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The Adventures of Pinocchio

by C. Collod

[ Pseudonym of Carl o Lorenzini]

CHAPTER 1

How it happened that Mastro Cherry, carpenter

found a piece of wood that wept and | aughed like a child

Centuries ago there |ived--

"Aking!" my little readers will say inmediately.

No, children, you are mi staken. Once upon a tine

there was a piece of wood. It was not an expensive piece
of wood. Far fromit. Just a comon bl ock of firewood,
one of those thick, solid logs that are put on the fire in

winter to make cold roons cozy and warm

I do not know how this really happened, yet the fact
remai ns that one fine day this piece of wood found itself

in the shop of an old carpenter. H s real nanme was



Mastro Antonio, but everyone called him Mastro Cherry,
for the tip of his nose was so round and red and shiny

that it looked like a ripe cherry.

As soon as he saw that piece of wood, Mastro Cherry
was filled with joy. Rubbing his hands together happily,

he nmunbl ed half to hinsel f:

"This has cone in the nick of tine. | shall use it to

make the leg of a table."”

He grasped the hatchet quickly to peel off the bark and

shape the wood. But as he was about to give it the first

bl ow, he stood still with armuplifted, for he had heard a
wee, little voice say in a beseeching tone: "Please be careful

Do not hit nme so hard!"

What a | ook of surprise shone on Mastro Cherry's

face! His funny face becane still funnier

He turned frightened eyes about the roomto find out

where that wee, little voice had cone fromand he saw

no one! He | ooked under the bench--no one! He peeped
inside the closet--no one! He searched anong the shavi ngs--
no one! He opened the door to | ook up and down

the street--and still no one!

"Ch, | see!l" he then said, l|aughing and scratching his Wg.
"It can easily be seen that | only thought |I heard the tiny

voi ce say the words! Well, well--to work once nore."

He struck a nost sol enn bl ow upon t he piece of wood.



"Ch, oh! You hurt!" cried the sane far-away little voice.

Mastro Cherry grew dunb, his eyes popped out of his
head, his nmouth opened wi de, and his tongue hung down

on his chin.

As soon as he regained the use of his senses, he said,

trenbling and stuttering fromfright:

"Where did that voice come from when there is no

one around? Mght it be that this piece of wood has

|l earned to weep and cry like a child? 1 can hardly
believe it. Here it is--a piece of comon firewod, good
only to burn in the stove, the sane as any other. Yet--
m ght someone be hidden in it? |If so, the worse for him

11 fix him"

Wth these words, he grabbed the | og with both hands
and started to knock it about unnmercifully. He threwit
to the floor, against the walls of the room and even up

to the ceiling.

He listened for the tiny voice to nban and cry.
He waited two ninutes--nothing; five ninutes--nothing;

ten m nut es- - not hi ng.

"Ch, | see,” he said, trying bravely to | augh and
ruffling up his wig with his hand. "It can easily be seen
| only imagined | heard the tiny voice! Wll, well--to

work once nore!"

The poor fellow was scared half to death, so he tried

to sing a gay song in order to gain courage



He set aside the hatchet and picked up the plane to
make the wood snoboth and even, but as he drewit to
and fro, he heard the sane tiny voice. This tine it giggled

as it spoke:

"Stop it! Ch, stop it! Ha, ha, ha! You tickle ny stomach."

This time poor Mastro Cherry fell as if shot. Wen

he opened his eyes, he found hinself sitting on the floor

Hi s face had changed; fright had turned even the tip of

his nose fromred to deepest purple.

CHAPTER 2

Mastro Cherry gives the piece of wood to his friend Geppetto,
who takes it to nmake hinself a Marionette that will dance,

fence, and turn sonersaults

In that very instant, a |oud knock sounded on the door
"Conme in," said the carpenter, not having an atom of

strength left with which to stand up

At the words, the door opened and a dapper little old
man canme in. H s nane was Ceppetto, but to the boys of
t he nei ghbor hood he was Pol endi na, [ 1] on account of the

wi g he al ways wore which was just the color of yellow corn.

