«ﬂ‘\ %/ VUR - KR
\.

[Rurti Brrr Gratam]

+.mm

A




..::.._

ik,

..._.

er:s_. i

o
it
“....r:w

‘-.Zv-w
Mty

'«Mf— a1
|

ezs.w:_m
::.17& %

b .,m ..‘H?HHM%,_.
il

3 -

Ay
i

b

bkl
BranEn D
Huy, w
isenibetstiediin
A
ey ..*
1

.M_ ._,N .%\

A Mt
ARt

(A




B B /M4 B (CIP) # 7

AR BB E/BR L DUR - B R —dt st E A
VE A2 7], 2002.10

ISBN 7-5057-1869-X/1-476

[ .4 N.OH--@3x- I.3%iE-X8EEY, "
W - % IV.H319.4:1

Hh [ R A B 434 CIP £ A% 5 (2002) 55 082795 5

Text copyright © 1994 by Ruth Bell Graham
Hlustrations copyright © 1994 by Richard Jesse Watson
Originally published in English under the title
One Wintry Night By Baker Books,

A division of Baker Book House Company
Grand Rapids, Michigan, 49516, U.S.A.

Translated into Chinese and published in Mainland China by permission of East

Gates International Licensing arranged by CCEnterprise Ltd.
All rights reserved.
T © FHee-VUR- B8 IHEMRA © B - A6 - K 7%
JEASPE I One Wintry Night H 3 [ D1 5 A2 &) H R .
A A2 36 7R 1] [ bR LA BRI 3 B S,

JFAE b B KR R o SR (A RS Bl 55 o 7 W 32 2k SO Al il 28 mI A Q3

H#52 ZXRBRWE

HAR o E A R A

BT P EAE A A

23 Htedh

EDRl ANRSEAREIR)

Mg 787x1092 =K 1/12
6 Bk

KRk 2002 4E 11 A 45—

EM& 2002 4F 11 A 45—k ENRI

EN#  1-10000 ft

£ ISBN 7-5057-1869-X/1-476

Ef 40.00 T

b b5 R B X PG 0 17 SR

BB4R 100028 EiE (010)64668676
HREICS FF 01-2002-5548 5

EE B4 UR-EEM RE HAEME-NN-RE OBE

Xt



(EARIE

Bz - DUR - BEH AABTRIRE, ﬂ‘iL4?%h%1\ IhEHte:, ETELE HA G 9D,
BN, MR MR R E LIRS LA - BRI LI E T, WG, (R
BIBZBRIRIEY |~ HORGEREDY | EERIHRTY . GRTAILARZ MBI AY

PARe (Z#RMAVARTHAEY . (ZREAIHEY Rl &y,

W .

P AT KA MR - IS B, SRR I,
AR U LR BRI, (5 CRIMETAIY — A SRR, (3R T 4 W
Foo HT% CERBAIEI) SHHEE, LR N T IR A,

BH W
i WER, (ER, REEDSR, PEBERBAAR. BH RS | (8
LW . CRARIZID . GRS B COEEECD . S AN LRI
DROLT5 MR SR A5 — S T K B IAR A 5. BTV (CHREILZ 250 275 S S22
BESR, K AXWREREEATE,




=]

B4 -TUR-BEER—UHARNSAERAARBRRR . MAEN_+ZAHEHE
HRASMWRT. WNBHRZ2NESHEXSHBEFLINXA SEBERTEHEHRT
BB UBHHITRHE,

BIEEXRAT 1920 FHEREDPETIHNER . FAPENTIL. MEMBEELTE
SAEMSL 17 &, WHRFE, BRHFR NREE, 2 UEEBHESERLT HBEPE
BIL T U BANZ IR (Love & Mercy)WEEHBER, NREE—REBRRER
B—ENPEARRKS. BF 194 FROExE,

SIEERAMEHNRA—ERTIEPENPEAR, F—ENBINNEUTHES I
£, BEEXRANNLFIBAMEEXASRHEE(SEZNZINORSE—TUHER
M EFREVNAE , S EMIKBRSPEARNED.

