
The Believer's Part in Bccorni11g Spiril11:i/ 

love of God shines as the brightrn:�s of tlH· s1111,

whether you are warmed and rdrc�li<:cl by ih 
rays or not. 

A Chinese woman came to ask me why sl w 
,couldn't win her mother, an ardent Buddhist. 
for whom she had prayed for years and whost: 
heart had constantly grown harder. As I 
studied her face I saw lines which indicated 
hardness and rebellion in her own heart. With 
a little gentle probing there came a torrent 
of both tears and words. "God is unfair; He 
doesn't treat me right; other mothers can have 
their children but I have lost my five boys one 
by one; the last, my baby, died just last month. 
Cod is unfair." For a few moments we cried 
together and then we talked together of the 
love of God. That love had given the five 
boys; surely it was love that had taken them 
back home to Himself. Slowly the roots of 
that little woman's faith spread themselves 
over that boulder of sorrow and went down, 
down, down into this eternal fact "God is 
love." Then peace and joy came into her heart. 
""\Vhat has happened to you?" she said; "I 
llC:\"CI s.iw ,0111 Lu.-c.: like tl1i� l>dmc." 'T11en 
the daughter told her of the rebellion toward 
God but that now it was gone. From that day 
the mother was willing to hear the gospel and 
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