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At the appointed time
gently, gently
three paper notes
futtered down,
carried effortlessly

onawarm scented brcezc...



ThC First Note fluttered towards the ground and
was sPotted bg a woman walking Purpose?u@ along her
road. Quicklg (she did all things in a hurrg) she ran to

ick it up. The note was a smal Piece of paper folded in
Eahc; she read the outside:

“l want to win,” she tl‘lought Eagcrly she unfolded the
paper.
L ove IV ins

Just those worcls, nothing more. She thought Iong and
hard about this. She decided this was good news. She
always tried to act nice, to act loving. She felt the
message was: She wins.

| deserve it, I've earned it.” HaPPilg she Pinned the note
to her blouse, and showed it to everyone back in her
village. 1 know my husband will treat me%etter, now.” She
hadgalwa s tried to tell him what he should do to make
things right between thcm; now she was confident that
improvement was coming at last.

Every morning she carcmcu“y took time to Pin the note to
her louse; S%IC was most devoted to keePing the note
fresh in her heart. She trusted that as her husband
looked at the note, he would cl'lange. Instead he seemed
to become more unrulg than before. She was Puzzlecl and
frustrated.



The SCCOﬂd Note: The same warm breeze carried
the second note towards another vi”age. S[owlg and
sadlg a woman walked along her road, and noticed the
note ﬂu’ctcring down. She walked slow!g forward. Waiting
for the paper to settle before she Picl«a& it up, she read:

Wiy

CareFu”y she unfolded the paper- It only had two words:

L ove WV ins

She sighccl. She felt that her husband didn’t love her.
She had long lived in sadness, and although she had
taken good care of her children, theg didrt love her
either.

How could the message “Love Wins” lﬂelp her? She was
unloved. And that was that.



The Third Note: Slowlg, ever so slowly, the third
note drifted down. The paper so li Et, nearly
trans[:)arcnt, seemed weightless as it ﬂoatedgin the warm,
scented breeze.

A woman saw it ﬂuttering ke a but’cerﬂg, %raccxcuuy
dancing in the wind, seeming to wait Paticnty as she

moved forward and caught it in her hand. She read the
outside of the folded paper:

ol

Mgs’ciﬁed) she opencd the paper and read:

S ove WVins

What a mgs’cerg! What could it mean? She humbly
admitted that she had not been trulg Loving,

She knew Love would be magniﬁcent, yet she also knew
that real Love did not flow througlﬁ her.

Vet there was the message, clear!g te”ing her “Love Wins.”

Tenclerlg she carried the note home and told her husband
about it.

But her husband was clirtg and tired and grouclﬂg from
his hard work and could not give the Note any attention.



She Placed the note carmcully b‘j some flowers in a special
Place, but she continued to Poncler the idea in her Eeart.
“L ove Wins” echoed in her mind day and night‘

“L ove loves,” she thou%ht, “but the question is: Who does
Love love?” She searched her heart and knew that love
must be Power{:ul and glorious, desiring good far above

and begoncl all that she could ask or think.

SucHenlg she understood. It did not say that she herself
wins; the note did not say that the Po[:)ular ones in the
vi”age win; it did not say that the se|1c~important ones win;
the note did not say that the domineering ones win. The
note only stated that “Love Wins.”

She realized that no one could earn real Love, yet Love
would continue to love expansivclg without limits.

Even thougl‘n no one deserved such Love, Het it would
flow. Love would see all the difficulties, and still love. The
clelight of Love began to bring light into her heart.

Love would pay any Price, endure every dhq;'cultg to
rescue the beloved ones. Of course, “Love Wins” she
thought. Notl'ling could defeat it. Love never fails.

One night) she Ponc]ered this for many c]uiet hours as the
soft moonligl‘l’c glowed in the room.



She began to think differently about her husband.
Kindness and compassion overF?owe&. He was born of
harshness and coldness; she was born of sadness and
regret. Yet “Love Wins.”

JOH unspeakable and ‘FU” O’F glory began to SUFY’OUﬂd l’]Ch
5]’16 began to c}'lange CICCPIH

HoPe filled her: I’xoPe for her husband, hope for her

arents, hope for her c]'lilclren, hope for her Friends,
Eo[:)c for those who were so wounded 139 life that thcg
were mean and selfish.

Theg too would discover the Truth that “Love Wins” and
theg also would be changed. Their old selves would be
cliscarcled,Just like hers.

She loved them all.

And her life blossomed into flower and fruitfulness.

/44/ Love Won.



