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Picturing how Jesus died on the cross
for my sins so that God’s love can flow
through me to others who have wronged me

Forbearing one another,
and forgiving one another,
if any man have a quarrel against any:
even as Christ forgave you, so also do ye.
Colossians 3:13

Angel’s Wings
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World War II • Japan • 1941–1945

H

e heard the sound of planes before he saw them. At 7:49 on
the morning of Sunday, December 7, 1941, Japanese planes
led by 39-year-old flying ace Mitsuo Fuchida, honed in on Pearl
Harbor, Hawaii, through the mists. Fuchida, sporting a small
black mustache, felt his heart squeeze with pride. He was not
a kamikaze—Japanese pilots who chose to go down with their
planes. Selected by the government to fly this special mission
and with 49 bombers under his command, Fuchida knew little
of the men he had been sent to destroy. Only that they were enemies. Glancing out of the pilot’s window to his left, he saw 51
dive bombers cruising at an altitude of 200 meters above him.
Slightly below him to his right, droned 40 torpedo planes in shark
formation. At his back, covering the attack, hovered an additional
43 bombers. Visibility cleared over Honolulu.
In the port waters, heavy with the dark silhouettes of battleships and cruisers, the shark goddess Kaahupahau lurked, slashing her tail in the shallow green depths. As he gave the signal to
attack, bombs dropped on Ford Island, Hickam Field, and Wheeler Field, blowing heavy bombers stationed on the ground into the
air. Peering through binoculars, Fuchida ordered all ten of his
squadrons to fall into a single line of attack. Just then, the anti-aircraft aboard the nearer ships burst into orange flame. They were
shooting back. Fuchida’s plane shook with the impact. Without
hesitation, he dropped his bombs. Far below, the ships Utah, The
West Virginia and Nevada bunched like sitting ducks. The bombs
looked like seeds falling. Then there came a white flash and a
jolting explosion. Waterspouts from the bay shot into the air. Red117
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black smoke ballooned
like mushroom clouds
1,000 feet into the air,
darkening the sky. Four
or five ships were on
fire. Others listed, huge
gashes torn in their
sides as water poured
in and wounded seaman thrashed, trying to
Japanese planes attach Pearl Harbor
keep from drowning in
holds rapidly filling with water. Some of the American pilots tried
desperately to get their planes off the ground. Fuchida watched
in admiration as they flew in, trying to get a hit at the Japanese
aircraft. An hour after the first attack, the second wave of planes
swooped in. The entire seaplane base was a mass of flames. Fuchida, noting the damage, turned his bomber back towards Admiral Nagumo’s fleet, where he urged a second attack. The Admiral, ignoring his suggestion, hoisted the flag of the Rising Sun and
sailed out to sea, leaving Fuchida to face the Emperor’s questions
as to the attack on Pearl Harbor.
Sergeant Jacob DeShazer, stationed on KP duty at the US
Air Force base in Oregon, idly listened as hip-wriggling jazz tunes
and snatches of news about the War in Europe filled the kitchen
while he peeled potatoes. Suddenly, he stiffened. Japanese planes
had attacked the American Pacific Fleet at Pearl Harbor.
His light eyes blazing and his mouth compressed into a thin
line, he listened, stunned, as the casualty list mounted. Eight battleships and ten vessels out of 92 ships had been crippled or sunk;
170 planes went up in flames and roiling black smoke, and 3,700
US officers, soldiers and military personal had died in the threehour attack. DeShazer threw a potato against the wall, shouting: “The Japs are going to have to pay for this!” Rage swelled
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in his chest, making it hard
to breathe. He had to personally kill as many Japanese as possible. Coming
on the heels of the Bataan
Death March—where 10,000
American troops captured by
Japanese troops at Corregidor died of starvation and
physical abuse—this was the
limit. Men, women and children—nothing was sacred to
him anymore since the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor.
Sergeant Jacob DeShazer
In the days and weeks
that followed, all he could think of, all he could talk about was a
“payback.” Reassigned to an air base in South Carolina, he along
with fellow members of the 17th Bomb Group, volunteered for
active duty with a newly-formed unit called “Doolittle’s Raiders.”