RIBERRSMESPEREBELERATEN, REXEAEXNERREPENRSE ;5
BHRT —MEZERTURNER, WEE— T ELNRE, RATEL FBIAAL
BYE ™o

EERIEFS
2002 £ 10 B



vial

iy
s




auﬂiﬂi,gggﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁ%,ﬁggﬁE'SA%%MJ\EF’DE‘EO X
A—RNFOSBILEERREHERANTEENNIR,. ARHEOEXY EZNE

Zic,

HABHMNAF LN SHBBERAE, A TREBPE—BNE;BNDT
BFABNRE HHEESHIITBHNINT—EZIL. SNIBLBITHZ.

LY NBABRENNER, SRNTN~HE T WETXBILFT BAHBER, W
EOEE RASKREEEMSLEMIIE,

EANENBIHIBLERNEARBES, BRAETFEH., —TRELERINE
Al RAEOER G, mINEBRE.

REXNE: AEER! BAGHRBRSFMML IEREHFEDRMANE
Fo SK.ERDNWE RN BBRBEIRECLRET! 7

J% nd it came to pass in those days that a decree went out from Caesar Augustus that all the
world should be registered. This census first took place while Quirinius was governing Syria.

So all went to be registered...

And Joseph also went up from Galilee, out of the city of Nazareth, into Judea, to the city of David,

which is called Bethlehem, because he was of the house and lineage of David, to be registered with

Mary, his betrothed wife, who was with child.

So it was, that while they were there, the days were completed for her to be delivered. And she
brought forth her firstborn Son, and wrapped Him in swaddling cloths, and laid Him in a manger,

because there was no room for them in the inn.

Now there were in the same country shepherds living out in the fields, keeping watch over their
flock by night. And behold, an angel of the Lord stood before them, and the glory of the Lord shone

around them, and they were greatly afraid.

Then the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid, for behold | bring you good tidings of great joy

which will be to all people. For there is born to you this day in the city of David a Savior,

Christ the Lord.”

LUKE 2:1-11
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CHAPTER 1
CAUGHT IN THE STORM
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The boy hunkered down and yanked his cap further over his ears as the wind rose to a roar
across the ridge. Low, dark clouds moving down from the north were bringing darkness early. A
snowflake touched his cheek. The boy was mountain tough, but his grandpa had warned him
against taking a long hike alone on such a cold day. Still, the boy had the urge.

He loved the mountains—especially the Seven Sisters. They were home to him. He’d lost track
of how many times he had hiked them. His grandpa used to climb with him, only grandpa’s heart
wasn’t up to it now.

Another gust of wind caught the boy off balance. Grabbing a tree for support, he lit the old
possum lantern against the oncoming darkness. Then, in its flickering yellow glow, he noticed the
leaves of the laurel were curled up tight like pencils in the bitter cold.

Again the roar of the wind rose in the bare branches above him. The boy wasnt scared, but
for the first time he wondered if he would make it home.
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He wasnt only mountain tough, he was mountain smart. He figured he was well past Big Piney now. Then he
remembered the cove, the one his great-grandpa had settled. It couldn’t be far—on the south side of the ridge between the
Big Piney and Stompy Knob. Other folks had bought the property from the mountain family some time ago. His grandpa
used to tell stories of how he had helped build the place for them, fetching rocks from the mountain streambeds—even from
old still furnaces—for the chimneys and walls.

If the boy could make it down there,they’d let him in.

Inside the log and frame house,the woman heard the dogs bark. Not a friendly bark, but mean and fierce. She tured on
the outside lights, peering through the little window by the front door. They were quiet now. But something was going on
out there.

The wind sounded like a freight train coming over the ridge, and the snowflakes were blowing sideways instead of
falling straight down.

Then she saw them, the two big dogs with a boy walking between, like he’d known them before.

The woman opened the door.

“I'm Zeb Morris,” the boy vyelled breathlessly as he ran toward the lighted entrance. “My grandpa, he helped build

this...”
Before he could finish the sentence, the boy stumbled. The woman caught him and helped him inside.
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THE BOY AND THE WOMAN
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Next morning the boy woke up and peered drowsily out of the window upon a strange world.
Where the sky was usually blue, the clouds were almost black. And where the ridge should have
risen dark, it was white and soft. The dark, leafless trees—they, too, were white. And huge
snowflakes were falling silently.