[1] Cornmeal nush



Geppetto had a very bad tenper. We to the one who
cal l ed hi m Pol endi na! He becane as wild as a beast and

no one could soothe him

"Good day, Mastro Antonio," said Geppetto. "What

are you doing on the floor?"

"I amteaching the ants their ABCs."

"Good luck to you!"

"What brought you here, friend Geppetto?”

"My legs. And it may flatter you to know, Mastro

Antonio, that | have conme to you to beg for a favor."

"Here | am at your service," answered the carpenter

rai sing hinmself on to his knees.

"This norning a fine idea cane to ne."

"Let's hear it.

"I thought of making nyself a beautiful wooden

Marionette. It nust be wonderful, one that will be able to
dance, fence, and turn sonersaults. Wth it | intend to go
around the world, to earn ny crust of bread and cup of

wi ne. Whsat do you think of it?"

"Bravo, Polendina!" cried the sane tiny voice which

cane fromno one knew where



On hearing hinself called Pol endina, Mastro Geppetto
turned the color of a red pepper and, facing the carpenter,

said to himangrily:

"Why do you insult ne?"

"Who is insulting you?"

"You cal |l ed ne Pol endi na.

"l did not."

"I suppose you think I _did!l Yet | KNOWit was you."

"Nol "

"Yes!"

"No! "

"Yes!"

And grow ng angrier each nonent, they went from
words to blows, and finally began to scratch and bite and

sl ap each ot her.

When the fight was over, Mastro Antonio had CGeppetto's
yellow wig in his hands and Geppetto found the carpenter's

curly wig in his nouth.

"G ve ne back ny wig!" shouted Mastro Antonio in a surly voice.

"You return mne and we'll be friends."



The two little old nen, each with his own wi g back on
his own head, shook hands and swore to be good friends

for the rest of their |ives.

"Wel | then, Mastro Geppetto,"” said the carpenter, to

show he bore himno ill will, "what is it you want?"

"I want a piece of wood to nake a Marionette. WIIl you give it to me?"

Mastro Antoni o, very glad indeed, went inmmediately

to his bench to get the piece of wood which had frightened
himso nuch. But as he was about to give it to his friend,
with a violent jerk it slipped out of his hands and hit

agai nst poor Ceppetto's thin |egs.

"Ah! Is this the gentle way, Mastro Antoni o, in which

you make your gifts? You have made ne al nost |anme!"

"I swear to you | did not do it!"

"I't was _|I _, of course!"”

"It's the fault of this piece of wood."

"You're right; but renmenber you were the one to throwit at my legs."

"I did not throwit!"

“Liar!"

"CGeppetto, do not insult ne or | shall call you Pol endina."

"“ldiot."



" Pol endi na! "

"Donkey!"

" Pol endi na! "

"Ugly nonkey!"

" Pol endi na! "

On hearing hinmself called Polendina for the third tine,
Geppetto lost his head with rage and threw hinsel f upon
the carpenter. Then and there they gave each other a

sound t hrashi ng.

After this fight, Mastro Antonio had two nore scratches
on his nose, and Geppetto had two buttons missing from
his coat. Thus having settled their accounts, they shook

hands and swore to be good friends for the rest of their |ives.

Then Geppetto took the fine piece of wood,

t hanked Mastro Antoni o, and |inped away toward hone.

CHAPTER 3

As soon as he gets hone, Geppetto fashions the Marionette

and calls it Pinocchio. The first pranks of the Marionette

Little as Geppetto's house was, it was neat and

confortable. It was a small roomon the ground floor, with a



tiny wi ndow under the stairway. The furniture could not
have been nuch sinpler: a very old chair, a rickety old
bed, and a tunble-down table. A fireplace full of burning
| ogs was painted on the wall opposite the door. Over the
fire, there was painted a pot full of sonething which kept
boi ling happily away and sendi ng up cl ouds of what | ooked

li ke real steam

As soon as he reached hone, Geppetto took his tools

and began to cut and shape the wood into a Marionette.