Commanded by Lieutenant Colonel Jimmy Doolittle, the Raiders
practiced carrier-deck takeoffs, low-level night flying, bombing at
low altitude and over water navigation. At the close of these extensive flying exercises, sixteen crews, including Jacob DeShazer, boarded the carrier Hornet for Japan. No one knew exactly the
nature of their mission when Colonel Doolittle gathered the crew
together in the empty mess hall. The plan, as he put it simply, was
“to bomb Japan.”
Launched off the deck of naval carriers, 13 bombers would
drop their four bombs apiece on Tokyo. The rest of them would
hit Nagoya, Osaka, and Kobe. Because of internal security measures, no bomber had ever gotten within 500 miles of Tokyo.
Since their orders required them to ditch their planes in small
fields in China after using up all their fuel for the flight over Japan,
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the carrier-launched bombers would not be able to return to their
carrier once they landed. It was a one-way trip.
Doolittle’s famous raid began on April 18, 1942. Japanese
intelligence was unable to locate them by radar until two days
before they hit. While the American bomber formation headed
westward, the Japanese were confident that Tokyo was safe. The
Japanese people basked in the golden spring sunshine and the
scent of cherry blossoms. No one worried.
Meanwhile, aboard the planes en route to Tokyo, crewmen
chalked up slogans like “I don’t want to set the world on fire, just
Tokyo,” or “You’ll get a BANG out of this!” Others tied imperial
Japanese medals to the bombs ready to blast off. The fun ended
when Doolittle announced that Task Force 16 had arrived a day
ahead of schedule. They were going in. Doolittle was prepared to
take the ultimate risk,
but he didn’t want to
end up a prisoner: “I’m
going to bail my crew
out and then dive it,
full throttle into any
target I can find where
the crash will do the
most good. I’m fortysix years old and have
lived a full life.”
B25 lifts off from USS Hornet on Doolittle Raid
Detecting two enemy ships by radar
while still 700 miles from their goal, the men spent anxious minutes till the “All Clear” signal sounded. The sky was grey with
clouds. At dawn, Doolittle climbed aboard the bomber, roaring
the engines till they threatened to catch fire. Jacob DeShazer was
the bombardier of B-25#16, lovingly called the “Bat.” Commanded by Lieutenant William G. Farrow, it was the last of the sixteen
B-25s to launch from the USS Hornet. At first, it seemed as if they
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would never get off the ground. Those out still on deck watched
tensely, knowing that if Doolittle couldn’t make it, even with the
help of a stiff wind, they wouldn’t make it either. DeShazer’s plane
struggled to get off the deck, skimmed the water and then angled
up towards the sky, following the bomber formation.
It was 7:20 am, just twenty-nine minutes short of the time
that Mitsuo Fuchida bombed Pearl Harbor. They approached
the green coast of Japan. As they flew inland, they scanned the
ground close to see the flash of officers’ swords at military bases
and people scuttling about like ants. The Japanese Prime Minister, troubled by vague rumors of an enemy force on the island,
decided to visit the Mito Aviation School by plane anyway. Just as
they taxied onto the runway, a “weird-looking,” two-engine craft
came into sight. It zoomed past them without firing a shot. As it
winged out of sight, the Prime Minister’s secretary realized that
there had been something strange about the face looking out the
pilot’s window. It was American.
At 12: 30 pm, Doolittle’s Raiders were directly over their target.
The Japanese below, out all day for an air-raid drill, thought that
this was a sequel to the drilling festivities. Black-haired schoolchildren, mistaking the circular red, white and blue markings for
the spot of the Japanese Rising Sun, waved back cheerfully. No on
fired at them. Then the bombs came, falling on the streets in explosions of fire, dust and brickwork. Circling the Emperor’s palace and the hospital grounds, the Raiders dove aside and roared
off.
Fuel gauges began to run dangerously low. Straining to reach
the Asian mainland, Jacob DeShazer and his B-25 flew straight
into the black heart of a storm. They floated in darkness, unable
to see either the horizon or the ground below. The rushing 125mile tail-wind buoyed up the plane, extending the gas’ lifetime for
a few hours. At midnight, as fuel ran out and a thick fog closed in,
preventing any hope of landing, Doolittle’s Raiders began to bail
out. Parachutes opened with a snap. Deep in the Chinese interior,
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DeShazer’s plane kept going longer than anyone else’s. As it faltered, a broad yellow band slipped into sight in the swirling dusk.
It was a bend of the Yangtze River—held by the Japanese. Fastening his parachute straps, DeShazer jumped into darkness. The
pilot died when he reached the ground. But DeShazer floated for
miles in his parachute and crashed.
