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KKOT-TONGNE in Korean Means "Flower Village".

—KKOT : Flower
—TONGNE : Village

The original meaning of "nazareth” where Jesus lived is " Flower Village".
This village, here come together those living in the
most beautiful love and the most precious charity in the world.
Flower Village!

Under the beautiful image of flowers, this village is called KKOTTONGNE.
And the Village is a beautiful community of love with Jesus,
imitating the example of the Holy Family in Nazareth.

That is why the village is called KKOTTONGNE.



A Truly Happy Person

Everyone has dreams for a good life. And everyone wish to be a good person, realizing his
own dreams. For a man or woman wants to be happy. To become happy, he has to live a good
life. To live a good life means to be a good person. However people try to have something
more and more or to rule over someone more strongly. They believe that having or ruling
makes them to be a good person and brings them to a good life, thus they will be happy.

There are many people that we call great figures in history. There are kings, generals, doctors
and billionairs. Because they have plenty of havings and persons working for themselves,
people easily call them great figures.

If the aforementioned stands to reason, all of them should have been happy. But seriously
looking into them, we find at once they have not always been happy.

Those who devoted their power, money or knowledge to others have been always happy. On
the other hand, those who pursue accumulating possessions as their own purpose and those
who use their power only for the sake of dominating itself are unhappy. Here we could reach
a conclusion on what is the best way to a happy life which we desire so ardently to live. Yes,
we ought to live a life for others, that is, a life loving others. Indeed, this is a great principle
which we ordinary persons find out through big and small experiences in our daily lives.

I am a Catholic priest living a life of love as my lifelong task. For my part, encounter with
Grandpa Choi, Kwi-dong is really a divine grace which God bestowed on me. Surely, he was
the happy person who put the principle "that only a life of loving makes us happy" into
practice. For me agonizing how to live a life of loving since my boyhood, he awoke that



"if we have only energy to beg our food, it is the grace of our Lord." Grandpa Choi is at the
bottom of today’'s KKOTTONGNE resulted from my agony.

In this book the life of Grandpa Choi is drawn until the establishment of KKOTTONGNE
through encounter with me.

As an old saw runs, there is a song too good to hear alone.

Yes, the life story of Grandpa Choi is too good for me to keep in mind alone. Indeed, Grandpa
Choi was a happy man, quite enough of only a hobbling body as if had all things, who had
lived only for others in wandering amnesia. Therefore I have got to publish this book for loving

you through the efforts of my collaborators in one mind with me.
Although Grandpa Choi departed this life, his spirit still lives in KKOTTONGNE as ever.

Many hundred thousands of people in a year from all over the country visit to KKOTTONGNE
in which the feeble and helpless who have no energy to beg their food live together. They are
all delightful in one mind, saying that they have witnessed and learned charity. Is this not a
witness to that Grandpa Choi is living together with us? That is to say, it is a witness to the
great and eternal love.

I rejoice like a child to give you all my love through this book. And I want to share my joys
with all of you.

With all my best wishes, with my whole heart, I pray that you may be a truly happy person
to live a life for others, a life loving others, a life sharing your havings with others.

Rev. John Oh, Woong-jin, President of KKOTTONGNE



A Joyful World to Live in

At one time, I have talked with Father Oh about his hope to publish a book on Grandpa
Choi, Kwi-dong’s life. It is my great pleasure to see his hope realized in this beautiful book.
Reading this book, many people will be joyful and happy.

I would like to express my sincere appreciation for all their efforts and love of those who
prepared the beautiful drawings and writings for us. First of all, however, Grandpa Choi, Kwi
-dong, the hero of this book should receive our thanks and congratulations.

The figure of a person who has lived with his utmost fidelity doing one kind of work through
his whole life like one day makes us deeply moved. Much more is it the case with a work of
helping others less fortunate than us. In disregard of his social status, we could see the image
of a saint within him. Whenever I saw Grandpa Choi, I have thought that he might be such a
person.