"What shall | call hinP" he said to hinself. "I think
I"I'l call himPINOCCH O. This nane will nmake his fortune
I knew a whole family of Pinocchi once--Pinocchio the
father, Pinocchia the nother, and Pinocchi the children--
and they were all lucky. The richest of them begged for

his living."

After choosing the nane for his Marionette, CGeppetto

set seriously to work to make the hair, the forehead, the
eyes. Fancy his surprise when he noticed that these eyes
noved and then stared fixedly at him Geppetto, seeing

this, felt insulted and said in a grieved tone:

"Ugly wooden eyes, why do you stare so?"

There was no answer.

After the eyes, Ceppetto made the nose, which began
to stretch as soon as finished. It stretched and stretched

and stretched till it becanme so long, it seemed endl ess.

Poor Geppetto kept cutting it and cutting it, but the



nmore he cut, the longer grew that inpertinent nose. In

despair he let it alone.

Next he made the nouth.

No sooner was it finished than it began to | augh and

poke fun at him

"Stop | aughing!" said Geppetto angrily; but he m ght

as well have spoken to the wall.

"Stop laughing, | say!" he roared in a voice of thunder

The nmouth stopped | aughing, but it stuck out a |long tongue.

Not wishing to start an argunent, Geppetto nade
bel i eve he saw nothing and went on with his work.
After the nmouth, he nmade the chin, then the neck, the

shoul ders, the stomach, the arns, and the hands.

As he was about to put the last touches on the finger
tips, Geppetto felt his wig being pulled off. He glanced
up and what did he see? His yellowwig was in the Marionette's

hand. "Pinocchio, give ne ny wig!"

But instead of giving it back, Pinocchio put it on his

own head, which was half swallowed up init.

At that unexpected trick, CGeppetto becane very sad

and downcast, nore so than he had ever been before.

"Pi nocchio, you wi cked boy!" he cried out. "You are
not yet finished, and you start out by being inpudent to

your poor old father. Very bad, ny son, very bad!"



And he w ped away a tear

The legs and feet still had to be nade. As soon as they

were done, Geppetto felt a sharp kick on the tip of his nose.

"I deserve it!" he said to hinself. "I should have thought

of this before |l made him Nowit's too |ate!"

He took hold of the Marionette under the arnms and put

himon the floor to teach himto wal k.

Pi nocchio's legs were so stiff that he could not nove
them and CGeppetto held his hand and showed himhow to

put out one foot after the other

When his | egs were |inbered up, Pinocchio started
wal ki ng by hinmself and ran all around the room He came
to the open door, and with one |l eap he was out into the

street. Away he flew

Poor Geppetto ran after himbut was unable to catch
him for Pinocchio ran in | eaps and bounds, his two
wooden feet, as they beat on the stones of the street,

maki ng as nmuch noi se as twenty peasants in wooden shoes.

"Catch him Catch him" Ceppetto kept shouting.
But the people in the street, seeing a wooden Marionette
running like the wind, stood still to stare and to | augh

until they cried.

At |ast, by sheer luck, a Carabineer[2] happened
al ong, who, hearing all that noise, thought that it m ght

be a runaway colt, and stood bravely in the niddle of the



street, with legs wide apart, firnmy resolved to stop it and

prevent any troubl e.

[2] Amlitary policeman

Pi nocchi o saw the Carabi neer fromafar and tried his
best to escape between the legs of the big fellow, but

W t hout success.

The Car abi neer grabbed himby the nose (it was an
extremely |l ong one and seened nade on purpose for that

very thing) and returned himto Mastro CGeppetto.

