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Ahn E. Sook stood alone among thousands of kneeling people. Her bold defiance of the
tyrannical demand to bow to pagan Japanese shrines condemned her to a living death in the
filth and degradation of a Japanese prison. This brave woman remained faithful to Christ in the
face of brutality, oppression, and ruthlessness of her captors. The story of how she won many
of her fellow prisoners to Christ in the most deplorable conditions is an inspiration to all.

About the AuthorESTHER AHN KIM was a Korean Christian who spent six years (1939-1945)
in Japanese prisons during WWII as a result of her faith. As she prepared to be martyred, Miss
Ahn¿s courageous activities in prison brought the light of the Gospel to many, and resulted in a
reduction of the brutal torture Christians were subjected to. After her release she was married
to Don Kim, and the couple toured Europe and the United States speaking of God¿s
sustaining power during those harrowing years. She is author of If I Perish. Her story was
published in Korea and Japan, where it became a national sensation, reaching number three
on the all-time religious bestseller list. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.
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YOUNG KOREAN CHRISTIAN DEFIES THE JAPANESE WARLORDS.
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AmericaPUBLISHER’SPREFACEThe recent upsurge in reader interest in events and
experiences of the Second World War years has resulted in a spate of books focusing on Nazi
and Soviet torture and concentration camp experiences. Yet during these years, thousands of
Korean Christians were undergoing harassment, imprisonment, and torture as brutal and
ingenious as any carried out by Roman emperors or during the Inquisition.Convinced that God
had called them, Ahn Ei Sook, a wealthy industrialist’s frail daughter and Christian school
teacher, and Elder Park, a Methodist spiritual leader, set out in 1939 on an incredible journey
from Pyongyang to Tokyo to make Japanese leaders aware of. Japanese atrocities against
Korean Christians and warn them of God’s judgment by fire from the sky. Prepared to die for
their audacious penetration of the sacrosanct Japanese Diet, they instead went to prison. Miss
Ahn’s courageous activities in prison not only brought the light of the Gospel to many, but also
resulted in a reduction of torture.After Ahn Ei Sook was released from prison, she was married
to Don Kim. Eventually they toured the United States and Europe to tell about God’s sustaining
power during six harrowing but triumphant years in Japanese prisons (1939– 1945). Her
experiences were published as a book in Korea in 1967, which quickly became the all-time
religious best-seller in Korea. Published in Japanese in 1973, the book became a national
sensation, being entered into Japan’s national library as well as becoming number three on the
all-time religious best-seller list. Japanese Christians raised the funds and produced a film
based on the book.FOREWORDI had resolved to die a martyr, but I had failed. As I saw so
many dearly beloved Christian leaders perish under the cruel persecution, how I wept and
cried out to my God.“O Lord, this moment send Your heavenly cameras to take pictures of this



cruelty. Hurry, please!”I truly believe that He took pictures of everything that happened during
those terrible years. At the same time He helped me to remember the details and facts of every
event: how Jesus loved those who loved Him; how He gave them strength to overcome the
power of darkness; and how, in His unfailing mercy, He helped believers to have faith in Him. I,
too, knew His love and strength and peace. I would share it all with you but my pen is imperfect.
I cannot explain how such a weak woman as I was given such wonderful blessings during
times of fear and suffering.This is the record of my prison life and a testimony of the acts of
Jesus Christ. It is my earnest prayer that the glory of Jesus be manifested.“Jesus, let me offer
this humble testimony to You. I love You with my all.”MRS. DON M. KIM(MAIDEN NAME: AHN
EI SOOK)1DECLARATIONOF WAR ATNAMSAN MOUNTAINIt was the first of the month, the
day appointed by our Japanese oppressors as the time for the mass pilgrimage to the shrine
where we had been commanded to go and worship. At the Christian school where I taught
music, all the girls were summoned to the playground. On orders from the principal, teachers
were scurrying about, seeking those who had hidden themselves in classrooms and rest
rooms in the vain hope that they might be spared the indignity and blasphemy of bowing before
the shrine.Looking down on the noisy confusion below, I felt like crying, but the tears would not
come. I threw myself to the floor and with much sadness began to tell Jesus about it. Suddenly
the sharp staccato of footsteps approached down the hall outside the door and I heard a stern,
familiar voice.“Miss Ahn! Are you there?” It was the principal. She had come to look for me
herself. In silence I got up and opened the door. She was glaring at me, anger smoldering in
her taut features. “Today is the first of the month.” As if I didn’t know.“We have to take the girls
up the mountain to the shrine,” she informed me. “Remember?”Our eyes met and fought
silently.“You are not the only believer,” the principal said, her voice rasping with tension. “This is
a Christian school. Most of the pupils are Christians. So are all the other teachers. Even I am a
Christian!”I remained silent.“Think about it, Miss Ahn. Is there any believer in Christ who wants
to bow to heathen gods? We all hate to do such a thing, but we Christians are being
persecuted with a power too ruthless to stand against. Unless we worship at the Japanese
shrine, they will close this school!”All of this I knew, and it troubled me deeply. The Japanese
conquerors of our beloved Korea debased God and blasphemed our Lord Jesus Christ.
Anyone who refused to bend his knee in the Japanese shrines—whether missionary, pastor, or
deacon—was mercilessly tortured once he was found out. His fate was that of a traitor.As the
school principal this woman was responsible for the actions of the teachers and pupils, so I
could understand her concern. But had she forgotten the words of Christ: “I am the way, and
the truth, and the life” (John 14:6)?Persecution had not just begun today. Across Korea, many
Christians had already given their lives because they would not be swayed from their faith in
Christ. Now the same kind of persecution had fallen upon our city and our little school. I knew
why the principal wanted to force us all to go to the shrine, but I could not understand how she
could have reached such a decision. I did not know why she would go directly against the Word
of God by compromising with idolatry.She must have sensed my disapproval. “You can see
what great trouble you will cause this school if you fail to cooperate,” she continued. For the first
time I thought I caught a note of hatred in her voice. “But you don’t seem to care about that.
You are thinking only of yourself.”“If you want me to go to the mountain, I will,” I told her, leaving
the quiet safety of my music room and going down the stairs ahead of her.“And you will
worship at the shrine, Miss Ahn,” she called out as she hurried after me. “Right?”I had no
answer for her. The girls were eyeing me in bewilderment and dismay, for they had not
expected me to yield to the principal’s orders. Taking my place at the head of the column, we
started on the long trek to the mountain shrine. I could hear the small voices of the girls as they



