



Olga Maria Stefania Cucaro

Il gomitolo rosso EN










                    
                    
UUID: 8343fb7d-e763-4465-8078-b3912588fb4c

Questo libro è stato realizzato con StreetLib Write

https://writeapp.io








        
            
                
                
                    
                        The red ball of yarn
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

  

    
A
Christmas fairy tale
  



 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








 








  

    
One
day a witch decided to knit a red sweater for her grandson and took
several balls of red wool obviously magical as everything that
belonged to her. In fact, whatever she touched became
magical.
  



  

    
As
she was flying on her broom, a ball of yarn falls from the basket
she
had hung on its tail. The ball falls near a pond where a child was
trying to catch some fish early in the morning, without
success.
  



  

    
While
the child was fishing, a voice is heard coming from a bush: "You
don't have to hold the rod like that, you have to hold it still,
don't make sudden movements!". Giorgio, first gets scared and
asks: “but who are you? Do not hide! ”, Then he follows the
advice of the voice and manages to catch a huge fish of at least
700
grams. "Thanks so much!" he yells at the place where that
strange voice came from.
  



  

    
The
child puts the freshly caught fish in the basket and walks with a
little fear towards the bush where the echo of the voice was coming
from. He approaches, moves the branches of the bush with his hands
and sees only a ball of red wool, takes it and says: "how
strange there is only this one". He takes it, turns it and turns
it, starts pulling a thread and still hears the voice that laughs
and
says: "you tickle me stop!"
  



  

    
"So
you're the one talking, but how is it possible?" Giorgio says,
“simple!”, says the ball: “I'm a magic ball I belonged to a
witch, I fell from her broom and now I'm here! Not only do I know
how
to speak, but I have great wisdom, I enclose all the knowledge of
men
and I use it to the fullest to help people, this is my magic!
".
  


“

  
Dear
  ball, I have listened to you and I will always listen to you
  because
  I understand that you are in the right, but I must warn you: not
  all
  men will understand your suggestions because they are guided by
  instinct, stubbornness and ancient convictions! Furthermore, they
  could be so frightened at first glance that they don't give you
  the
  opportunity to explain yourself, so I advise you to talk as
  little as
  possible and only with some people who inspire you trust
  ".


“

  
This
  will be a big problem for me because I can't help but advise, if
  something is done wrong I am forced to correct it! The magic
  consists
  precisely in this! "



  

    
"I
understand, I'll protect you as long as I can!" said the
child.
  


“

  
Thanks,
  I'm really grateful and for this I will advise you whenever you
  need
  it”.



  

    
The
child and the ball of yarn return home and Giorgio places it in a
box
that he puts in the top drawer of his desk. The mother never opened
that drawer because she knew the baby did not want and had
specifically asked her not to touch it.
  



  

    
Giorgio
takes the ball with him wherever he goes and never leaves it. He
became her best friend and will never be separated from him again.
Now he can no longer do without it. He is nice, wise and sincere,
what more could a child want.
  















