When a storm rumbles through the mountains around him,
Shan sits home alone, frozen in fear. Suddenly realizing that he is
not alone, he jumps into his rain boots and darts out into the bamboo
forest. There with his friends, he is warmed by a cup of tea and
encouraged by the story of Marie Monsen, a bold missionary who
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knew that God would keep her safe, even in the fiercest storm.
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enter the warm, welcoming home of a rotund panda and a few
quirky friends. There in FuFu’s Forest, you will always find a
bottomless cup of tea and true tales brought back from
missionaries in the field.
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BOOM! Crackle! Whoosh!
The little house shook and the windows rattled. Rain flew
sideways across the dark midday sky.
Shan pulled the blanket over his head. Then he threw it off
again. “Such a fraidy cat,” he scolded himself.

Another bolt of lightning lit up
the sky, quickly followed by a crash of thunder.
The lights flickered and then . . . darkness.
Shan’s heart pounded in his chest. His hands, holding the blanket tightly to
his cheeks, were trembling. “Now what?” he whispered.

But there was no answer—not that he expected one. Shan’s parents had left for
work in the early-morning hours and wouldn’t be home until evening.
So he sat there alone, frozen in fear.
Then suddenly Shan remembered: he was not alone.
He carefully made his way through the darkness until he tripped over his rain
boots. He slipped them on, pulled on his raincoat, and stood by the front door.

After the next flash of lightning, he flew out the door,
through the wind and the rain, and found the opening in
the wall of bamboo. He stepped through and ran to the
home of an old friend.
“Hello? FuFu?” Shan called into the dark cave.
And out popped a rotund panda. “Shan! What in the
world are you doing here?”
“It’s storming,” they said in unison.
The panda roared with laughter. “Come on.” He took
Shan’s raincoat. “Let’s get you a cup of tea.”

“Hey, you’re just in time for a pirate story!” Fay called.

Shan smiled and felt his fears melting away.

“A true one.” Yang waved with an empty pipe in his hand.

“So there she was, a young woman thousands of miles from home.” Fay spread out one
wing, like a curtain opening. “Marie Monsen had left her peaceful home in Norway for
war-torn China. It seemed completely crazy—especially in the early 1900s—for a single
girl to venture out alone into such a scary situation. But Marie knew that she was exactly
where Jesus had called her to be.”
“You must understand”—Old Red shook his head and spoke quietly—“more than thirty
thousand missionaries lost their lives in the Boxer Rebellion, and Marie Monsen walked
right into the middle of it.”

“Still, Marie trusted God’s plan, and He
kept her safe,” Fay continued. “In fact,
for more than twenty years, here in
China, she served so many people
in so many ways.”

Fay leaned in as she spoke. “But then, in 1929, Marie boarded a chuán
for Shandong Province. And she knew right away that something was
wrong. It should’ve been a short, easy trip—about a day. But Marie was
uneasy. Something about these men on the boat just did not feel right.”
FuFu stopped tinkering with the tea and sat down.
“The next day Marie was in her room and heard a gunshot . . . then
screaming.” Fay paced around the table. “Those men Marie had seen
the day before were pirates! They were stealing the boat!”
“What did she do?” Shan asked.
“Well, first, she panicked. And I can’t say that I blame her. But then she
heard the voice of the Lord. He simply said, ‘This is the trial of your
faith.’ And with those words, Marie felt peaceful. She felt warmth. And
she knew that God was with her.”

“Wham!” Fay kicked up her foot. “Those pirates were kicking in
doors, pulling everybody out of their rooms, yelling at them to get
into the belly of the boat, where they would be held as prisoners.”
“And the whole time,” Old Red almost whispered, “Marie was
reciting Isaiah 41:10 for lì, for strength. ‘Fear not, Marie, for I
am with you. Be not dismayed, Marie, for I am your God. I will
strengthen you, yes, I will help you, Marie. I will uphold you with
my righteous right hand.’” Old Red smiled. “Then Marie answered
Him, ‘I will obey, Lord. I will not be afraid.’”
“And when those mean ol’ pirates kicked down Marie’s door,” Fay
chirped loudly, “they sure were in for a surprise. They told her, ‘Get
out! Go!’ These men were big and mean and they had guns. But
Marie just stood tall and refused.”