The force of the
impact stunned him.
He lay in a tangle of
parachute ropes and
silk, too numb to feel
the sharp twinge of his
fractured ribs. When
he opened his eyes, he
didn’t know where he
was. Glancing around
him in the darkness,
he saw it was a JapaDoolittle Raiders in China after crash-landing
nese graveyard. Warm
April rain poured down, soaking his uniform. Slashing the parachute into bits, he held a piece of silk over his head to keep the
rain off. Then he began to walk.
There was nothing here but muddy rice fields, slipping in
troughs of water, catching at crumbly stalks of rice that came
away under his grasp. He stumbled and fell. As he opened his
eyes, he knew he had to get back to his crew. Staggering blindly
along the mud-covered road, he walked straight into a Japanese
patrol. The next thing he knew, guards crammed him into a tiny
cell surrounded by wooden bars, along with other hapless members of Doolittle’s mission. He hadn’t eaten all day. Blindfolded
and stripped of personal items, he was forced to use a wooden
box as a latrine.
The Japanese interrogated him for hours, taunting him with
stories about how the Japanese had bombed and taken possession
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of American territory. They laughed in his face. But he refused to
talk. Within the next few hours, he was blindfolded, handcuffed
and deprived of blankets. Cameramen took snapshots as the
guards herded them like animals into trucks.
Arriving in Shanghai, blindfolded, handcuffed, and under
death sentence, the captives shambled towards the notorious
“Bridge House.” After sixty days of punishment and deprivation, the men could hardly move. Their shoulder-blades and ribs
stuck out painfully. Crammed into a 12 by 15-foot cell with fifteen
Chinese prisoners, each man received a small cup of boiled rice
for breakfast, four ounces of bread for lunch and four ounces for
dinner. The guards gave the Americans only two quarts of water
per day. Bedbugs, rats, and lice swarmed over their bodies in the
roasting heat. An additional torture the guards invented was to
force them to sit up straight all day. If they even leaned back on
their elbows, the guards hit them sharply with bamboo sticks.
One day during this punishment, one of the officers passed
out. Some of the men had dysentery, forcing their comrades to
carry them to the bathroom every fifteen minutes. When three
of the eight Doolittle men had already succumbed to the firing
squad, news came that the Emperor had pardoned the rest of the
Raiders who bombed Tokyo—including DeShazer.
Back in his cell, DeShazer’s body thrilled with strange joy. He
had fully expected death. Instead, he was alive. Even if the war
went on for years, he might yet survive. But winter came upon
them. The prison was cold as ice, without heat. Some of the enlisted men managed to stay well in spite of it.
Kept on a starvation diet and subjected to brutal beatings, one
of the officers, kind and good-humored Lieutenant Robert Meder,
became very ill. Soon he was too weak to sit up. Jacob DeShazer
could not forget the dying officer’s calm face. “He seemed to understand the Bible well. He told me that Jesus Christ is the Lord
and coming King; that Jesus is God’s Son and that God expects
the nations and people to recognize Jesus as Lord and Savior. He
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said that the war would last until Jesus Christ caused it to stop.”
Crouching beside him as he grew weaker, Jacob DeShazer
could not understand what he meant. Looking up at DeShazer,
Lieutenant Meder pressed his hand against his chest. His heart
hurt, he muttered. Then on December 1, 1943, after almost 20
months of captivity, the man Jacob had learned so much from
died of starvation. DeShazer knew nothing until heard the sound
of hammering next morning. Crawling to look out into the prison
yard, he saw the Japanese guards knocking together a coffin. On
December 2, Jacob went alone to see Lieutenant Meder’s body.
He lay in a handmade box with a wreath of flowers, his hands
clasping a Bible.
When someone reported the officer’s death to the authorities, policy towards the prisoners began to change. The Japanese
captain of the prison, knowing Lieutenant Meder had starved to
death, asked the prisoners if they wanted anything. Jacob DeShazer surprised himself by asking for a Bible. Finally, in May
1944, he received one. He could only have it, the guard insisted,
for three weeks.
