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By FRANCOIS COPPEK
Once upon a time, it was m> long 

iiKft Hint the whole world has forgot 
ten the date, In a city in the, north 
of Kuropr, whose, name in so difficult 
to pronounr:i' that nobody remembers 
it, once upon a time there was a 
little boy of seven, named Wolff. He 
was an orphan in charge of an old 
aunt* who was hard and avaricious, 
and only kissed him on New Year's 
Day, and who breathed a sosh of re 
gret every time that she pave him 
(i iiorrlnjfrr of soup.

But tin- I)00r little lad was natur 
ally so good that he loved hi ; aunt 
just the same, although she fright 
ened him very much; and he could 
never see her without trembling, for 
fear she would whip him.

As the aunt of W&lff was known 
through all the village to have a 
house and an old stocking; full of 
ffold, 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 
school. Httl«! Wolff attended. The 
teacher, vexed at having a scholar so 
hudly drosHi'd and who paid so poor 
ly, often puninhed him unjustly, and 
even 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 cry when Christ 
mas came.

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

and aqgfpr uev, 
jantlty ̂ Q^ snow 
en cameito the

to their homes. An the winter was 
very severe that year, and 
oral days a great qua 
hnd fallen, the childre 
master's house warmly wrapped and 
bundled up, with fur caps pulled down 
over their earn, double and triple 
jackets, knitted gloves and mittens, 
and Rood, thick-nailed boots with 
strong solen. Only little Wolff. came 
shivering In the clothes that he wore 
week-riayii and Sundays, an(l with 
unliiiivv on his feet but coarse Stras 
bourg nocks and heavy sabots, or 
wooden slioes.

His thoughtless comrades made a 
thousand ji'sts over his forlorn looks 
and his peasant's dress; but little 
Wolff was so occupied'In blowing on 
h's fin.'jern to keep them warm, that 
he tool; no notice pf the boys or what 
they said.

The t:o<>;> of boys, with their master 
at th"ir h.'atl, started for the church. 
As they wi nt they talked of the fine 
suppers that were waiting them at 
home. The son of the burgomaster 
had seen, before lie 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
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pink paper bags filled with cukes, | A« little Wolff, running down to 
lead soldiers drawn up In battalions j learn the meaning of his aunt's ex 
In their boxes, menageries smelling olamatlon. stood in artless ecstasy 
of varnished wood, and magnificent before all these splendid gifts, sud- 
Jumplng-jacks covered with purple denly there were loud cries and laugh- 
and bells. ' tfr oui ot doors. The old woman and 

Little Wolff knew very well by ox- j Ihr little boy went out to know what 
perlence that his old aunt would send ! it nil meant, and saw the neighbors 
him supperless to bed; but, knowing'   allif-red around the public fountain, 
that all the year he had been as good   whnt had happened? Oh, something
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 
In the ashes of the fireplace.

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

In the porch, sitting on a stone seat 
under a Gothic niche, a child was 
sleeping a child who was clad In n 
robe ot • 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 compasses, 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 
blue 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 pool 
little one has to go barefoot in such 
bad weather. But what Is wftrse 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 
of his heart, little Wolff took off the 
wooden shoe from his right foot, and 
laid it in front of the sleeping child. 
Tfcen, 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 w_r£tch?"

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! Ah, 
monsieur gives away his wooden 
shoes to a barefoot! This Is some 
thing new! Ah, well, since that is 
so, I am going to put the wooden shoe 
which you hfive 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 sltall 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.

j Grieved to the heart, the child went
I to bed in the dark, and soon went to
I 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 candles, 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 shoej that she herself had 
put there that very night, and where 
she meant to put a birch rod.
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y amun:ng and extraordinary! The 
children of all the rich people of the 
village, those whose parents had 
wished to surprise therfi with the'

most"beautiful gifts, had found only 
rods In their shoes.

Then the orphan and the old wom 
en, thinking of all the beautiful tliincrs 
that were in their chimney, were full 
of- amazement. Hut presently they 
pay the euro coming toward them, 
with' wonder in his face. In Un 
church porch, where in tin '-vrnin,; 
:i cliil !, clad in :i white robe, and \vit>i 
bare feel, ha-.l rested hlc Hlee;>:n;r 
head, the i-ure had just t;e< n a clrdr 
of Kuld hicrusted with precious utorifr.,

Then the people understood that

the beautiful ipinir
vhoni ui-i't: i he carpenter'; 
he Clnist-i-hild ill person, 
in hour such :<f lie wa 
vorked in lii(< parents' 
hey boweil themselves 
niraclo that the wood God

to work, to reward the
charity of a child.

hefore thai
had seen fli

faith and

Shop now, before it is too 
late to insure yourself of a wide 
selection.
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She'll be pleased with a new living 
room suite, or perhaps a tea cart  
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