“After that, those pirates didn’t know what to do with the likes of Marie Monsen.” Fay
laughed and shook her head. “This little lady without as much as a broomstick to defend
herself was taking a stand against a band of ruthless pirates. The men also noticed that
she didn’t look like the other passengers. Of course, she didn’t share their black, silky
hair and almond eyes. But there was something else . . . something they couldn’t quite
figure out. There was a peace, a light about Marie that made them look at her a little
longer, a little closer.
“Her bravery on that ship is legendary.” Fay pointed a wing at Shan. “Like one time, a
pirate pointed his gun right at Marie, and do you know what she did?”
Shan shook his head, not taking his eyes off Fay.
“She shot Isaiah 54:17 right back at them.”
Old Red spoke, “‘No weapon formed against you shall prosper.’”
Shan repeated in a hushed voice, “No weapon formed against me shall prosper.”

“By the fifth day on board,” Fay continued, “news of the ship’s capture had spread
around China. The Christians in China prayed and prayed for Marie and the other
passengers to be returned safely. But Marie wasn’t worried about her safety. Even
while held captive, she did what God had called her to do. She found time alone with
the pirates and the passengers and told them about Jesus.”
“Whoa,” Shan said, “I can’t imagine ever being that brave.”
“Well, I guess the pirates thought the same thing,” Fay said. “One of them asked her,
‘Aren’t you afraid? Don’t you want to escape?’ And she told that pirate, ‘No, and I thank
God for that. He sent me to China to preach the Gospel, and He sent me here to be with
you. I’m staying as long as He wants me to.’ The pirates and the passengers on the boat
were amazed at her words. And soon many of them began to pray to the God who gave
Marie courage, the God who kept her safe.”

“Then, on the twenty-third day of captivity, Marie heard gunshots again.” Fay paused.
“This time someone was shooting at the pirates. They were being rescued!”
“Yaaay!” Shan cheered.
Fay held up a feathered finger. “But it wasn’t over yet! The pirates tried to speed away,
but the ship wasn’t fast enough. So they decided to take Marie as a hostage to protect
them.”

Shan clasped a hand over his mouth.
Fay continued, “But for reasons that cannot be explained—”
“I can explain ’em,” Yang said with a smile.
Fay nodded at Yang. “Marie watched those pirates jump off the boat and flee, running
through the shallow water, leaving her and the other passengers safely behind.”

“Did she go home after that?” Shan asked.
“Nope, she stayed right on course for Shandong Province! She was a
few weeks late, but oh, what a story she had to tell.” Fay stretched
out both wings and gave them a little flap. “Marie’s story—
God’s story—spread like wildfire, and revival broke out in
the whole province!”
“The Shandong Revival of 1929,” Old Red added.
“Yep, and after that, Marie returned to Henan—where
there were even more people—and helped start the
house church in China.”

Shan tilted his head. “What’s a house church?”
“It is one of the largest Christian movements in Chinese history,” Old Red explained.
“Christians began meeting privately so that they could worship freely, as God led them,
instead of only in the way the government told them to.”
“Today there are tens of millions of Christians in China’s underground house churches,”
Fay said. “And they are still telling the story of Marie Monsen, the little lady who stood
on the promise of God’s protection and refused to back down.”

The thunder rumbled, and Shan glanced toward the opening of the cave. He had
completely forgotten about the storm. Maybe it was Fay’s story, he thought. Or maybe it
was something else. He stretched and smiled. “I really should get home,” he said to his
friends.
“All right, little buddy.” FuFu patted Shan on the back.
Shan waved to the rest of his friends. “And thanks for the story, Fay.” He slipped on his
boots and jacket and was out in the storm again.

But this time Shan’s steps were sure. They were strong.

He knew who controlled the storms . . .

and he trusted Him to keep him safe.
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