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One bright and beautiful morning, eleven-year-old Fotini was on herOne bright and beautiful morning, eleven-year-old Fotini was on herOne bright and beautiful morning, eleven-year-old Fotini was on her
way to school. She had to walk a little over two miles, and the journeyway to school. She had to walk a little over two miles, and the journeyway to school. She had to walk a little over two miles, and the journey
was exhausting. The state of her boots made Fotini even more miserable.was exhausting. The state of her boots made Fotini even more miserable.was exhausting. The state of her boots made Fotini even more miserable.
They were old and squeaked with every step she took.They were old and squeaked with every step she took.They were old and squeaked with every step she took.

"Squeak-squeak! Squeaky squeak!""Squeak-squeak! Squeaky squeak!""Squeak-squeak! Squeaky squeak!"





She flinched every time she heard that sound. Oh, howShe flinched every time she heard that sound. Oh, howShe flinched every time she heard that sound. Oh, how
she wished she had bright, comfortable new boots likeshe wished she had bright, comfortable new boots likeshe wished she had bright, comfortable new boots like
the ones her classmates wore!the ones her classmates wore!the ones her classmates wore!      

But Fotini's family was not well-off, and the squeakyBut Fotini's family was not well-off, and the squeakyBut Fotini's family was not well-off, and the squeaky
boots were the best her mum could afford.boots were the best her mum could afford.boots were the best her mum could afford.



Fotini felt as if the squeaky boots were makingFotini felt as if the squeaky boots were makingFotini felt as if the squeaky boots were making
her life unbearable.her life unbearable.her life unbearable.      

Her classmates bullied her relentlessly, teasingHer classmates bullied her relentlessly, teasingHer classmates bullied her relentlessly, teasing
and mocking her at school. They had evenand mocking her at school. They had evenand mocking her at school. They had even
given her a cruel nickname: "Miss Squeaky-given her a cruel nickname: "Miss Squeaky-given her a cruel nickname: "Miss Squeaky-
Boots."Boots."Boots."







Fotini was lost in her sorrow when sheFotini was lost in her sorrow when sheFotini was lost in her sorrow when she
suddenly heard someone speaking.suddenly heard someone speaking.suddenly heard someone speaking.      

She stopped in her tracks and looked around.She stopped in her tracks and looked around.She stopped in her tracks and looked around.
There, by the roadside, she spotted an oldThere, by the roadside, she spotted an oldThere, by the roadside, she spotted an old
woman sitting on a bench.woman sitting on a bench.woman sitting on a bench.



The old woman was struggling to bend down andThe old woman was struggling to bend down andThe old woman was struggling to bend down and
tie her shoelaces. "Ouch!" she exclaimed. "My poortie her shoelaces. "Ouch!" she exclaimed. "My poortie her shoelaces. "Ouch!" she exclaimed. "My poor
back! I wish I were young again so I could tie myback! I wish I were young again so I could tie myback! I wish I were young again so I could tie my
shoelaces more easily."shoelaces more easily."shoelaces more easily."      

Being a kind-hearted girl, Fotini quickly decidedBeing a kind-hearted girl, Fotini quickly decidedBeing a kind-hearted girl, Fotini quickly decided
to help her.to help her.to help her.





Fotini quickly ran over and tied the woman’sFotini quickly ran over and tied the woman’sFotini quickly ran over and tied the woman’s
shoelaces.shoelaces.shoelaces.      

"What a kind little girl you are!" said the old woman"What a kind little girl you are!" said the old woman"What a kind little girl you are!" said the old woman
with a warm smile. "Here, let me reward you!"with a warm smile. "Here, let me reward you!"with a warm smile. "Here, let me reward you!"      

Fotini watched in awe as the old woman reached intoFotini watched in awe as the old woman reached intoFotini watched in awe as the old woman reached into
her crocheted bag and pulled out a brand-new pair ofher crocheted bag and pulled out a brand-new pair ofher crocheted bag and pulled out a brand-new pair of
boots, handing them to her.boots, handing them to her.boots, handing them to her.



Fotini stared at the boots for a few seconds, her heartFotini stared at the boots for a few seconds, her heartFotini stared at the boots for a few seconds, her heart
racing with excitement.racing with excitement.racing with excitement.      

Her mother had always told her never to accept giftsHer mother had always told her never to accept giftsHer mother had always told her never to accept gifts
from strangers. Just as she was about to politely refusefrom strangers. Just as she was about to politely refusefrom strangers. Just as she was about to politely refuse
the most beautiful boots she had ever seen, the oldthe most beautiful boots she had ever seen, the oldthe most beautiful boots she had ever seen, the old
woman vanished into thin air.woman vanished into thin air.woman vanished into thin air.