whispered behind me.“Even Miss Ahn is going,” they said. “Now God will surely look over
us!”“Our principal has such power! She has made Miss Ahn go to the shrine!”“It is the fear of
the police that has broken her.”I looked up into the sky and thought of Daniel. We in Korea were
facing the same sort of idolatry which Daniel had resisted. The Japanese had built shrines in
all the cities and villages of our captive land, forcing our people to place miniature shrines in
every school, government office, and household. Then had come the latest blasphemy. Shrines
were placed in every Christian church, and police were dispatched to every service to see that
every person who came bowed to the pagan god before the worship service.Pastors were a
special target. If a minister of the Gospel opposed the worship at the newly erected shrine, or
revealed what the policeman interpreted as a haughty attitude toward him, he was hauled to
the police station and subjected to indescribable torture. But the persecution did not stop there.
The food ration was immediately taken from the new prisoner’s family, leaving them to starve. It
was easy to see why most Koreans hated the Japanese and cursed them as devils.I probably
knew more about the Japanese than the average Korean. In spite of the fact that my mother
was a fine Christian and wanted me to attend a nearby mission school, my unbelieving father
insisted on sending me to a public school where I was given a Japanese education. When I
graduated from high school, Mother wanted to send me to a Christian school in America. My
father would not listen.“She cannot succeed in life here unless she learns the Japanese ways,”
he said. “She will finish her education in Japan.”When I first returned to Korea after my
graduation in Japan, I found life pleasant enough. I got a job teaching at a public girls’ school.
But the Japanese principal’s manner was so arrogant and proud that I changed jobs and
began to teach at the mission school.Then this shrine worship was imposed upon us.At first I
managed to escape it through one ruse or another, but even as I did, I knew I could not keep
that up forever. The war between China and Japan increased in intensity, and a new religious
zeal seized the Japanese authorities. They were going to make sure that everyone in Korea,
and especially we Christians, worshiped at the feet of their gods.As we made our way up the
mountain, I fixed my gaze on the vast sky beyond the hills and within myself repeated the
words of Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego which they had spoken to the Babylonian king,
Nebuchadnezzar.“But if not” (Daniel 3:18, italics added).Even if God did not save them from
the burning fire, they were saying, they would die honoring Him. I was going to make that same
decision. With God’s help, I would never bow before the Japanese idol, even if He did not save
me from the hands of the Japanese. I was saved by Jesus. I could bow only before God, the
Father of my Savior. I felt as though I could already see the burning furnace yawning for
me.While we walked I was praying. I knew what I was going to do. “Today on the mountain,
before the large crowd,” I told myself, “I will proclaim that there is no other God beside You. This
is what I will do for Your holy name.”Peace filled my heart and I was surprised to find that I felt
like singing. My heart was as broad as the ocean, and even the clouds seemed friendly to me. I
wondered if the saints who had been persecuted and killed for the sake of the Gospel would be
looking at me. I was not going to live my youthful life for myself. I would offer it to the Lord and
bear witness of Him. I was filled with happiness for having been born in this age of
bitterness.“My sheep hear My voice,” I recited aloud from chapter 10 of the Gospel of John,
“and I know them, and they follow Me; and I give eternal life to them, and they shall never
perish; and no one shall snatch them out of My hand. My Father, who has given them to Me, is
greater than all; and no one is able to snatch them out of the Father’s hand. I and the Father
are one” (vv. 27–30 NASB).When we finally reached the shrine, a great crowd already had
gathered. Probably a dozen schools were represented, their pupils standing in straight,
respectful lines, not daring to whisper or to move from their positions. Because I had been so



