakuza, I would also retire from the Yakuza world.  Please take care of 
him.”   Oh, I was touched by his words and began crying.  I thanked my boss, the pastor, and 
God. 
 

 I asked my boss why he suddenly spoke of such matters.  He said, “Never mind,” but his 
eyes were filled up with tears.  He wiped them.  He has lost four young members of his Yakuza 
family: one who cut himself, one got shot, one died of drugs, and one committed suicide.  He was 
afraid of losing me since I attempted to kill myself.   There were many Yakuza who lost their 



lives in street fights, fights among several Yakuza families.  My boss did not want to lose anyone 
after all.  Yet, as Jesus spoke to me, I was protected. 
 

 There were rules of Yakuza: 1. To obey your boss all the time. 2. Do not abuse yourself 
with drugs. 3. To die in honor, and so on.  Yet, I could not keep the very first one—to obey your 
boss.  “My boss is Jesus.  I can no longer follow my Yakuza boss.”  I knocked the door of my 
boss’ room.  “Can I have a minute?”  He said, “Sure.”  I said to him, “Please let young ones 
leave the room.”  I prayed to Jesus and asked him to give me words to speak up.  Yet, before my 
talking to my boss, he started, “I know you want to quit, don’t you?”  “I remember my words.”  I 
immediately replied to him, “Yes, sir.”  My boss said, “I keep my oath.  I do not take back my 
words.”  He let me go.  My boss and I had the last supper, drinking Sake.  I said, “Boss, 
although I quit being a Yakuza, I want to see you.  Can I bring my church friends to the office?”  
He said, “OK.”  I wanted my boss to accept Jesus Christ as his Savior and quit being a Yakuza. 
 

New life in Jesus Christ: 
 I moved from Sapporo city to Otaru city.  I found an apartment five minutes from the 
church and also found a carpentry job.  On June 3, 1990, which was the Day of Pentecost, I got 
baptized.  While I was taking a shower, cleansing myself for baptism, I promised to Jesus.  “Lord, 
my body was covered with tattoos, my fingers were cut short, and I abused my body. These are the 
stigma of curses.  But I am delighted to be God’s child. So, please forgive me.”  Then, Jesus 
spoke to me, “I love you as you are.  Either you are clean or unclean, I love you no matter what.  
I love you; I protect you; I will be with you always.” 
 
 That meeting Jesus Christ was the most important and greatest encounter in my life.  He 
changed me; and I was born again.  The Words of God teach and guide us to the right path.  
“Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path” (Psalm 119:105).  Once I was a Yakuza 
and so lost due to drugs, holding a sword (knife), but I was forgiven by the grace of God.  I am 
now a witness of Jesus Christ, visiting one place to another in Japan and foreign countries.  Who 
can do such a marvelous act?  Only Jesus can. 
 

 What Word of God do you hear today which may change your life?  Paul said, “So if 
anyone is in Christ, there is a new creation; everything old has passed away; se, everything has 
become new!” (2 Corinthians 5:17).   Jesus listened to my prayer and granted my wishes.  Two 
years later from my baptism, my boss dismissed his Yakuza family and retired from the Yakuza 
world.  My real father got baptized on Christmas in 1990; he was seventy years old.  If you 
believe in Jesus Christ, you and your family will be saved.  Life is beautiful!  How wonderful to 
live in Jesus Christ!  To live means to live together.  To live with Jesus Christ!  How marvelous 
and how wonderful it is!  Thanks be to God!  Amen. 
 


