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Many looked on Gladys Aylward's expedition to mainland China as foolhardy and dangerous. It
was.On her own, as a single female, she carried her passport and other documents, along with
the only money and belongings that she had, in a small briefcase with a teapot and a saucepan
tied to the handle.After having purchased her one-way ticket to China, she left the United
Kingdom with a single-minded determination to do what God had commanded her. She knew
she was meant to go to China - even if no mission was prepared to support her.Unconventional
is the only way to describe this journey to the country that would eventually become her home. A
theme that would continue throughout her mission work in China where she thwarted authorities,
became involved in the Chinese resistance and rescued over 100 children from the invading
Japanese army.Written for 9-14 year olds.

‘It has all the cannot-put down quality one could wish for in such a story. Absolutely ideal for the
age group but those older would also enjoy reading it. The 21 chapters are short and would be
excellent to read to younger children who still enjoy a bedtime story. The Gospel is interwoven
throughout as the life and ministry of Gladys unfolds.'-- The Gospel Magazine (Nov/Dec
2003)TRY ANOTHER TRAILBLAZERAs well as Gladys Aylward No Mountain too High, I'd
recommend that you look at Amy Carmichael, Rescuer by night. This makes up a nice set of
female role models from a variety of different background.Amy was from Ireland and was a bit of
a dreamer.Gladys was from London and definitely working class.Isobel Kuhn was from America
and well educated.It just goes to show that it doesn't matter where you are from or what your
background is - God has a job for you to do.-- Catherine Mackenzie; Children's EditorReview It
has all the cannot-put down quality one could wish for in such a story. Absolutely ideal for the
age group but those older would also enjoy reading it. The 21 chapters are short and would be
excellent to read to younger children who still enjoy a bedtime story. The Gospel is interwoven
throughout as the life and ministry of Gladys unfolds.' ~ The Gospel Magazine (Nov/Dec 2003)
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by Oxford eBooksTo Anita,who rivals Gladys in missionary zeal andwhose laughter brings out
the sun.ContentsIntroductionA Rich Man Asks a QuestionGladys Has a Daring EscapeGladys
Arrives in ChinaGladys Bursts Into TearsGladys Terrifies a MuleGladys Meets a MandarinGladys
Unbinds a Tiny FootGladys Gets a New NameGladys Becomes a MotherBombs Fall on
YangchengGladys is AstonishedGladys Becomes a SpyGladys Falls in LoveGladys Becomes a
FugitiveGladys Makes a DecisionGladys Begins Her Epic JourneyGladys Has a ProblemGladys
DespairsGladys EscapesGladys Is VictoriousGladys Has a New BeginningThinking Further
TopicsTime LineIntroduction“What’s the use of reading about a dead missionary?” Victoria
plunked down on the sofa and eyed the small book her mother had given her. One of the best
things about Victoria was that she usually said exactly what she was thinking. Her mum sighed.
Sometimes it was one of the worst things, too. Her mother was sitting beside Victoria. She
looked at her daughter lovingly. Victoria’s dark hair was brushed back from her face and tucked
behind her ears. Her hazel eyes challenged her mother as she waited for an answer. Instead of
answering, her mother asked, “What sort of book do you like to read?”“Well, about girls and their
problems and their friends and the fun things they do and their adventures. Mysteries and
exciting things.”Her mother took back the book on Victoria’s lap. “Of course! This book wouldn’t
do at all!”Victoria looked dubious. “Well, what’s it about, anyway?”“It’s about an English girl who
had many problems and longed to travel to the other side of the world, and lived a life filled with
excitement and danger and who had one adventure after another. She was amazingly brave and
a bit stubborn. Maybe like a certain girl I know.”Victoria grinned and made a face.“– and she
ended up famous and a Hollywood movie was made about her.”Victoria looked sceptically at the
book, and then at her mother. “Mum – you’re making this all up.”It was her mother’s turn to grin.
“Maybe I am and maybe I’m not. But right now I’ve got things to do.” She stood up.Victoria stood
up also and pushed a dark strand of hair back behind her ear. “Well, let me look at it,
anyway.”Her mother shrugged. “Suit yourself. But it is about a dead missionary!”Victoria plopped
back down on the sofa, tucked her legs under her and curiously opened the book. She began to
read the story of Gladys Aylward.A Rich Man Asks a QuestionGladys stood at the door of her
employer’s beautiful library. From the carpeted floor, bookshelves on three walls of the room