reluctant to come, our school was the last to arrive. Everyone was looking at us, especially the
disapproving Japanese policemen.I was like a child at the shrine, afraid even to make a noise
because of the police officers. As a sense of uneasiness swept over me, I tried to pray, but my
prayers were too weak. I recited the Lord’s Prayer three times, and closing my eyes, I
stammered out my own lack of courage and strength.“O Lord,” I prayed, “I am so weak! But I
am Your sheep so I must obey and follow You. Lord, watch over me.”Again I went back to
chapter 10 of John. “My sheep hear My voice, and I know them, and they follow Me” (10:27).
Didn’t Jesus say He knew me and would watch over me? I was still determined to testify
honestly and openly that I was His follower.“Attention!” A strident order shrilled above the
murmuring of the crowd. The people straightened, line by line. We were accustomed to being
subservient, for we had been the captives of the Japanese for more than thirty-seven years.
“Our profoundest bow to Amaterasu Omikami [the sun-goddess]!”As one person, that
enormous crowd followed the shouted order by bending the upper half of their bodies solemnly
and deeply. Of all the people at the shrine, I was the only one who remained erect, looking
straight at the sky. Moments before, uneasiness and fear had troubled my heart, but now they
were completely gone. I was quite calm. My conscience whispered to me, “You have fulfilled
your responsibility.”As I walked behind the freshman class, I talked once more to Jesus.
“Everything is finished now. I have done what I should have done. I commit the rest to You. Now
the only way left for me is to hear and follow You.”My mind was like that of a general who had
just declared war, but as we made our way back to the school my heart was overshadowed by
a dark cloud.Everyone had seen me refuse to bow to the shrine. I would be dragged to the
police station and kicked and beaten until my eyes would come out. Even as a child I had never
been so much as scolded.I wondered if I could stand being whipped and hearing those
swaggering men blaspheme the name of Jesus.I could honestly say I was not afraid of dying,
but I feared being tortured without dying. How long could this body endure? What if I gave up
my faith under the relentless torture? Just thinking of it made me so faint I could hardly see
where I was walking.But I could not retreat. I had to fight. But, I was a sinner and so very weak.
What could I do? I wished I could have ended my life at that moment, even before we got back
to the school.“Let not your heart be troubled,” Jesus was saying to me. “Believe in God, believe
also in me…. I will not leave you desolate…. Peace I leave with you; my peace I give unto
you…. Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be fearful” (John 14:1, 18, 27).A light was
turned on in the darkness of my heart. The clouds and patches of blue sky were smiling at me,
and a song came to mind.Did we in our own strength confide, Our striving would be
losing;Were not the right Man on our side, The Man of God’s own choosing:Dost ask who
that may be? Christ Jesus, it is He; Lord Sabaoth His Name,From age to age the same,
And He must win the battle.MARTIN LUTHERI felt as though I had been listening to Martin
Luther in his battle for truth. He, too, lived during a dark day for Christians, when massacre and
persecution were at their height. He was a scholar and a man of great character. But what am
I? I thought. I am an unknown, powerless young woman.I felt that the apostle Paul must have
had times when he experienced the same problems I faced. I drew strength from what he wrote
about them. “For when I am weak, then am I strong” (2 Corinthians 12:10).“Oh Lord,” I prayed,
“let it come!”2ESCAPE!The full force of my act of defiance at the shrine rushed over me. It had
not been done in the safety of my room. I had refused to pay homage to the Japanese goddess
before a great throng of people. Even the students saw what I had done. Concern darkened
their loyal young faces. It was not for themselves that they were afraid; it was for me. They
walked in silence, glancing back occasionally as though it might be their last opportunity to see
me.I had no fear for myself, but I was well aware of my critical situation. I am dead, I realized.



Ahn Ei Sook died today at mountain Namsan.In the few minutes since we had left the shrine,
the scattered blue of the sky disappeared, hidden by muddy, forbidding clouds. The fields and
trees and valley were suddenly colorless and drab, an ugly, lifeless gray that seemed to
whisper ominously of impending death. Even though I knew I had done the right thing, there
was an uneasiness in my heart.“Lord,” I prayed, “You have been leading me. I leave everything
in Your hands.”The authorities did not wait long to act. Four detectives were waiting for me at
the school when we got back.And you shall even be brought [dragged] before governors and
kings for My sake, as a testimony to them and to the Gentiles. But when they deliver you up, do
not become anxious about how or what you will speak; for it shall be given you in that hour
what you are to speak. For it is not you who speak, but it is the Spirit of your Father who
speaks in you (Matthew 10:18–20 NASB).As I repeated the tenth chapter of Matthew from
memory, God opened a curtain on a little corner of the future. I knew that I was about to see
the acts of the Lord, and joy drove away my nervousness and filled my heart.“If you keep My
commandments, you will abide in My love; just as I have kept My Father’s commandments, and
abide in His love” (John 15:10 NASB).I thought I was being taken to the police station, but
instead they took me to the office of the chief of the district. My fear of suffering was
transformed into the thrill of starting some splendid adventure. My mind was calm. And why
wouldn’t it be? The Lord was sustaining me completely.The detectives who brought me to the
district chief bowed politely and left the room. He glanced at me and then directed his attention
to his work once more. My breath almost stopped, for anger and hatred glittered in his eyes.
His fierce, copper-colored face was a burning flame. All I could think of was that he must be an
inspector from hell.“Who do you think you are?” he demanded in Japanese. “Do you realize
what you did at Namsan Mountain today? Why were you so reckless? Don’t you know about
our great imperial Japanese police power?” Our neighboring conquerors had ruled that all
officials in the puppet government must speak Japanese while in their offices. The district chief
tried to carry out the edict, but he spoke so brokenly that it was hard for me to keep from
laughing. He caught the brief smile on my lips and surmised the reason.“You miserable
woman!” he exploded. “You think you are so smart! Do you want to see what we can do to
you?”“Do not fear!” the Lord told me. “The LORD will fight for you” (Exodus 14:13–14 NASB).At
that instant the phone rang. His entire manner changed. “Yes, sir…. Yes, sir…. Yes, sir.” He
sounded more like a machine than a man of position and authority. When the conversation was
over, he seemed to have forgotten I was even in the room. Opening the cabinet behind his
desk with trembling hands, he began to search frantically through the files. I realized God was
fighting for me. He must have found what he was looking for because he put a paper into his
bag and rushed out, leaving me alone.Quickly I got to my feet and left, walking past the clerks
in the outer office. With shaking legs, I ran out into the hall and walked out of the building as
though nothing had happened. Outside, the sun was shining brightly and the blue of the sky
reached far above the surrounding hills.“O Lord,” my heart was saying, “only You could do such
a thing. I am in Your hands, Father. Help me to listen and obey You.” I ran as I prayed. It didn’t
matter to me that the people on the street were watching me.When I reached home the gate
was locked, but Mother heard my frantic cry and ran barefoot to let me in. Several Christians
were there praying for me. They were stunned when they saw me, but their astonishment gave
way to gratitude and praise.I was not in prison, but the danger was still present. “The Bible says
that when they persecute you in one town,” Mother advised me, “flee to the next. You must go
as quickly as you can.”I knew that a description of me would soon be in the hands of every
policeman on every street corner. I had to disguise myself, so I rubbed my face and hands with
ashes and put on old-fashioned clothes and old rubber shoes of a country woman. While I was



