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Naldo’s parents were very sad,
but after a while everyone had
to agree that life was a lot more
peaceful now that Naldo wasn’t
around.
And every time a storm gathered
and thunder boomed across the
land, they thought of Naldo and
were reminded that you can’t
always get your own way.
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When the smoke cleared, all that
remained of Naldo were his shoes
and a little pile of clothes.

Naughty Naldo

1

23

22

On the third stamp there was
a sudden BANG!

He was so furious that he
stamped the ground with both
his feet, jumping up and down.
Boom, boom, boom!

Naldo liked to get his own way.
He liked to get his own way
ALL the time.
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When he didn’t get his own way,
Naldo became like a monsoonal
storm.
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Naldo’s eyes went wild. He sucked
in the air all around him. “YES!”
he screamed at the top of his
lungs, “YES, YES, YES!”.
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Naldo’s face turned red with fury.
“I want some lollies and I want them
NOW!”. He stamped his foot.
“No,” said his father, calmly.
“YES!” shouted Naldo, and he
stamped his foot even harder.
“No,” said his father again.

His voice howled like a terrible
wind.
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His eyes flashed like lightning.

“No,” said his father, “they will
rot your teeth. Also, you are
being very rude and rude little
boys don’t get treats”. The stall
holders all nodded their heads
in agreement.
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One Saturday, Naldo went to the
market with his father to sell their
goat. Naldo spied some
delicious lollies. He wanted
them. He wanted them
badly. “Buy me some
lollies,” he demanded.

Tears fell on his cheeks like rain
from a cloud.
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And his foot stamped like booming
claps of thunder.

Naldo’s bad behaviour continued.
He stamped his foot here,
he stamped his foot there,
he stamped his foot everywhere!
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An elderly
cultural leader sat
out the front of her
house, rocking a baby. “Be careful,”
she called to Naldo. “If you stamp
your foot like that all the time you’ll
make the ancestors angry.” Naldo
just scowled and stamped his foot
at her.
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When his mother asked him to feed
the pigs, Naldo wailed, “I don’t
want to!” and cried.
“Just do what you’re told,”
said Naldo’s mother wearily.
Naldo curled his hands into fists,
jammed them down by his sides
and stamped his foot, shouting,
“There is and I’M NOT IT!”.
Boom, boom, boom!
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Playing chasey with the kids in the
village, Maria tapped Naldo’s arm
calling, “You’re it!”.
“No, that’s not fair!” screeched
Naldo, “I was running slowly because
I was having a rest!”.
“There’s no such
thing as having
a rest in chasey,
you’re it,”
said Maria.

Naldo’s eyes narrowed and his
face grew dark.
“NO, I WILL NOT,” he shouted.
He stamped his foot with every
word. Boom, boom, boom, boom!
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When he snatched his little sister’s
toy, Naldo’s grandfather said, “That
wasn’t kind. Give Cecilia her toy
back”.
“But I want to play with it!” Naldo
wailed.
“Well, you don’t always get
what you want, so give it
back to her,” said his
grandfather.

Naldo took a very deep breath,
puffed his chest up and shouted,
“NO! NO! NO!” stamping his foot
in time with each word. Boom,
boom, boom!

13