climbed to the ceiling. Every shelf was filled with orderly rows of expensive volumes. Gladys’
heart was beating rapidly and she hoped the guilt she felt didn’t show on her face.“You wanted to
see me, Sir?” Gladys made a small curtsey as she had been taught. She was an experienced
parlour-maid, and she knew the rules well.“Yes, Gladys, please come in.” Sir Francis
Younghusband was a well-known army officer and explorer, accustomed to examining curious
findings. Gladys stepped inside the room and closed the door quietly behind her.“Now, Gladys, it
seems you have taken a book or two out of my library.” His inquisitive eyes studied how small a
person this parlour-maid was.“Yes, Sir. I’m very sorry, Sir. I really ought to have asked. But I put
them straight back when I finished reading them. I am sorry, Sir.” It wouldn’t do to be discharged
from her work.Sir Younghusband smiled. “Now which books in my library might you be interested
in?”“Oh books about China. Sir!”“China? And why China?”“Oh, Sir, because I’m going to China
as a missionary as soon as I can!”“Is that so? Indeed! I’ve been to China, you know. Mostly India
and Tibet, of course. Met the viceroy and the Dalai Lama. But China, too. It’s a very long way
from England, Gladys.”Gladys’ face was alive with interest, her guilt about the books forgotten.
“Yes, Sir. But as soon as I save enough money, I’m going!”“All by yourself? ”“Not exactly, Sir. God
will be with me.”“Yes, yes, of course.” Sir Francis lifted his pipe from the mantle of the fireplace
and took his time lighting it. A bit playfully he asked, “I hope you don’t get seasick Gladys? It’s a
long time on the sea.”“I can’t afford a sea voyage, Sir! I’m going overland by train on the Trans-
Siberian Railroad. It’s the cheapest way, so I can get there sooner. Every week I take as much of
my wage as I can spare to the company as a down payment on my ticket.”For the first time Sir.
Francis looked as if he began to believe that Gladys was actually serious. “Gladys! You can’t just
go off to China like that, you know. There’s fighting on the border. The Japanese are invading
China. The Chinese communists are marching against the Chinese government. It’s very
dangerous my dear, and you might not get back.”Gladys smoothed her apron and glanced down
for a moment. When she raised her eyes he could see determination. “Oh, but Sir, I’m not
coming back!”The chiming of the mantle clock startled Sir Francis almost as much as her words.
He had become so absorbed in questioning his remarkable parlour-maid that he had forgotten
the time.“Gladys, I have an appointment.”Gladys curtsied again and turned to leave.“Gladys.” He
cleared his throat. “Uh, Gladys, you are very welcome to borrow any book you like from my
library as long as you are careful and put it back where it was.”“Thank you very much, Sir.”“We
will talk again about this matter. I can see that you are quite serious about your plans and that’s
commendable. But I think you do not know Chinese?”Gladys nodded. She did not know one
word of Chinese.“And you are not trained theologically?”“No, Sir. I applied as a missionary-
trainee at the China Inland Mission and they said I was too old for studying and not clever
enough to learn Chinese.”Sir Younghusband tapped the tobacco out of his pipe and shrugged
on a nearby jacket.“Yes, well, Gladys. Don’t you think perhaps you ought to consider the advice
of those older and wiser than you?”“Not for a minute, Sir! I know what they say is true, but God
says to go. So I ought to go, oughtn’t I?”Sir Francis paused at the door and took a long and
thoughtful look at Gladys. “I’m an officer in the British Army, Gladys. I know how to give orders



