











&-12 Honolulu Star-Bullotm Sm‘urduy, Jan. 18, 1968

(Translated into En-
glish from a Japanese
feature article which
appeared in the Hawaii
Hochi February 14,
1963.)

- The following is a true sto-
ry. It may smack of mysti-
clsm or spiritualism; it may
, sound incredible, but the
{ facts'are as follows:
' On February 10, 1963, this
 reporter received a phone
‘call at home, “Is this Mr.
 Yamamoto of the Hochi?”

The caller was a woman.
She said that she desired to
remain anonymous but that
she had a strange story to

- tell. She spoke lucidly, her
voice was vibrant and youth-
ful, but the manner of her
speech and expressions indi-

' cated that she was a mature

| mildle-aged woman.

She asked, “Do you be-
lieve in the eternal nature of
the human soul? Do you be-

| lieve that a human being’s

| soul can transmigrate into

; other creatures after depart-

. ing this earth?”

She phoned again on the

 11th and the 12th — on each
occasion politely refusing to
reveal her identity — but in

l
1

|

answer to this reporters
query, unfolded a strange
experience she had had for
the past year. She said that
she was wholly convinced
that a soul of a person who
had departed this world was
constantly hovering around
her and looking after her.

. The following is the gist of
an account of her experience
as was given to this report-
er:

It was shortly before Val-
entine’s Day in February
1962 that a black moth with
red wings came flying into
her home. It eluded her
whenever she tried to chase
it out of the house. And
strangely, it seemed to con-
stantly hover around her —
at times alighting on her
shoulders and chest. It fol-
lowed her wherever she went

— into the Kitchen, bathroom
and even into the bedroom.
It even awoke her at night
by fluttering its wings near
her pillow.

She was rather intrigued
by the moth’s strange ac-
tions, but after three days
she could stand it no longer,
opened her front door and
spoke sharply to the moth,
“I don’t know why you are
here. I know you have had

This is another in a
series of vigneties of
the early Japanese in
Hawaii written by a
long-time Honolulu
newspaperman, Tsune-
ichi Yamamoto, retired
president of Hawaii
Hochi. Subsequent ar-
ticles will appear in
this space each Satur-
day.

nothing to eat or drink for
three days now and I don’t
know how to take care of
you. Can you understand
me? Won’t you please leave
me alone and go away?”
The moth fluttered its wings
weakly, it seemed to falter,
but flew out of the door.

She did not give the matter
further thought until Valen-
tine’s Day, ten days
later,when a red-winged but-
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terfly .darted into her house
when she opened the front
door. She was both mystified
and surprised because she
knew that a butterfly never
flew into a house — more so,
since the butterfly seemed to

_be a replica of the moth she

had banished from her home
previously. Moreover, the
butterfly’s behavior pattern
was identical to that of the
moth. It constantly flitted




around her, alighted on her
body at tlmes and followed
her wherever she went. How-
ever, true to a butterfly’s
short life-span, it seemed to
become weaker and weaker
as time went on and it final-
ly died one day while cling-
ing to her shoulder. She
tenderly buried it in a corner
of her garden.

The following day, she left
the house to go on an errand.
As she was walking along,
she noticed a butterfly flit-
ting around her. It seemed to
be identical to the one that
she had buried the day be-
fore. It followed her home
and as did its predecessor,
kept her constant company.
She was thoroughly mysti.
fied by now. She began to
wonder — could the butterfly
be a reincarnation of a hu-
man being?

She opened her front door

lyou can understand me and
if you have a soul, please
prove it to me by bringing
along a white butterfly with
you.”” The red-winhged but-

erfly seemed to understand

er and disappeared into the
Isky, and lo, it reappeared a
short while later accompa-
ied by a small snow-white
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butterfly.

The two butterflies there-
after became her constant
companions from about eight
in the morning until about
five or six in the evening. If
she went downtown on the
bus, she found them waiting
for her at her destination. If
she went on an outing to a
distant beach, she found
them waiting for her there.
She also noticed that the
white butterfly made no
move to touch her although
the red-winged butterfly of-
ten alighted on her shoulders
or chest as if to caress her.
In the evenings, they flut-
tered their wings before they
flew into flower beds or into
the hedge surrounding the
house as if to let her know
where they were bedding
down for the night. They ap-
peared the next morning as
soon as she opened the front

and told the butterfly, “If door

This continued for about a
year. Being no entomologist,
she did not know too much
about butterflies — not to
speak of their life span. But
she did know that a butter-
fly’s life was a short one. In
fact, at times, she noted that
their wings became torn and
ragged with age. On several
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occasions one or the other
dropped dead before her
eyes. It became a ritual for
her to tenderly bury a dead
butterfly in a corner of her
garden. Strangely, however
an identical replica of the
dead butterfly was invaria-
bly on hand the next morn-
ing to greet her.

As time went on, her belief
was  strengthened that the
red-winged butterfly was a
reincarnation of a person
whom she had once known,
and that the white one was
its friend. She felt that the
soul of this person first ap-
proached her in the form of
a moth fo let her know that
his soul was still living. Her
initial feeling was that the
red butterfly was a messen-
ger from the spiritual world,
but lately she had become
convinced that it harbored
the soul of a particular per-
son and that the two butter-
flies were protecting her.

This reporter was of
course'intrigued by this
anonymous lady’s story and
in the course of his conversa-
tion with her, obtained her
consent to have a newspaper
camera-man take a picture
of her with the butterflies.
She however laid down the

conditions that: she desired
to remain anonymous; there
was to be no one present oth-
er than the photographer
and that he was honor-bound
to take a photograph show-
ing only a view of the but-
terfly perching on her shoul-
der and that he would take
no photos showing her pro-
file or full posture. It was ar-
ranged that the camera-man
would meet her at noon on
February 12 near McKinley
High School at South King
and Pensacola Streets.. The
photographer and the lady.
were to identify each other
by exchanging pre-arranged
greetings.

Thecamera-manwas
skeptical when this reporter
requested him to take on this
strange .assignment, “Mr,
Yamamoto, how can you be-
lieve such a fantastic story?
Are you sure that someone
isn’t pulling your leg?”’ :

This reporter told him, “I
am convinced that she was
telling me the truth and that
she is sincere. Won't you
please keep the appointment
as a favor to me?” Well, the
photographer left on what he

thought would be a wild
goose chase.

(Continued next week)
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