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“THE WOODEN SHOE

OF LITTLE WOLFF

By FRANCOIS COPPEE
Once upon a time,—it was =0 long
agQ that the whole world has forgot-
ten the date~~in a city in tho north
of IBurope, whose name i8 so difficult
to pronounve that nobody remembers
it,~~ofice upon a time there was

little boy of seven, named Wolff. He
‘was an orphiin in charge of an old

aunth who was hard and avaricious,
and only kissed him on New Year'’s
Day, and who breathed a sogh of re-
gret every time that she gave him
a porringer: of soup.

But the poor little lad was nator-
ally so good that he loved hi: aunt
just the same, although she fright-
ened him very miuch; and he could
never see her without trembling, for
féar she would whip him.

Ag the aunt of WOIff ‘was known
through all the villagé to have a
housé and an old stocking full of
gold, she did not dare send her
nephew to the school for the poor,
but she obtained a reduction of the
price with - the schoolmaster whose
gchool _ littla  'Wolff  atténded.  The
teacher;, vexed at having a scholar so
badly dressed and who paid 8o poor-
ly, often punished ‘him unjustly, and
cven set his fellow-pupils against him.

The poor little fellow was therefore
as miserable as the stones in the
street, and hid himself in the out-of-
the-way corners to ecry when Christ-
mas came,

The night before Christmas the
schoolmaster  was to take all of his
pupils to church, and bring them back

1o thelr homes. A8 the winter was
very severe that year, and aggfor sev,
ernl days a great quantity snow
had rallen, the children came to the
mastér's house warmly wrapped and
bundlied up, with fur eaps pulled down
over their eays, double and friple
jackets, knitted gloves and mittens,
and good, thick-nailed. boots with
atrohg solefi. Only little Wolff came
shivering in ‘the clothes that he wore
week-days and Sundays, and with
nothing on his feet but coarse Stras-
bourg - socks and heavy sabots, or
wooder shoés. .

His thoughtless comrades made a
thousand jests over his forlorn looks
and his peasant’s dress; but little
Wolff was #o occupied:in blowing on
his fingers to keep them ‘warm, that
tie took no notice of the boys or what
they said. 4 }

THe troop of boys, with their maste
at their hoad, started for the chureh.
AS they went they talked of the fine

| suppers that were waiting them at

home. | The son ‘of the burgomaster
had seen, before he went out, a
monstrous goose that the truffles
marked with black spots like a leop-
ard. At the house of one of the boys
there was a little fir tree in a
wooden box, from whose branches
hung oranges, sweetmeats and toys.

The children spoke, too, of what
the Christ-child would bring to them,
and what he would put in their shoes,
which they would, of course, be very
careful to leave in the chimney be-
fore going to bed. And the eyes of

‘those little boys, lively as a parcel

of mice, sparkled in advance with
the joy of seeing in their imagination

table on Christmas.
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pink paper bags filled: with cakes,
lead soldfers drawn up in battalions
in their boxes, menageries smelling
of varnished wood, and magnificent
jumping-jacks covered with purple
and bells.

Little Wolff knew very well by ex- | the little boy went out to know what
perience that his old aunt would send it all meant, and saw the neighbors
gathered around the public fountain.
what had hnmwgﬂd?
very amus:ng and extraordinary!
children of alk the rich people of the
those whose parents had
wished to surprise themi with the

him supperless to bed; but, knowing
that all the year he had been as good
and industrious as possible, he hoped
that the Christ-child would not: for-
get him, and he, too, looked eagerly
forward to putting his wooden shoes

As little Wolft,

clamation,

village,

stood
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running down to
learn the meaning of his aunt’s ex.
in artless ecstasy
before all these splendid gifts, sud-
bdenly theré were loud eries and laugh-
i ter out of doors., The old woman and

Oh, something

The

most” béautiful gifts, had found only
rods in their shoes.

Then the orphan and the old wom-
cn, thinking of all the beautiful thingg
that were in their chimney, were full
of- amazement.” But prosently they
gay the ecure coming toward them,
with’ wonder in his face.  In (he
church porch, where in the ¢vening
a ¢hild, elad in a white robe, and with
bare  fcet, had rested his sleeping
head, the cure had just secn a eircle
of gald incrusted with précious stones.

Then the peoplé understood that

the beautiful = sleepiig - child,
whom were (he cdrpenter's tools, wa
the Christ-child in person, hecomb for
an hour siich as he’ was when he
worked in  his parents’ use, and
they bowed themselyes befdre that
miracle that the good God had seen fil
to  work, to reward the faith an
charity of a child. i z

Shop now, before it is to
late to insure yourself of a wide .
selection. Ny Sesit iy

in the /ashes of the fireplace.

When the service was ended, every|f
one went away, anxious for his sup-
per, and thé band of children, walk-
ing two by two after their teacher,
left the church.

In the porch, sitting on a stone seat
under ‘a QGothic niche, a child was
sleeping—a c¢hild who was clad in a
robe of . white linen, and whose feet
were bare, notwithstanding the cold.
He was not a beggar, for his robe
was new and fresh, and near him on
the "‘ground were seen a  square, a
hatchet, a pair of and the
other tools of a carpenter’s appren-
tice. Under the light of the stars,
his face bore an expression of di-
vine sweetness, and his long locks of
golden  hair seemed like an aureole
about his head, But the child’s feet
biue in the cold of that December
night, were sad to see.

The *children, so well clothed and
shod for the winter, passed heedlessly
before the unknown child. One of
them, the son of one of the principal
men in the village, looked at the waif
with an expression in which no pity
could be seen.

But little Wolff, coming the last out
of the church, stopped, full of com-
passion, before the beautiful sleeping
child: “Alas!” said the orphan to
himself, “it is too bad that this poot
little one has to go barefoot in such
bad weatlier. But what is worse than’
all, he has not even a boot or a
wooden shoe to leave before him
while he sleeps to-night, so that the
Christ-child could put something there
to comfort him in his misery.”

And, carried away by the goodness
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of his heart, little Wolff took off the

wooden shoe from his right foot, and

laid it in front of the sleeping child.
Teen, limping along on his poor blis-
tered foot and dragging his sock
through the snow, he went back to
his aunt's house.

“Look at that worthless fellow!”
cried his aunt, full of anger at his
return without one .of his shoes.
“What have you done with your
wooden shoe, little wgpeteh?”

Little Wolff did not know how to
deceive, and although he was shaking
with terror, he tried to stammer out
some account of his adventure.

The old woman burst into a fright-
ful peal of laughter. “Ah, monsieur
takes off his shoes for beggars! Ab,
monsieur gives away ~his wooden
shoes to a barefoot! = This is some-
thing new! Ah, well, since that is
s0, I am going to put the wooden shoe
which you have left in the chimney,
and I promise you the Christ-child
will leave there to-night something
to whip you with ,in the morning.
And ‘you sHall pass the day to-mor-
row on dry bread and water. We
will see if next time you give away
your shoe to the first vagabond that
comes,"”

Then the aunt, after having given
the poor boy a couple of slaps, made
him climb up to his bed in the attic.
Grieved to the heart, the child went
to bed in the dark, and soon went to
sleep, his pillow wet with tears.

On the morrow morning, when the
old woman went downstairs—oh, won-
derful sight!—she saw the great
chimney full of beautiful playthings,
and sacks of magnificent candies, and
all sorts of good things; and before
all these splendid things the right
shoe, that her nephew had given to
the little waif, stood by the side of
the left shoe, that she herself had
put thére that very night, and where
she meant to put a birch rod.
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