and how to obey orders. If you know that God has told you to go to China, then you’d better go,
hadn’t you?”“Yes, sir.” Gladys smiled as she retreated out of the room and closed the door
behind her.Gladys Has a Daring EscapeAs much as Gladys had always enjoyed dramatic
scenes, saying goodbye forever to her mum and her sister, Vi, at London’s Liverpool Street train
station had been almost too exciting. They thought they would see her again, but Gladys knew
better. Once she got to China, that was it. She would make her life in China. She had given her
mum an extra long hug and promised again she would write home as often as she could.What a
thrill she felt when the train gave off a huge chug, a powerful release of steam and a whistle blast
to signal its departure. Now, huddled in a window seat with her two suitcases, Gladys tipped her
foot on the pot and kettle she had tied to the handle of one suitcase to keep them from rattling
together as the train jostled along. The “kettle” suitcase was crammed with food for her journey:
tea and Ryvita, hard-boiled eggs, and fruitcake, the other, her few clothes, a blanket and an old
fur coat someone had given her.Hadn’t God already proved to her that she was obeying His
call? Imagine hearing about an old Scottish lady missionary in the remote north eastern part of
China who needed an assistant! Hadn’t God told her exactly where to go when she got to China?
The lovely English countryside in its autumn colours streamed past her window. It seemed no
time until the train reached the English Channel and the special train that would be ferried
across the water to Holland. From Holland, to Berlin, then on to the far-eastern port city of
Vladivostok where she would begin what she thought of as her real journey on the Trans-
Siberian Railroad to China. “You go where?” The warmly dressed man with the heavy foreign
accent had boarded the train in Warsaw. He looked at Gladys in disbelief. “All alone? And you go
to China?”Gladys nodded happily. “I change trains in Moscow to Vladivostok. ”“You alone in
Russia? No one help you? ”Gladys smiled at the man’s concerned expression.“It very bad in
Russia. You know Revolution?”Gladys knew that the Communists had taken over Russia a few
years ago and that they didn’t believe in God.“Yes, I know. I’m not staying in Russia. I’m going to
China.”“You hope.” The man shrugged before settling himself for sleep. “It very bad in
Russia.”Gladys felt the cold seeping in from the connecting doors of the train. As they moved
slowly south and east across the vast reaches of Russia, snow deepened. The train was very
cold and Gladys piled on her grey blanket and the old fur coat and huddled in the corner of her
seat against the window. She was glad for her little prima stove. She made many cups of hot tea
and ate small meals of biscuits and cake. She read her Bible. She slept. She exercised by
walking up and down the train corridor. She knew the Trans-Siberian Railroad was the longest
railroad in the world and that she would traverse the whole almost ten thousand kilometres of
track. Days passed. She lost track of time and when the train pulled into the last stop,
Vladivostok, she was colder than she had ever been, stiff from days of sitting and hungry. And
she was thrilled. From this place she would leave Russia and be on Chinese soil.She was
unprepared for the shocking scenes that confronted her as she disembarked from the train,
dragging her two suitcases and wearing the old fur coat. Unkept soldiers were everywhere, the
straps of their guns slung over their shoulders. Some gnawed on chunks of bread they carried



