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The House that Glowed

It was Spring Festival, and poor little Johann, an F9, AR EINDG — NRE KA K EE T AR

orphan with no home or family to go to, was JL, JEEMAT A RIS, MIAMRIREIH,
trudging wearily through the snow. His coat was EREE KR T . MmAETFR T, R T

ragged, and wet with melted snow. His shoes ¥, FrCMB I RS T RO K, XN
were worn and split at the seams, so that his . 0] AR /N B AT A e A R0
feet were numb with cold. Night was Pk 2T EE ., “I.
falling, and the gathering darkness BB AN ek
found the homeless little boy still Mot T, 1Fi-IRAEmE A
plodding on his sad and lonely S, 7 AR, “RESHE
way. If only I could find some 1 N RELE 3R — A s T
shelter, a place where | could get G, 7

warm, he thought. If only someone
would give me some food to eat,
and something hot to drink!
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Soon he came to the entrance of a - E?g% Egigjﬁéﬁ ﬁ?ﬁ
fine, big mansion. Surely, he thought, ¢ it ‘Té iHUI o u—AE
people who could live in such a house must IR R 5 BN 52

have lots of money and would be 0n|y too 15%%@ ﬁiﬂ'l]%?E%%iﬂitﬁgﬂﬁé/l\lggl/@éﬁg
pleased to help a poor, hungry little boy. N



Very bravely he walked up to the front door, and by
standing on tiptoe, managed to catch hold of the
handle of the bell. He pulled it hard, and there was
such a noise inside that it frightened him. But he
was more frightened still when the great oak door
was thrown back and a big man dressed in the finest
clothes looked out at him.

“Did you ring that bell?” asked the butler,
frowning.

“Y-y-y-yes,” stammered Johann, “I-I-I’'m very cold
and hungry, and | thought you...”

“This 1s Spring Festival,” snapped the butler, “I’m
sorry, but we haven’t time to bother with the likes of
you just now. Good night.” And the door was shut.

Johann walked on down into the village itself,
passing by the other big mansions for fear the
people inside might also be too busy to care about
hungry little boys on Spring Festival. From the first
village house he reached there came sounds of
music and laughter, and feeling sure that there must
be very friendly people living there, he knocked on
the door.
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At last the door swung open, and a young man
wearing a funny paper cap looked out.

“Excuse me,” said Johann, “but I wondered if
you could...”

“Sorry,” the young man answered, “we’re having

a New Year’s party in here, and we can’t stop now.

Good night!” Bang! The door was shut.

Terribly disappointed, Johann went next door, but
the people there were making so much noise that
they didn’t even hear him at all, loud as he
knocked. At the next house, a crabby old
gentleman merely told him to run home and not
bother the neighbors. “Run home?” thought
Johann. “How can I do that?”

At another house he was told to call again another
day. They would help him then, perhaps, the
people said. But he needed help now!

So, going from house to house through the entire
village, he sought shelter and food, and found
none. Almost hopeless and heartbroken, he
trudged out into the night, leaving the twinkling
lights behind him. He felt like giving up. He was
so tired, so hungry, so discouraged.
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Just then he happened to look up and found
himself passing an old cottage, so dark and small
that he probably wouldn’t have seen it at all but
for the white carpet of snow on the ground
showing it up. A blind covered the one window,
but faint streaks of light gleamed from under the
door and through cracks in the
woodwork.

Johann turned from the road up
the snow-covered garden path
and tapped gently on the door. A
moment later the door opened
cautiously, and an elderly woman
peered out. “Bless my soul!” she
exclaimed. “Whatever are you
doing out there in the cold
tonight?”

“Please...,” began Johann. But
before he could say another word
she had flung the door wide open
and pulled him inside.

“You poor little child!” she exclaimed. “You look
so cold and hungry and wet through. Let’s get
those things off at once! Wait a moment while |
stir up the fire and put the kettle on.”
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Johann looked about him and saw that the little one-
room cottage was as bare as could be. The light he had
seen through the crack came from one lone candle set
on the mantelpiece. But he hadn’t time to see much
else, for the kind woman was soon stripping off his
wet rags, wrapping him in a blanket, and setting him
up at the table before a bowl of steaming soup.

Then she went back to stir the pot on the stove. As she
did so, she suddenly noticed something and looked up.
Was it a dream, or were her eyes deceiving her? The
candlelight had given place to a warm and lovely glow
that seemed to be getting brighter every minute, filling
every corner of the cottage with a heavenly radiance.
Every drab piece of furniture seemed to be shining

and glistening like polished gold.

And the rich man, looking down from his mansion on
the hill, suddenly exclaimed, “There’s a strange light
in the valley. Look! Widow Greatheart’s cottage is

on fire!”

The news spread swiftly from house to house, and
soon the parties were abandoned as the people,
wrapping themselves up in their coats and shawls,
rushed out to see what was the matter.
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Peering inside, all they could see was the dear old woman caring for the very same
little boy who had called that night at all their homes. As the light faded, they
knocked on the door to ask anxiously what could have happened.
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“I really do not know,” said Widow Greatheart, with a smile of wondrous joy and
satisfaction on her face. “I just seemed to hear a voice saying to me, ‘Blessed are 4
the merciful.”” \
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