changing my appearance as much as possible, Mother wrapped up some clean clothes and
my Bible in a cloth.She didn’t dare go with me; that would have been too dangerous for both of
us. But she followed at a distance to see that I was able to get safely out of town. I reached the
railway station just as a freight train was about to leave. I managed to board the lone
passenger car on the end of the long freight only moments before it pulled out for Shin Ei Joo.
The train was slow and would stop often, but all I was concerned about was leaving the city
before being discovered by the police.I sat down near the window and looked out at the
gathering dusk. Now I knew how David must have felt when he was being chased by King Saul.
He was like a small deer trying to get away from a powerful hunter. But God had known David’s
faith and watched over him, and later he was crowned king.As the train groaned under the
weight of its load, I leaned back in the hard, uncomfortable seat and closed my eyes. David
must have wondered why he was persecuted, just as I wondered at what was happening to
me. I could understand that David must have had to go through such suffering as part of the
training for ruling the children of Israel with wisdom and compassion, but why was this
happening to me? I had no answer. I was only an ordinary woman. No kingdom was awaiting
my rule. Still, I knew that my Lord had ordered me to fight. I had no choice except to bear
testimony of my Savior until I should die.The train was one of those that stopped at every
station. Each time it slowed down and came to a stop, I tensed and didn’t relax until we began
to move again and I was sure that no policemen had come aboard.I began to wonder about the
stars and planets that winked down at us so serenely. Was there any other planet like Earth
where human beings lived? Would some of those people in the far reaches of the universe
worship idols and persecute the disciples of the Lord? Is there heaven among the stars?By
dying I would go to heaven and see Jesus, together with the saints and martyrs who had died
for Him. Jesus had come to this very small earth to save sinful human beings, giving His life for
them on the cross.The Japanese were crushing untold numbers of believers under their cruel,
iron heel in Korea, but actually they had to stand powerless before the Lord. Just as the stars in
the sky would not change, God’s laws would not change. I wished to shine in the black night
sky of my beloved country like a changeless star.But, where am I going? What is going to
happen to me? I thought.When the train finally reached my chosen destination of Shin Ei Joo,
my fears came rushing back. I retreated to the women’s rest room and hid, shivering and
shrinking in the unrelenting cold that held spring captive in that city just south of the
Manchurian border. I was sandwiched between the ice of those dirty concrete walls that
seemed oppressively close together. Finally I could stand the cold no longer and went out into
the crowded waiting room where I found a corner and prayed that I would not be discovered.I
am one of those people who finds it difficult to withstand the discomfort of the cold. I did not
believe I was afraid of death, but I dreaded facing my most dreadful enemy, the freezing cold of
a concrete prison cell. The thought was crushing, and I wept in my heart as I told everything to
the Lord. Just as an injured child finds comfort in her mother’s sympathy, I prayed to Jesus,
letting Him know the dejection that swept over me.“It’s so cold, Jesus,” my heart whispered to
Him. “Even my tears are like beads of ice on my cheeks, and I have no place to go.”I was still
praying when I remembered that one of my former students was living in this same city. My
heart leaped with joy, shaking itself free of sadness. I wanted to phone her at once, but I
realized it would be best to wait until my young friend would be out of bed. I had never known
time to creep by so slowly. It was an eternity before I felt that it was late enough for me to
telephone her. Finding the number in the directory at the nearest public phone booth, I dialed
it.She came for me as quickly as she could, hurrying through the crowded streets. While I was
waiting for her I changed my clothes in the rest room, washed my face and hands, and combed