with them. Grim-looking people packed the platforms, huddling on the ground, dark bunches of
misery. The squalor was appalling. Refuse was littered everywhere. In long, seemingly endless
lines people were crowded together waiting for bread. The roads were dangerously full of ice-
filled holes and dirty snow.As much as Gladys tried, she could find no one who spoke English
and could direct her to her train. Finally two rough-looking soldiers approached her. Unable to
understand their shouted demands, she offered her passport.“British Citizen,” she insisted,
pointing to the royal seal on the cover of her document. “British! To China! Train to China!”The
soldiers seized her passport picked up her suitcases and pushed her through and over the
crowds. Men, women and children were squeezed together in every inch of space inside the
station and outside for as far as she could see. At a small table in a side room the soldiers thrust
Gladys into a chair and gave her passport to an untidy officer sitting at the table in his coat and
hat against the bitter cold.He studied the passport. “Ah, a machinist!”Gladys was mystified. What
could he mean?“We need machinists in Russia! You stay! We give you good work.”“I’m not a
machinist!” Gladys felt tired and irritated. She mustn’t miss the train to China!The officer pointed
to her passport. On the line that stated her occupation, was the word “missionary.” His stubby
finger tapped the word insistently. “Machinist! Machinist! You stay. You build revolution.”“I am a
British citizen. I am not a machinist. I must go to China! Where is the train to Harbin? Give me
back my passport and my suitcases. Train to China!”“No train to Harbin. Not possible. Line
closed to Harbin. You stay here. Good place. Build revolution!”“I will certainly not stay here! I paid
for a ticket to Harbin. I must get to China!”The officer gave a curt order to the soldiers who
collected her belongings and hurried her out of the room and onto a filthy street that ran along
the back of the station. Each holding one of her arms, they pushed and lifted her along to a
tumbledown hotel on the corner of the station road. Inside they gave the hotel clerk instructions
before leading her to a room so small it contained only a bed. Dumping her suitcases and
papers on the bed, they left.Time seemed to have stopped. Only the fading light that sifted into
the room marked the hours passing. Gladys was numb with fatigue and fear. She prayed but her
prayers seemed to dwindle into nothing. She absolutely couldn’t think what to do. There was no
electric light and as night fell the room became black and very cold.Suddenly there was a knock
on the door so soft that Gladys was unsure if she heard anything or not. The knock came again
just as quietly. As Gladys opened the door, a person pushed into the room and shut the door. In
a heavily-accented English she heard, “Leave Moscow tonight. If you wait until morning, you will
never leave. Gather your things and come. I will take you to a boat that is leaving for Japan.
Hurry!” The voice seemed to come from a young woman.Blindly, Gladys felt for her suitcases
and passport. “Why are you helping me? Who are you?”“Come. There is no time.”The hotel was
in total darkness. Not even a candle burned in the lobby as the two rushed into the frozen street.
The bitter cold bit into her lungs and Gladys hobbled as fast as she could, her suitcases banging
against her legs, gasping for breath as she ran.They finally stopped at a dock. “There is the
boat.” The girl pointed to a small vessel.“But I have no money,” Gladys’ lungs felt on fire.“You are
British. He will take you.” The girl gave Gladys an urgent push. “Hurry!”“How can I thank you?”