As he flipped through its leaves, DeShazer thought of gentle
Lieutenant Meder. Meder never hated anyone, even when he lay
dying. How was that possible? He knew something of this mysterious Christian love. Across Europe, Africa, and Asia, men killed
each other. Civilians died. Americans hated Japanese and Japanese hated Americans. DeShazer’s hands trembled with eagerness to find the answer. Chapter after chapter, the words gripped
his heart, swallowed him. He read about man’s fall from grace
and how a Redeemer came to save mankind and restore him to
fellowship with God.
By June 8, 1944, he had plunged into the depths of 1 John,
and read: “If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive
us our sins and cleanse us from all unrighteousness.” Something
woke in Jacob DeShazer. Light flooded his soul. Reading the passages about the crucifixion, he saw how Christ suffered. He, too,
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was beaten, mocked, and tortured, yet he prayed “Father, forgive
them.” Bowing his head, Jacob asked God to forgive his enemies
as well. He asked for grace to love the men who had killed Lieutenant Meder and locked him in solitary confinement for thirtyfour months. Standing at the bars of his cell as water blew in from
a tropical rainstorm, Jacob received the rain as his baptism into
the faith.
A year passed. Still starved and treated harshly, DeShazer
found himself changing despite the fact that his circumstances remained the same. He learned a few words of Japanese. He spoke
gently to his guards whenever possible. Soon the men started to
treat him with the same kindness. Another hot summer passed
into bitter cold autumn. Snow covered the ground, increasing the
frailty of the men who had undergone these conditions for almost
40 months.
Suddenly, Spring, 1945, blossomed and American paratroopers dropped from the sky into the Peiping prison compound.
Grey and haggard, the men staggered out of prison into blinding sunlight. The war was over—just as Lieutenant Meder had
said it would be. As soon
as Jacob’s plane landed in
Washington, D.C., he telephoned his parents on the
farm in Oregon. For almost
three years, they had no
idea if he was alive or dead,
only that he was a prisoner.
With a cropped prison haircut, sunken cheeks and
too-bright eyes, he was a
walking ghost of the young
man who left them to fly the
Doolittle Raid in 1942. Now
DeShazer (left) being released from
Peiping prison compound, 1945
he told his mother, who had
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prayed daily for his salvation,
he wanted to go back as a missionary to Japan.
In 1945, the United
States government awarded
DeShazer both the Distinguished Flying Cross and the
Jacob DeShazer preaching in Japan
Purple Heart for his participation in the Doolittle Raid. Three years later, with his wife Florence
and a degree from the Christian Seattle Pacific College, Jacob
DeShazer set foot on the land he had once come to destroy.
On the Yokohama docks, reporters clamored for interviews.
How could a man tortured by the Japanese possibly love his captors? Over the next few months, DeShazer spoke in over 200 different places. People wrote to him, thanking him for sharing the
gospel. They cried as he spoke of his months as a POW, unable
to comprehend the love God had given him in spite of his circumstances. One girl, whose lover had died in DeShazer’s raid on
Nagoya, learned he had come to town and determined to kill him.
She slipped into the service where DeShazer was speaking, waiting for her opportunity. But forgiveness pervaded DeShazer’s
messages. The forgiveness of God to man and the forgiveness of
men to each other. As she listened, the spirit of God overpowered
her, and she broke down and gave her life to Christ.
At a service held in the a theatre in Osaka, Japan, where
bombs had fallen in 1942, two of DeShazer’s former prison guards
pushed forward and asked to receive Christ. Over the next few
years, Jacob DeShazer had an opportunity to share the gospel
with the Emperor’s brother, Prince Takamatsu, and thank the
Japanese Emperor for sparing his life. With tears in his eyes, he
even led Captain Kato, the man who gave him his first Bible in
Nanking Prison, to the Lord.
Then in 1950, the incredible happened. The worlds of Jacob
DeShazer and Commander Mitsuo Fuchida collided. Following
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the attack on Pearl Harbor,
Fuchida’s life was spared in
miraculous ways. The day
before the bomb fell on Hiroshima, Fuchida received
an unexpected long-distance
call from Navy Headquarters, demanding his return
to Tokyo. Twenty-four hours
later, the A-Bomb obliterated
Hiroshima.