my hair. Kyung Shin found me, heard the reason for my unexpected visit, and called a taxi for
the short ride to her parents’ home.She led me to a quiet room in a secluded part of the house
which was warmed by an under-the-floor stove after the ancient ondol fashion. It was very
comfortable. The room was Kyung’s, I decided. I knew her well from school, and the furniture
and ornaments showed her taste and hobbies.“How is it with the Christians here?” I asked
her.“Persecution in the churches is severe,” she said. The Christians who wanted to keep their
faith had fled from the city.“And what about yourself?”The answer came quickly. She had
stopped going to church, she said, but she kept her faith secretly.3A
TEMPORARYHIDEOUTLate that night I phoned my older sister. Mother had gone to the home
of my sister and her husband at Jung Joo earlier in the day and was very concerned about me.
It was decided that I, too, should go there. At the moment it was still quiet in the area where my
sister lived, so I would be safer there. I knew I could not stay long with Kyung Shin because it
would not be fair to her.“I’ve heard there are no policemen on the last train,” my sister told me.
“If you hurry, I believe you can make it.”Although Kyung Shin was disappointed that I was
leaving so soon, she understood.I found a seat in an obscure corner of the train and hunched
into it. It seemed to have been waiting in the station just for me. As soon as I was aboard the
train, it began to move, gathering speed quickly in the dark night.“This world is as dark as this
night,” I told myself. Everything on either side of the train was wrapped in shadows as black as
an evil man’s soul, but the sky was punctured with light as bright as ten thousand times ten
thousand jewels gleaming with God’s glory. True faith should be like those stars, I thought,
shining even brighter as the world becomes darker.I closed my eyes and began to pray.When
we got to the Jung Joo station, a messenger sent by my sister soon found me and took me
over to where she was waiting for me in the darkness. She had brought their three German
shepherd dogs with her. They were like so many faithful servants; she never went anywhere
without them.Although Jung Joo was still comparatively quiet, it had all the curiosity and loose
tongues so characteristic of most small towns. My sister was extremely cautious lest my arrival
would become known. That was a second reason for having me come late at night. Taking off
her shawl, she put it on my shoulders. Then, with great care in order to walk as quietly as
possible, we made our way through the sleeping town to her home.The entire family was
awake and waiting for us, but our first greeting was from the flock of geese she kept in the
grassy area between her house and three factories which her husband owned and operated.
They began to honk imperiously at the first sound of our footsteps, like dogs jealously guarding
their master.“That’s enough,” my sister ordered, and they quieted immediately. Seeing Mother, I
wanted to cry for joy. I knew that her heart always was looking toward God. When we were
alone at last, I told her all that had happened since I had been taken to the district director.“I’m
so thankful that God made you, who are a weak one, to act so quickly,” she said joyfully. “It is
indeed a miracle.”Praying with one mind that God would lead us according to His will, we left
everything in His hands.I was to learn later that the geese remained silent as the family came
and went. Only when a stranger approached did they set up a clamor. Since there were usually
visitors in the house, the geese protested their presence almost incessantly.The German
shepherd dogs walked about like well-trained guards. They were given certain food at a
specific time and were trained to never eat anything else offered to them. They ate in order of
their age, the oldest eating his food first while the other two waited. Then the second oldest ate.
When they both had their fill, it was time for the youngest to eat.Both the geese and the dogs
knew their masters and served them, I observed. It helped me to realize clearly how I must
faithfully serve my God who had created me and saved me. Mother, my sister, and I would
faithfully serve God who had given the life of His only begotten Son to save us from sin and



hell.It was beautiful at my sister’s, and I had plenty of time to read the Bible, but as one
monotonous day followed another I began to feel uncomfortable about staying there.My sister
had her own family, and I wanted to be alone with Mother in a more quiet place. Even their
expensive food was not the type which we enjoyed.My sister understood our feelings, so it was
decided that we would look for a house in a quiet area in the country and move there. Happily,
my brother-in-law also agreed.4A PLACEOF REFUGESpring had already blown its warm
breath on the earth, carrying away the harshness of winter. All around us the world was
painted in rainbow colors and caressed by the gentle rays of the warming sun. If only spring
would come to human hearts, I thought as Mother and I went out to look for a house to rent. If
only the powers of Satan would soon be melted away like the snow.“Those that are not of the
truth will pass away,” my mother assured me when I shared my thoughts with her. “They look
strong but they are only deceiving themselves and others.”“This is such an awful world and I
am so weak.”“God shows His strength in the weak,” she replied. “Those of us who are weak
must rely on Him with all our hearts, and God loves us because of it.”I always felt strengthened
when I talked with Mother about God and His love. I began to think that life might be worth
living in this time of persecution. It might even be a truer picture of the believer to agonize, to
suffer, to be hated and tortured, and even to be killed in obeying God’s words rather than to live
an ordinary, uneventful life.Although my sister’s house was located at the foot of the mountain
some distance from town and the police office, there was always the chance that spies or the
police would detect my presence. So, we decided to find a place in an entirely different area.
As we walked, we came to a tiny straw-thatched house at the foot of a hill. It was in good
repair, and the yard had been neatly swept.“I don’t believe anyone is living here,” Mother
ventured.We soon discovered that she was right. No furniture was inside, but the place was
clean and neat. There was a garden and in front of it a narrow crystal stream, murmuring
happily to itself on its way to the river.What had happened to this house? we wondered. Who
was the owner and why did he leave such a nice place with its beautiful rock fountain?We
learned the story from a neighbor.Tragedy had struck the elderly couple who lived there. First
their son, who made his home with them, contracted tuberculosis and, after a long illness, died.
Then the father died from the same disease, leaving the old woman alone. Because of the
illness, no one came to visit her. She tried to sell the place, but people were afraid to live in it.
Finally, unable to bear the loneliness, she loaded all that she owned on a cart and left. No one
knew where she had gone, we were told, but they were sure she would never return.Mother
and I brought the matter before the Lord and were sure that this was to be my refuge. When we
talked it over with my sister, however, she was strongly opposed, thinking that we, too, would
contract the dreaded disease. I took her hands and told her that I was no longer a teacher.“One
day I will become a prisoner and will die in a cell somewhere. Do you think it is only two or
three who have died from tuberculosis in jail? In this house I will prepare myself to go to that
merciless jail.”Reluctantly my sister agreed, but she insisted on completely remodeling the
house. Three men were sent from her husband’s factories to break off all the dirt in the house
and carry it away. They destroyed the floors completely, taking the refuse up the mountain a
hundred or more meters. Then they dug new dirt from the mountain, bought new stones for the
floor, and painted the walls. While they put new dirt on the outer walls, we washed the sliding
screens with sterilizer and re-papered them.Although we moved into the house without asking
the owner’s permission, we were determined to find her, if possible, and pay her liberally for the
house.The place turned out to be ideal for our purpose since no neighboring houses were
nearby. I clothed myself like a country woman and was careful not to be conspicuous, but it
was safe for me to sing praises to the Lord as loudly as I wanted and as often as I felt like it.