Gladys pulled off her warm gloves. “Hear, please. Take these.”The girl grabbed the gloves.
“Hurry!”The girl had been right. The captain had looked at her passport and waved her on board.
At first light, the boat moved slowly away from the shore toward its destination in Japan, but
Gladys knew that God would guide her to China! Jubilantly, sitting cross-legged on the rocking
deck, Gladys wrote of her escape to her parents.“I thought I knew the value of prayer, but never
as now. When everything seemed against me He was there ready to help over the difficult
places and here I am safe and happy, just waiting to go on and would willingly go through it all
again for the joy of knowing my Saviour as I know Him now!”And Gladys would have much more
to go through before the end of her journey.Gladys Arrives in ChinaGladys knew she was right
about God’s leading. It was, of course, a surprise to be getting to China by way of Japan! The
ship made its long and certain path through the shallow sandy waters of the Yellow Sea finally to
dock in the beautiful Japanese city of Kobe. To the north were majestic snow-capped mountains
and to the south the blue ocean. There was a Japanese Christian Mission station in the city and
Gladys lost no time in hiring a rickshaw. This rickety vehicle, pulled by a small trotting man,
seemed precariously like a chair on wheels to Gladys and she held on tightly.At the mission she
was welcomed and given a blissfully hot bath and a clean white bed. After the best sleep she
had in weeks, she got ready for the last part of her journey: a long steamer sea journey from
Kobe. Some Mission people went with her to the ship, urging the captain to take good care of
this small foreign lady in the days ahead.There were no chairs on the Japanese ship.
Passengers sat on mats on the deck floor. Gladys’s back soon began to ache but she distracted
herself from the discomfort by admiring the spectacular scenery of the distant coastline. The
autumn chill had turned leaves a blazing red. The peaks of majestic mountains were dazzlingly
white with snow. Pretty houses with curved roofs and gates that were hung with fluttering
banners nestled in green hills.On the third day, in the late afternoon, the captain hurried to
Gladys. She must come with him before the evening light faded to the side of the ship where she
would be able to see the coastline of China!Gladys stared joyfully at the distant shore and turned
a shinning face up to the captain. “Oh, Captain, my heart is already there in China! Whatever I
find there, I praise God for His goodness in letting me come, and protecting me all this way!” She
stood straight at the ship’s rail until twilight fell and the light deepened so that nothing more could
be seen except the brilliant stars that were thickly spread across the night sky above her.It would
be two more days before the ship docked at the great port city of Tientsin and Gladys finally put
her feet on Chinese soil. She noted the time and date in her diary: 4:30 a.m. on the morning of
November 11, 1932.Gladys believed that Mrs Lawson, the old Scottish missionary she had
come to help, would be eagerly waiting for her in Tientsin. Little did she imagine the scepticism
with which Mrs Lawson had read Gladys’s letter saying she would come. An English parlour-
maid? Really? Come by herself to China? No mission society sending her and no money for her
journey? Well, the girl probably meant well, but Jeannie Lawson wouldn’t hold her breath! She
certainly wouldn’t make the long journey to Tientsin to wait for someone who was very likely
never to arrive!At the English-Chinese college in Tientsin, Gladys was close to tears as the



kindly principal told her that Mrs Lawson hadn’t been to Tientsin in a long time. Nobody was
sure where she was, but the last they heard she was in Tsechow.“Is Tsechow very far?”The
principal directed Gladys into the mission lounge where a steaming pot of tea awaited them.“Do
sit down and have some tea, Gladys.”Gladys sat. “Thank you very much. But Tsechow: is it very
far?” Gladys sipped her tea gratefully.“Gladys, it’s in Shansi Province. It’s very rugged,
mountainous territory, but I can tell you how one would get there if you really want to do
it.”Gladys was astonished. “But of course! I must get to Mrs Lawson. I’ve come all this way . . .”
Was it the steam from her tea that was making her eyes water? “How far away is it?”“You’ll have
to take a train to Peking. That’s about 100 miles away, because you need to get the train there for
Yutsu, which is a journey of about 250 miles. Unfortunately, Yutsu is the end of the railway line.
From Yutsu you’ll need to get buses south until you reach Tsechow.”Gladys cleared her throat
and sat up straighter than ever. “How long will it take? I can’t picture the distances.”The
principal poured himself another cup of tea and stirred the milk in slowly before he spoke.“I know
how tired you must be Gladys. I’m so sorry to tell you that a journey like this, in China, will take
two or three weeks at best, perhaps a month.”A month! Gladys said nothing. She suddenly felt
very, very tired. She tried to imagine how she would manage travelling for weeks without one
Chinese word to her name and with no one in the remote and wild areas who understood one
word of English.“And Gladys, we don’t really know if Mrs Lawson is in Tsechow. That’s only the
last place we heard she was.” Seeing Gladys’s pale face he quickly added, “But people there will
know where she is. She shouldn’t be far.”Gladys finished her tea. She put down her teacup with
a shaking hand.“I thought Tientsin would be the end of my journey –” her voice faded out as
she contemplated the ordeal ahead.The principal stirred his tea sympathetically.“You must stay
here and rest while we try to find you a guide to take you into the interior. You are most welcome
here.”After a minute Gladys stood up. “Thank you very much for the tea.” She tried to smile
but her heart was heavy.“Right! I’ll begin asking around and find you a guide.”“A guide. Oh, yes!
That would be wonderful!”“And now you must rest. Your journey won’t be an easy one.”“None of
them ever are!” Gladys thought. Gratefully she made her way to the guest room and slept.Gladys
Bursts Into TearsAfter a restful week in Tientsin, a guide had been found. Yet again Gladys
found herself and her two suitcases on a train swaying through immense stretches of
countryside. But this time, she was in China! She loved the changing scenes that passed across
the windows of the train: pagodas and temples, camel caravans, strings of mules so loaded
down with burdens they could scarcely walk, coolies mincing along with carrying poles balanced
across their shoulders.When the train stopped for the night they stayed at Chinese inns so
strange to Gladys she could barely sleep. There were no bedrooms, curtains, or even beds.
Along one side of the wall was a raised brick platform heated underneath by a fire. Everyone
slept, fully clothed, all together on the hard platform: men, women, children, government officials
and peasants. The night was filled with muffled sounds: a baby’s startled cry, gentle snoring,
sleepy grunts, the clucking of somebody’s caged chickens.Gladys had been told that in Tsechow
there was a church and a boarding school for children of Christian parents run by a kind British