When the war ended, it
took with it Fuchida’s entire
military career. Discouraged, he went back to his
home village near bombedCommander Mitsuo Fuchida
out Osaka to take up rice
farming. As the years passed, he grew older and sadder. Then
the war trials came. Summoned to testify before General Douglas
MacArthur in Tokyo, he found that no one accused him of war
crimes. But the trials investigating Japanese atrocities against
POWs, reminded him of his lost life, Japan’s disgrace in international eyes and his current reduced status. One day, as the former officer slowly got off the train in Shibuya Station, he saw an
American standing on the corner, passing out free literature. As
the captain passed by, Jacob DeShazer handed him a pamphlet
titled I Was a Prisoner of Japan. Great.
Another American who capitalized on the war trials. Just what
he needed, when he was harassed with inquiries dealing with
these very issues. With nothing else to do, he politely took a leaflet and stuffed it in his pocket. Maybe he’d read it later. At home,
he took it out and glanced through it. In it, he read an amazing
story, the kind of story he hadn’t even dreamed about. The story
spoke of forgiveness, peace, and love. Fuchida’s heart yearned
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to taste that kind of love. As a child, he had honored his parents
according to tradition. In the imperial service of Japan, he did his
duty unflinchingly. But no one had ever spoken of love like this.
He looked the tract over carefully. So, the American had found
this love and peace in the Bible. As a devout Shintoist and military
man, Fuchida had never read the Bible. He went out and bought
one. Alone, he devoured the scriptures for weeks as DeShazer
had done years before. The man who had bombed Pearl Harbor
without flinching now found himself gripped unspeakably by the
story of the Crucifixion. At that moment, he seemed to see Jesus for the first
time. He saw
not only his
crimes against
humanity, but
his sins against
God.
“I was imMitsuo Fuchida and Jacob DeShazer preached the gospel
pressed that I
together throughout Japan after World War II.
was certainly
one of those for whom Jesus had prayed. The many men I had
killed had been slaughtered in the name of patriotism, for I did
not understand the love which Christ wishes to implant within
every heart.”
On April 12, 1950, Commander Fuchida gave his life over to
Christ. His old comrades could not believe their eyes. Again and
again, they tried to dissuade him from this “crazy idea,” his newfound faith. They mocked him, called him a puppet trying to impress the Americans. Newspaper headlines screamed: “Pearl
Harbor Hero Converts to Christianity!” But Fuchida did not care.
He had found something worth more than medals and heroism.
Shortly afterwards, Captain Fuchida met Jacob DeShazer. The
boy determined to “make the Japs pay” now embraced the lead pilot
who dropped bombs on Pearl Harbor. Together, the American
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POW and the Japanese captain, stiff from war wounds, toured the
country preaching the gospel. Following World War II, the Emperor Hirohito announced to the world that he was not God, for
the first time in a thousand years of Japanese history. This admission helped open the way for the gospel to spread in the country
of Japan. For Jacob DeShazer and Captain Fuchida, they had
come home on angel’s wings from the winds of war.
Jacob DeShazer showed forgiveness to his enemies. By returning to the place of his imprisonment with a new heart, he was
able to show the people he once hated, the love of Christ.

x
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Questions
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1. What was Jake DeShazer’s attitude to the Japanese on hearing of the bombing of Pearl Harbor?
2. Why was Jake DeShazer so eager to enter the service?
3. What part did Jake play in the bombing of Japan?
4. Describe DeShazer’s treatment by the Japanese after his capture.
5. How long was DeShazer held and mistreated by the Japanese?
6. Tell how another prisoner’s reliance on Jesus Christ impacted
Jake’s life.
7. Explain how Jake came to give his life to Christ.
8. How did his new conversion affect the way he lived while in
prison?
9. What did Jake do when released from prison?
10. What amazing evidence do you see in Jake DeShazer’s life
that he internalized the true meaning of forgiveness?
11. How was God specifically able to use Jake’s testimony of forgiveness in the lives of others? Tell of others who then received Christ’s forgiveness as a result.
12. How do you see the hand of God in the events that occurred
concerning Mitsuo Fuchida?
13. Think of anyone in your life that you have struggled to forgive. Remember God is still working and wants to bring about
miraculous situations in your life as well. List anyone you
have trouble forgiving and make a plan to correct the situa-
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tion. Ask God for the grace you need to experience true forgiveness toward others in your life and ask God to use you
for His greater purposes as he used Jake DeShazer in this
amazing story of forgiveness.
Note: As an elderly man, Jake DeShazer developed Altzheimer’s disease. As his memory began to fail him, he remembered
preaching to the lost in Japan, but forgot he was ever tortured by
them.