During those days and weeks I sang and prayed and memorized more than one hundred
chapters of the Bible as well as many hymns.The sound of the stream was a lullaby, drawing
me to its quiet bank and washing the strain from my mind. I planted a garden and got some
potted flowers for the house. Never before had I worked with growing things. Living so simply
was awakening in me a love for plants that I had never had before. The house was a refuge,
built just for me, and I found a new strength arising from deep within my heart.My sister visited
us every evening, careful to avoid being noticed by the curious. She brought us fruit and other
food, and we looked forward to each visit as a time when we could be together.One evening an
unfamiliar woman appeared in our neighborhood. As she walked slowly along the dusty road,
an uneasy fear filled me for I suspected that she might be a spy. I soon learned differently. She
was an evangelist who had quit going to church when a Japanese altar was placed there. She
had fled to avoid arrest and was continuing to speak of the Lord Jesus in faraway valleys and
villages. I invited her in, and Mother and I talked with her around the table.Mrs. Chang had not
eaten much since leaving home, she told us. Because she had been visiting the poorer
villagers who had little for her, she had to be content with only one meal a day. But due to the
Lord’s grace, she remained healthy and was still able to travel through the mountains.“I wish
you could have been with me on my travels,” she said, her eyes glowing. “Even deep in the
mountains I have heard believers praying. I have been in caves where pastors, evangelists,
elders, and deacons were gathered together. Even though they were living off just the roots of
mountain plants and water from the streams, they were strong and swift.”As I listened to her
story, I thought of wicked Queen Jezebel and also of the dark age of Emperor Nero. It was
almost as though God were flipping back the pages of countless calendars. When the woman
looked at me, sorrow came to her eyes.“You are like a princess, so frail and delicate,” she said.
“I wonder if you will be able to survive the hardship of persecution.” She shook her head,
almost as though she were doubting God’s wisdom. “It’s hard to understand why He would
choose such a protected young lady to stand up for Him. But we shouldn’t complain. We don’t
always know His will or purpose.”A few nights later someone knocked at our door. Since it was
our practice to go to bed early in order to become accustomed to living without light, we had
been asleep for hours and were surprised at this midnight visitor.A kindly voice explained that
our caller was Deacon Lee who had been told about us by Mrs. Chang. Getting up at once,
Mother invited him in.Although we had electricity, we only used a candle to chase away the
gloom. Lights would have shouted to any chance passerby that there was something unusual
going on at our house.Our guest had a shaggy beard and was gaunt with hunger, but his eyes
were clear and his face glowed with the joy of a true believer. He sat solemnly with us and
prayed.I had never before seen anyone devour his food as our visitor did. He kept eating one
dish of food after another until everything my sister had brought us for the next day was gone.
But we were happy to help him.He had been in the mountains two years, he said, and had sent
his family to relatives in Manchuria before he fled. During the summer he could live anywhere,
for the trees grew thick and offered much protection. During the winter he would find a cave to
keep him out of the snow and provide a little warmth.Food was hard for him to find, but he had
discovered that he could fast for a week without difficulty. He had spent as long as twenty days
without food, eating snow for water.“The cold bothers me the worst,” he said quietly. “I have
often fallen senseless from the cold.”Other believers like himself, who were hiding in the
mountains, had memorized much of the Bible, so they were not afraid, no matter how much the
Japanese might try to change the Bible.When the time came for him to go, he thanked us
deeply. “Let us endure until the end,” he said as he left.In spite of the fact that we had been
extremely careful, my presence outside the village had not gone unnoticed. After Deacon Lee’s