Snow always filled the boy with excitement. He jumped from the big bed before noticing how
high it was, and nearly cried out in pain. He didnt. But when he looked at the ankle he had
twisted last night,he saw it was swollen and blue.

“Doggoneit! ” he exclaimed. Now how would he get home? he pulled on all but his left sock
and shoe and limped across the hall to what looked to be the kitchen.

“Good morning, Zeb,” the woman said.

“Mornin”, ma’am,” he replied. The smell of frying bacon, fresh coffee and wood smoke made
him feel at home.
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He stood shyly beside the door, the large gray—and—white-striped cat rubbing against his good leg.

“Lost a shoe? ” the woman asked.

“No’m. Comin” down by the old bear’s den last evenin” where it’s almighty steep, | twisted it. Didnt really notice it till |
Jumped off that bed. It shore is high.”

“That’s because there’s a trundle bed under it. Now, let me have a look.”

With gentle hands she carefully felt the ankle.

“You've got a bad sprain. We’ll soak it in ice water, then wrap it well. I'm afraid you couldnt have hiked home today
anyway. We're snowed in. | called friends in North Fork to get word to your grandfather that you are here.”

“I'm obliged to you,” the boy said.

He stuffed down two helpings of the scrambled eggs and bacon while the puffy ankle soaked in a pan of water. Then the
woman carefully wrapped it in a wide elastic bandage.

“You take this cane,” she said, “and explore the house to see what your grandfather helped to build. If your ankle begins to
hurt, climb on a sofa and raise your ankle with some pillows. I’ll read to you and we’ll talk about your grandfather. When
evening comes, if you like, Ill tell you the Christmas story.”

It had been a full day, a fun day. By the time darkness fell, snow had covered the second rail of the fence outside the living
room window. The woman lit a fire in the fireplace that was large enough for a boy to stand in. A Christmas tree with little white
lights that twinkled against the old hewn logs reached to the beamed ceiling. The boy leaned back, a pillow tucked comfortably
behind him, and another under the sprained ankle.
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“l like your house,” he said suddenly. “Feels like home.”
“That’s the nicest thing anyone could say about it,” she said smiling.“It’s fun dressing it up for Christmas—always has been.
We have five children, and theyre all married now with homes of their own. But we dress up Littel Piney Cove for Jesus’
birthday every Christmas,and if any of them can come home theyre more than welcome.”
“Got any grandkids? ”
“Nineteen.”
“Goleee! ” the boy exclaimed. “Just like some mountain folks.”
“Thank you, Zeb. | Consider that a real compliment. You know,’
the tree.”
“For me? ” Gray eyes widened in surprise.
Among the piles of gifts awaiting the family’s arrival, she picked up a long, skinny one wrapped in bright red with a shiny
ribbon.
Slowly he opened it. Unused to gifts, he didnt want to spoil the ribbon or tear the paper. There across his lap lay a walking
stick made from a vine—strangled sapling.
“It was here when we bought the place,” explained the woman.  “They said it belonged to your grandfather. ~When you
showed up last night, | remembered it. | said to myself, “This stick ought to belong to Zeb.™”
The boy’s hands felt along the curved groove left by the vine,his eyes bright.
“| shore am pleased t* get it,” the boy said, “mighty pleased...” and he couldn’t say anymore.
“Now,” the woman announced, “the Christmas story! ”

»

she continued, eyes smiling, “there’s a gift for you under
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CHAPTER 3
IN THE BEGINNING
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The first Christmas hap-
i pened almost 2,000 year ago,”
she began.“That’s when the an-
gel appeared to shepherds outside Bethlehem. But the story doesn’t begin there. It couldnt have be-
cause the angel called Jesus a ‘savior,” or a rescuer. Someone must have been in trouble.”

“To find out about it, we have to jump into a time machine and go back before Mary and
Joseph were born. Back before there was any town of Bethlehem. In fact, so far back there was no
earth.  (Whoops—now our time machine has nothing to sit on! )” She glanced at him, and the
boy grinned back.Then she continued.

In the beginning, the earth was shapeless and empty; and darkness was over the face of the
deep.