lady. It all sounded much more civilized to Gladys and she could hardly wait to get to Tsechow
and Mrs Lawson. But Mrs Lawson wasn’t in Tsechow.Gladys stared at the genteel English
missionary at the Tsechow mission compound. She had come out to China fifty years ago with
her young husband, Stanley Smith, a graduate of the famous Cambridge University in
England.“Mrs Lawson is in Yangcheng, dear. It’s not so far,” she added quickly, seeing Gladys’
dismay. “But it is very rough country. There are no roads over the mountains, you see, just
caravan trails. But you’ll get there, safe and sound, in two days’ time. You’ll have to travel by
mule.”No MountainToo HighGladys AylwardMyrna R Grant
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A Gillen, “Great read-aloud!. We homeschool and I chose this book as we are trying to learn
more about missionaries. I read it aloud so even our younger children could hear the story.
Once we had finished the first chapter, they were hooked! Each day, I heard "When can we read
more 'Gladys'?" They do love when I read out loud to them, but this story really was special.
Gladys has a sense of humor and exuded a strong will when necessary. I liked changing my
voice a bit to "become" her to reflect this and the children often found her quite funny. In
searching for more on this remarkable lady, I found the movie starring Ingrid Bergman (on
Amazon Prime). I highly recommend this as a pairing- but read the book first! Hollywood does
change a few details, but we knew the full inside story already- so it was enjoyable, and very
"wholesome". My husband watched along with us- he had not heard the book, or her story
before but became quite interested as he watched and began asking the kids questions for more
details. Overall, a great experience for us, learning more about a strong follower of Christ. We
are now reading the CorrieTen Boom book (an amazing Christian woman in her own right!) and
so far, we are equally as impressed with the writing (plan to review when we're finished).”