visit, believers often came to our door. My sister brought a large amount of food for
them.Spring was at its peak, and the garden was growing rapidly. There was a certain mystery
about it that made me amazed at God’s love that had caused Him to create.When the rains
came, which was often at that time of year, I would open all the windows so I could hear the
muted symphony of wind and rain and the sharp staccato of thunder. Lightning flashed in the
dark heavens, laying bare the mountains and valleys to my eyes. I marveled at the great
display. The universe was declaring that all things had remained the same since the day of
creation.Why did human beings change while nature remained unchanged? Why did man
alone rebel against God, the Creator, while all other things remained as beautiful and pure as
they were at the time of creation? At times unfamiliar melancholy took hold of me.The sky in
early summer was refreshing. The rains slacked off, but cotton clouds still lingered over the
mountains. Restlessly and in ever-changing patterns, they crept across the sky, free from any
laws or regulations. They were completely free. How wonderfully clouds had been used in the
holy works of God! When the Israelites were led by Moses to leave Egypt, there was “a pillar of
cloud by day to lead them on the way, and … a pillar of fire by night to give them light” (Exodus
13:21 NASB), and in order to hide God’s people from the enemy. The clouds had never
rebelled against their Creator.I went often to the stream in front of the garden, and when the
water was low I discovered so many tiny grasses and weeds and flowers, each with its unique
beauty, that I marveled at the infinite variety to be found in God’s creation. I whispered to
Jesus, “I am like these nameless plants, a hidden, frail flower nobody knows. But like these
plants, help me grow so that I can blossom and offer my faith, which You have given me, to
others.”5PREPARINGFOR PERSECUTIONReports coming from the continuing stream of
midnight visitors were increasingly disturbing. As the fires of war burned brightly, the Japanese
were jerking young men from every household, forcing them to the battlefields. Complaining
parents were dragged off to jail charged with traitorous thoughts. Women and children lived in
constant fear that their husbands and fathers might be taken next.Increasing military activity
brought a corresponding increase in forced worship at the Japanese shrines that were
springing up everywhere. Every pupil from kindergarten through high school was forced to buy
a charm of the Japanese shrine and take it home.“You are to paste it in the most important
room in the house,” they were told, “and worship it morning and evening.”Our Christian visitors
spoke in awe and horror of the terrible torture which faithful pastors were going through for
their faith. They were hung upside down while boiling water mixed with hot peppers was forced
through their noses into their stomachs. When their bellies would hold no more, they were
dropped on their heads on the cement floor, to be kicked and walked on by their tormentors.
And when the water had come out of their nostrils, mouths, and rectums, the ugly process was
repeated.Men were whipped until the leather lashes ripped skin and flesh and broke bones.
Hands were placed on wooden boards and whipped until they became useless masses of
flesh. Bamboo needles were forced beneath finger and toenails, causing pain that cannot even
be imagined, and glass bottles were used as clubs until they broke, slashing faces and skulls,
and driving bloody slivers of glass deep into features that no longer looked human.“In the end
they go mad,” our informants whispered. “Terrible things go on behind the bars.”I felt faint to
think of what would happen to me. “How long will I be able to endure?” I kept asking myself.I
knew it would be impossible for me to keep my faith in my own power. God would have to work
through me if I was to stand firm. I decided to fast.Many times I had fasted for three days
without difficulty. Now, however, I was determined to go without food and drink while I prayed
for a week. After three days I had trouble breathing. On the sixth and seventh days, my lips
were dry and my chest was in an iron vise, causing me to fight to breathe. Everything around



me was blurred and dim, and my nerves were as taut and twisted as so many strands of rope.
When the fast was over and my mother put water into my mouth, I raised my voice in victory,
thanking God for being with me.Although I had not expected it, after the fast I was able to
understand the Scriptures better and I felt a new power in my prayer. Now I felt that I could
leave the fear of torture in the Lord’s hands.But it was not to be so easily accomplished.As
even more fearful news came to me, I became anxious again. “This time,” I told Mother, “I’m
going to fast for ten days.”Those ten days were ten months to me. The color of my eyes
changed, and my breath became so offensive that nobody would come near me. My blood
circulation was so low and weak that I was sure that, this time, I would die. I am quite sure that
I was very close to death.“O Lord,” I kept telling Him, “this is so much better than torture.”My
mother and sister suffered more than I. When the fast was over, they were both so exhausted
and concerned for me that they were ill. But when the tenth day finally ended, how I thanked
the Lord. I was as happy as though I had conquered the world.Again I found a peace I had
never known before. I read the Bible earnestly and had a new concern to memorize important
chapters against the day when I would be in prison without my Bible.On one occasion I awoke
before dawn and, as I read my Bible by candlelight, I developed a severe headache. Never
having had a headache before, I was annoyed. The medicine Mother gave me for it had little
effect.“Is this what the pain will be like if I’m hit on the head by the policemen?” I asked her. “I
can hardly stand it.”“Let’s talk to Jesus and ask Him to heal it.”We all prayed about my
headache, but it continued without easing in intensity. The third day after we started praying, an
elderly, kindly woman evangelist, wearing a snow white robe, came into my room quietly not
long before dawn. Even now I don’t know if it was a dream or a vision. Approaching me, she sat
down and gently tapped my forehead several times. I woke up and looked around, but there
was no such woman in the room. Only my mother was there, kneeling near me, praying. I was
free from the headache, and my heart was greatly uplifted.
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Denise Stakes, “BEST BOOK EVER !!!. I am not a big reader - I do a lot of reading for work so
I tend to not read much at home but I got through this book in just a few days - couldn't put it
down !! What an inspiration she is !!! Great book for those who really don't know the history of
the events leading up to Pearl Harbor and all the dynamics of the countries and how they
treated each other - nice book to keep the faith fire going !!”

