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          The Naughty Boy
                There was once an old writer, a really kind old writer. One evening he was sitting at home, a terrible storm blew up outside; the rain poured down, but the old writer sat warm and cosy beside his stove, where the fire was burning and the apples turning.

          ‘Any poor person out in this weather won’t have a stitch of dry clothing left on him!’ he said, for he was such a kind writer.

          ‘Oh, open your door to me! I’m freezing cold and so wet!’ a small child outside called out. He was crying and knocking on the door while the rain was pouring down and the wind shaking all the windows.

          ‘Oh, you poor little thing!’ the old writer said, and went over to open the door. There a small boy stood; he was completely naked and the water was streaming down his long blond hair. He was trembling with the cold and if he hadn’t been allowed in, he would surely have died in that awful weather.

          ‘You poor little thing!’ the old writer said and took him by the hand. ‘Come inside, I’ll get you nice and warm! I’ll give you some wine and an apple, for you’re a lovely boy!’

          And he certainly was. His eyes looked like two bright stars, and although the water was running down his yellow hair, it had beautiful curls even so. He looked like a little angel, but was so pale with the cold and his whole body was shaking. In his hand he had a fine bow, but it had been completely spoilt by the rain; all the colours on the beautiful arrows had started to run in the downpour.

          The old writer sat down beside the stove, took the small boy on his lap, wrung the water out of his hair, warmed his hands in his own, and heated sweet wine for him; then he recovered, his cheeks were rosy once more, he leapt down onto the floor and danced round the old writer.

          ‘You’re a merry lad!’ the old man said. ‘What’s your name?’

          ‘My name is Cupid!’ he answered, ‘don’t you know me? There lies my bow! I shoot with it, believe you me! look, now the weather’s clearing up outside – the moon’s shining!’

          ‘But your bow is all spoilt!’ the old writer said.

          ‘That’s bad!’ the little boy said, picked it up and looked at it. ‘Oh, it’s perfectly dry, no harm has come to it! the string is quite taut! now I’ll try it out!’ Then he pulled back the string, placed an arrow in position, aimed and shot the kind old writer right in the heart: ‘See, my bow wasn’t spoilt at all!’ he said, laughed out loud and ran off. The naughty boy! to shoot at the old writer like that, after he had let him inside his warm living room, been so kind to him and given him the delicious wine and the very best apple.

          The good writer lay on the floor and wept, he really had been shot right in the heart, and then he said: Shame on him! What a naughty boy that Cupid is! I’ll tell all good children to make sure never to play with him, for he will do them great mischief!’

          All the good children, girls and boys, he told about this, were on their guard against that bad boy Cupid, but he fooled them nevertheless, for he is so cunning! When students leave their lectures, he runs alongside them, with a book under his arm and a black frock coat on. They completely fail to recognise him, and they take him by the arm and believe he is a student too, but then he fires an arrow into their breast. When the girls leave the vicar, and when they are standing on the church floor, he’s after them as well. Yes, he’s after people all the time! He sits up in the great chandelier at the theatre and blazes brightly, so people think he is a lamp – but they feel something completely different later. He walks around in the Royal Gardens and on the Embankment! yes, he’s even shot your father and mother right in the heart once! Just ask them, and listen to what they say. Oh yes, he’s a bad boy, that Cupid – never have anything to do with him! He’s after everyone. Just think, he even shot an arrow at old grandmother, but that’s a long time ago, she’s over it by now, though she’s never forgotten a thing like that. Shame on him, that bad Cupid! But now you know him! know what a naughty boy he is!

     
    OEBPS/nav.xhtml

        
            
                		
                    The Naughty Boy
                    
                
            


        




    