Bezalel & Oholiab, “Come on Dad, read another chapter--Please!. I recommend NO MOUNTAIN
TOO HIGH, as a youth biography of Gladys Alward. This book takes the reader on an exciting a
walk thru the life experiences of Gladys Alward,a British-born woman who felt God calling her to
missionary work. Trusting the Lord, her travels take her across Russia to her destination --
China-- where she lives, ministers and eventually dies. The author does well in illustrating the
difficulties she faced, and the faith that kept her loving. Upon arrival in China they threw mud at
her and called her "foreign devil"; yet she loves them and serves humbly and is assigned the
Chinese name Ai-weh-deh which means "righteous one." Upon finishing the final chapter last
night I proclaimed aloud: "What an awesome woman!" I believe that you will do the same.
Surely Gladys Alward was a unique woman, uniquely called, uniquely used... but throughout the
book I was challenged by the thought, "Look what God does through those who simply serve
him. What about me?"I read this book aloud to my children (ages 9-13). Every chapter has
enough dialog, action, spiritual insight, and often unresolve that each night they pled, "Come on
Dad, can't we read another chapter--just one more?" Young readers will find this a compelling
easy-reader. I'd also recommend it for Church library and/ or summer reading club--so give it
away when you're done with it--or better yet, buy two copies and bless someone.If you're
reading this aloud to children, you'll want to take advantage of the "Thinking Further" pages at
the end of the book which assist adults in asking thoughtful follow-up questions after each
chapter.  I wish I had books like this placed in my hands as a young Christian.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Encouraging.. This book will encourage and challenge you in your walk
with Christ. She was an amazing women who gave her life to Jesus and blessed so many. Loved



this story of her life.”

herethereandeverywhere, “Fantastic, inspiring story. Fantastic, inspiring story. The morals and
life lessons along the way, (like perseverance, selflessness and work ethic), lead to meaningful
discussions as I read this to my... boys! That's right, my two bear-cub boys were super intrigued
with the story, always asking for one more chapter! I suppose the suspense and tension
throughout the story kept them on edge and wanting more. I'm sure girls would love this story
too- I know I am certainly inspired by this woman! This book gets 5 stars in my book for proper
grammar and usage, an interesting story line and high moral content.”

Michon Walsh, “History Buff. I have watched the movie called "The Inn of the Sixth Happiness"
that tells the story of Gladys Aylward and was trying to find a book on her life when I found this
one for the kindle. I have just started reading the book but have enjoyed it greatly. I commend
Gladys Aylward for not letting other people tell her that she wasn't qualified to follow her dream.”

Sally J. Vaughn, “Mighty Lady. I think every serious minded young lady should have to read this
book. In this world of fancy clothes, manicures, pedicures and boyfriends this book gives one a
greater understanding of what really matters in life and that with God's help women can
accomplish much good in the world.”

Mrs knitter, “A good book to read. This is a great book”

Ebook Library Reader, “great inspiration. This is a great book! I read it during a mission study
entitled .PERSPECTIVES ON MISSION. At the time I was going on a mission trip to the Amazon
River.  It helped to know that Miss Aylward had triumphed over a multitude of adversities.”

Mr Blobby, “Good. Readable”

P Mills, “Happy with purchase. Fast delivery. Happy with purchase.”

Tom D., “Five Stars. Very good inspirational story and to be recommended.”

Rosalind Harry, “Five Stars. A wonderful book about an amazing woman!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Five Stars. Fantastic”

The book by Ron Hall has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 72 people have provided feedback.

Title Indicia Dedication Contents Introduction 1. A Rich Man Asks a Question 2. Gladys Has a
Daring Escape 3. Gladys Arrives in China 4. Gladys Bursts Into Tears 5. Gladys Terrifies a Mule



6. Gladys Meets a Mandarin 7. Gladys Unbinds a Tiny Foot 8. Gladys Gets a New Name 9.
Gladys Becomes a Mother 10. Bombs Fall on Yangcheng 11. Gladys is Astonished 12. Gladys
Becomes a Spy 13. Gladys Falls in Love 14. Gladys Becomes a Fugitive 15. Gladys Makes a
Decision 16. Gladys Begins Her Epic Journey 17. Gladys Has a Problem 18. Gladys Despairs
19. Gladys Escapes 20. Gladys Is Victorious 21. Gladys Has a New Beginning Thinking Further
Topics Time Line More Books Christian Focus



Language: English
Paperback: 176 pages
Reading age: 8 - 14 years
Lexile measure: AD800L
Grade level: 4 - 6
Item Weight: 4.2 ounces
Dimensions: 6.92 x 0.41 x 7 inches
Hardcover: 32 pages
Library Binding: 144 pages

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/d