In this story, a young priest, newly appointed as pastor of a parish, was shocked and
impressed with the sight of Grandpa Choi passing through his parish church. The impression
caused burning fire of love in his mind, now the burning fire is awaking love in minds of so
many people of all over the country. Everything of KKOTTONGNE which we are already
acquainted also shows the burning fire of love.

We are now undergoing a hard time in many sectors of the society. In the beginning the world
created for us by God was good to live in. However, people raise their voices for the world to
be more and more declined. A hundred people have come up with a hundred prescriptions,
each claiming to be better than the other. But the situation of the world is got worse



gradually, as if keeping time with the saying "all medicines prove useless." In this book,
however, I could find a remedy to maintain this world from falling down. It is the very

N'LOVEII .

If more people read this book and more live saintly like Grandpa Choi, the world would be
gradually changed into a joyful world to live in.

With all my love to everyone reading this book,

On Easter Sunday of 1992.
Most Rev. Nicholas Cheong, D.D. Bishop of Ch’ongju
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1 This is a true story. Moreover, this is a human love story of the
person who had been abandoned by everyone. Being rolled up by a
whirlpool of history, losing all his own possessions, even getting sick,
he devoted his entire life for the people who had no energy to beg their
food. He later calmly passed away having live happy life.

Also, this is beautiful story showing the true love of a priest who has
founded KKOTTONGNE as a nest for people who have no place to stay
and rest.

These two people are grandpa Choi, Kwi-dong and Father Oh, Woong-

Jin.






2 Grandpa Choi was born at Mukuk-ri, Kumwang-up, Umsong-gun,
Ch’ungch’ongbuk-do, a central province of Korea, in about 1910 when
his country, Chosun Dynasty (Republic of Korea now), had been deprived
of her sovereign power to the Japanese imperialist. His name was
originally Choi, Kyong-lak, but people called him by Kwi-dong.

It meant, "he was a precious son of the noble family."

At that time, his family was relatively rich in the neighborhood.

Grandpa had married a beautiful bride at very early age, and they
happily lived together with his parents.
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3 One day, near the end of the Japanese colonial era, Grandpa had
been drafted by force of the Japanese military who were rushing about
madly preparing for war.

Therefore, Grandpa had no choice but to part from not only his wife
but also his parents. Grandpa was dragged to Hokkaido Island in the
extreme northern area of Japan and mobilized to forced labor at a coal

mine.






4 The forced labor was endless. What was worse, Grandpa could not
get enough to eat and cloths to wear, let alone any warm sleep.

Being unable to bear the sufferings, Grandpa made up his mind to
escape but it was impossible for him to avoid the iron-tight watchful

eyes.

One day, he tried to run away, but he was caught at once. He was then
mercilessly thrashed and tortured with an electric shock so severe that

even his socks were burned.

At last, Grandpa became a mentally deranged person. As Grandpa
bacame useless, the Japanese Army shipped him away to Shinuiju of
Pyong-anbuk-do, a northern province of Korea, putting a tag on his
back in which his home address was written.
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5 Grandpa, abandoned somewhere near Shinuiju, came to his senses
from time to time. Even that was a stroke of good luck in the midst of

misfortune.

Grandpa was trying to locate his hometown searching through his vague
memory. His hometown of Umsong was a long way over 400 kilometers

from Shinuiju.






6 At last he reached at his hometown. However, Grandpa’s house which
he found was not as it used to be. His parents, unable to get over the
shock since their precious son had been involuntarily drafted, lied in
the sick bed and in the end, became opium addicts. Consequently, the
family fell apart and they disappeared somewhere else. His wife, since
she could not support the family any more, also left home for

elsewhere.

Because of the war that Japan triggered, Grandpa had been robbed of
all, not only his parents and wife but also his own body and mind.






7 Grandpa could not secure his abode anywhere in the world. Once in
a while, when he came to his senses, he dimly thought of his own future
but it proved seriously desolate. He was placed in an awkward situation
since no one among the people of Kumwang-up was willing to take care
of him.

Ultimately, Grandpa went to a bridge of Muguk river which runs across
Kumwang town. For along time, there had been many homeless beggars
who lived under the bridge.

















































































































































