Gao Hol, “The holy saints of God. The book was excellent, sister Esther always was praising
the LORD even when everything around her was horrible. It was encouraging to see that she
would always love those around her even though they hated her. She is a good example to
follow for standing up for Christ. The book is heavy but also very refreshing seeing that she
would always talk about how good God was in the heavily afflicted times. Her testimony is what
Paul wrote in Romans 8:35-39, the accounts of the saints in Korea are encouraging for all and
reminds us to keep our brothers and sisters in our prayers.”

Kathleen, “God does love and take care of His faithful servants. This is a true story of Christian
suppression and the faith of those (not just Ei Sook) who worshipped Our Lord and Savior
during the suppression of Korea by the Japanese for 30 yrs (1915-1945) is rich in history, and
most of all the workings of God in His faithful believers. I had 2 copies of this book many, many
years ago. One to loan out while I read the other one (twice). Then I had both loaned out and
never got them back. Which was okay. I prayed that whomever had them would share them. I
tried to buy the book at that time, but it was out of print. When I got an email from Amazon with
it listed I was overjoyed. I am reading again, and having the same emotions as when I read it
so long ago.”

Angie B., “A Must Read!!!. Review by wife Angela B....This book was possibly the best book I
have ever read. I was so inspired and challenged in my faith after reading this dear sister's
bravery, courage, faith, and positive perspective while being imprisoned. The title is perfectly
suited to this story, being as this precious sister gave everything into the Lord's hands and in
doing so, found favor amongst even her enemies as she allowed the love of the Lord to spill
over onto all whom she encountered. Will definitely read again. Highly recommend if you
enjoy Christian testimonies and autobiographies.”

Ø<ÝõØ<Ý÷ Marisol &�, “Humbling and Encouraging. I just praise the Lord for this book and it's
encouragement to me, not to mention the testimony of such a beautiful sister in Christ like Ahn
Kim.Through all her trials her faith in the Lord's promises kept her going. It is encouraging to
know that when we face trials it is the Lord refining us for HIS glory and our good!He works ...
all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called according
to his purpose. Romans 8:28The ripple effect of the work that the Lord Jesus Christ was doing
within Mrs. Kim life is evidenced in those she ministered too without prejudice from mentally
unstable to a geisha girl, that goes on to have a wonderful testimony of her own!I recommend
all my sisters in the Lord to read this book.Just a caution though for the "young girls". Mother's,
you might want to read it to them instead.The last chapter or maybe second to last chapter is
rather graphic in what soldiers were doing at that time and so I read it to my daughters so I
could skip those parts that I felt were too adult in content. That's really the only caution that I



could find, the testimony is amazing and encouraging!Beautifully written to the glory of our
Lord!”

Colleen Flynn, “Awe Inspiring Story of an Incredible Woman. Verse 4:16 in the book of Esther
provides the backdrop of a modern-day Esther who went to Japan to warn the Japanese
against their idol/shrine worship. She had a heart for the Japanese people to bring them to a
knowledge of Jesus Christ, but was instead thrown into prison because she refused to worship
idols. Like a modern-day Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego, she refused to bow to the
shrine worship and was fully prepared to die. She lived by faith, prayer and leaning on Jesus
during her long ordeal, and even though she was starved and tortured and ill, as it was for
Daniel in the lion's den, God stopped the mouths and hands of her worse enemies in
miraculous ways. She became a testimony to those in the prison and won many to Christ, from
crazed murderers, to cruel prison guards, to a former geisha who became a missionary in the
mountains. There were many moments of despair and longing for the deliverance of death,
and Esther bemoans her weakness and hunger, and this all shows that she is weak, but that
God is strong, with His strength made perfect through our weaknesses. All her trials and
tribulations showed her how Jesus is faithful and never left her and finally delivered her when
she was freed at the end of the war and escaped the Communists to South Korea. Her mother
was a remarkable person, having led Esther to the LORD and kept her faith providing Esther
with encouragement and prayer. This book will strengthen your faith and encourage you also
when things get tough and you learn to lean on the everlasting arms. It is also hard to put
down and my daughter read it all the way through in a day.”

mayo salad, “I've been buying it to give away to my friends. When I was in Japan studying in a
seminary in 1971, I read her original book written in Japanese 0_0h0D0]0F0g0j0O0f0‚ (Go to amazon.co
original /Users/mayblattner/Desktop/41hFvTcfctL._SY90_.jpg) with tons of fears. It was first
published in 1947. When I discovered the English translation of If PERISH recently, I was
surprised that her content was cut in half. The colonial Japanese government over Korean
Peninsula charged death sentence against her for 6 years. Her story is astonishingly similar for
me to get out from Japan which took me half a century. In tons of tears again reading IF
PERISH in English, I'm realising what God has done by forgiving all my sins in Japan and
England for 27 years of very difficult spiritual work. So until I see Creator Jesus Christ, I will
persevere to forgive all those who harmed me in the past, present and future, in a 12-Step
Christian addiction recovery.”

mac12sco, “EXCELLENT SERVICE. The book was in very good condition”

Linda, “Inspirational. This girl surely epitomises what it is to be a follower of Jesus. Just as
relevant today as the 1930s/40s.”

Avid reader, “Moving & powerful & true. This is quite a life story. Hard to put words to it. It is
real. It is challenging. It also tells what God did in a life and heart surrendered to Him and what
they have been called to do. There is more. Read it and you will see for yourself.”

Jan, “.. A must read for all Christians living in this day and age. Be strong in the Lord and the
power of His might”

The book by William Branham has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 355 people have provided feedback.
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