The little old man wanted to pull Pinocchio's ears.
Thi nk how he felt when, upon searching for them he

di scovered that he had forgotten to make them

Al'l he could do was to seize Pinocchio by the back of
the neck and take himhone. As he was doing so, he shook

himtwo or three tines and said to himangrily:

"We're going home now. When we get hone,

then we'll settle this nmatter!"

Pi nocchio, on hearing this, threw hinself on the ground
and refused to take another step. One person after another

gat hered around the two.

Sone said one thing, sone another

"Poor Marionette," called out a man. "l am not
surprised he doesn't want to go honme. Geppetto, no doubt,

will beat himunnercifully, he is so nean and cruel!"”



"CGeppetto | ooks |like a good man," added anot her, "but
with boys he's a real tyrant. |f we |eave that poor

Marionette in his hands he may tear himto pieces!”

They said so nmuch that, finally, the Carabi neer ended
matters by setting Pinocchio at liberty and draggi ng
Geppetto to prison. The poor old fellow did not know how to
defend hinself, but wept and wailed like a child and said

bet ween hi s sobs:

"Ungrateful boy! To think I tried so hard to nmake you
a wel | -behaved Marionette! | deserve it, however! | should

have given the matter nore thought.”

What happened after this is an al nost unbelievabl e
story, but you may read it, dear children, in the chapters

that follow

CHAPTER 4

The story of Pinocchio and the Tal king Cricket,
in which one sees that bad children do not I|ike

to be corrected by those who know nore than they do

Very little time did it take to get poor old Geppetto to
prison. In the neantinme that rascal, Pinocchio, free now
fromthe clutches of the Carabineer, was running wildly
across fields and meadows, taking one short cut after

anot her toward hone. In his wild flight, he | eaped over



branbl es and bushes, and across brooks and ponds, as if

he were a goat or a hare chased by hounds.

On reaching hone, he found the house door half open
He slipped into the room |ocked the door, and threw

hi nsel f on the floor, happy at his escape.

But his happiness lasted only a short tine, for just then

he heard someone sayi ng:

"Cri-cri-cri!"

"Who is calling me?" asked Pinocchio, greatly frightened.

"I am”

Pi nocchio turned and saw a | arge cricket crawing

slowy up the wall.

"Tell nme, Cricket, who are you?"

"I amthe Talking Cricket and | have been living in this

roomfor nore than one hundred years."

"Today, however, this roomis nmine," said the Marionette,
"and if you wish to do me a favor, get out now, and don't

turn around even once."

"I refuse to leave this spot," answered the Cricket,

"until | have told you a great truth."

"Tell it, then, and hurry."

"We to boys who refuse to obey their parents and run



away from honme! They will never be happy in this world,

and when they are older they will be very sorry for it.

"Sing on, Cricket mne, as you please. What | know is,
that tonorrow, at dawn, | leave this place forever. If |
stay here the sanme thing will happen to nme which happens
to all other boys and girls. They are sent to school, and

whet her they want to or not, they nust study. As for ne,

let nme tell you, | hate to study! |It's rmuch nore fun, | think

to chase after butterflies, clinb trees, and steal birds' nests.

"Poor little silly! Don't you know that if you go on |ike
that, you will grow into a perfect donkey and that you'll

be the | aughi ngst ock of everyone?"

"Keep still, you ugly Cricket!" cried Pinocchio.

But the Cricket, who was a w se old phil osopher,
i nstead of being offended at Pinocchio' s inpudence,

continued in the sane tone:

"I'f you do not |like going to school, why don't you at

| east learn a trade, so that you can earn an honest |iving?"

"Shall | tell you sonething?" asked Pinocchio, who was
beginning to | ose patience. "O all the trades in the world,

there is only one that really suits ne."

"And what can that be?"

"That of eating, drinking, sleeping, playing, and

wandering around frommnorning till night."

"Let me tell you, for your own good, Pinocchio," said



