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THE ADVENTURES OF PINOCCHIO
BY: C. COLLODI

CATEGORY: CHILDREN -- CHILDREN STORIES

CHAPTER 1

How it happened that Mastro Cherry, carpenter,
found a piece of wood that wept and laughed like a child

Centuries ago there lived--
"A king!" my little reederswill say immediately.

No, children, you are mistaken. Once upon atime

there was a piece of wood. It was not an expensive piece
of wood. Far fromit. Just acommon block of firewood,
one of those thick, solid logs that are put on thefirein
winter to make cold rooms cozy and warm.

| do not know how thisredlly happened, yet the fact
remainsthat one fine day this piece of wood found itself
in the shop of an old carpenter. Hisreal name was
Mastro Antonio, but everyone caled him Mastro Cherry,
for thetip of hisnose was so round and red and shiny
that it looked like aripe cherry.

As soon as he saw that piece of wood, Mastro Cherry
wasfilled with joy. Rubbing his hands together happily,
he mumbled haf to himsdf:

"Thishascomeinthenick of time. | shdl useit to
maketheleg of atable.”

He grasped the hatchet quickly to pedl off the bark and
shape thewood. But as hewas about to giveit the first
blow, he stood till with arm uplifted, for he had heard a
wee, little voice say in abeseeching tone: "Please be careful!

2



Do not hit me so hard!"

What alook of surprise shone on Mastro Cherry's
facel Hisfunny face becamedtill funnier.

He turned frightened eyes about the room to find out

where that wee, little voice had come from and he saw

no one! He looked under the bench--no one! He peeped
inside the closet--no one! He searched among the shavings--
no one! He opened the door to look up and down

the street--and till no one!

"Oh, | see!" hethen said, laughing and scratching hisWig.
"It can eadly be seen that | only thought I heard the tiny
voice say thewords! Well, well--to work once more.”

He struck amost solemn blow upon the piece of wood.
"Oh, oh! You hurt!" cried the same far-away little voice.

Mastro Cherry grew dumb, his eyes popped out of his
head, his mouth opened wide, and histongue hung down
on hischin.

As soon as he regained the use of his senses, he said,
trembling and stuttering from fright:

"Where did that voice come from, when thereisno
onearound? Might it be that this piece of wood has
learned to weep and cry likeachild? | can hardly
believeit. Hereit is-apiece of common firewood, good
only to burn in the stove, the same as any other. Yet--
might someone be hidden init? If so, theworsefor him.
Il fix him!™

With these words, he grabbed the log with both hands
and started to knock it aout unmercifully. Hethrew it
to thefloor, againg the wals of the room, and even up
tothe celing.

He listened for thetiny voice to moan and cry.
He waited two minutes--nothing; five minutes--nothing;
ten minutes--nathing.

"Oh, | see" he said, trying bravely to laugh and
ruffling up hiswig with hishand. "It can easily be seen
| only imagined | heard thetiny voice! Well, well--to
work once more!"



The poor fellow was scared hdf to death, so hetried
to sing agay song in order to gain courage.

He set aside the hatchet and picked up the planeto

make the wood smooth and even, but as hedrew it to
and fro, he heard the sametiny voice. Thistimeit giggled
asit spoke:

"Stopit! Oh, stopit! Ha, ha, hal Y ou tickle my stomach.”

Thistime poor Magtro Cherry fel asif shot. When
he opened his eyes, he found himself Stting on the floor.

Hisface had changed; fright had turned even thetip of
his nose from red to deepest purple.

CHAPTER 2

Mastro Cherry givesthe piece of wood to his friend Geppetto,
who takesit to make himsdf aMarionette that will dance,
fence, and turn somersaults

In that very instant, aloud knock sounded on the door.
"Comein," said the carpenter, not having an atom of
drength left with which to stand up.

At the words, the door opened and adapper little old

man camein. Hisname was Geppetto, but to the boys of
the nelghborhood he was Polendina,[ 1] on account of the
wig he dways wore which was just the color of yellow corn.

[1] Cornmedl mush

Geppetto had avery bad temper. Woe to the one who
cdled him Polendinal He became aswild as abeast and
no one could soothe him.

"Good day, Mastro Antonio," said Geppetto. "What
areyou doing on the floor?"

"l am teaching the antstheir A B C's"



"Good luck to you!™
"What brought you here, friend Geppetto?

"My legs. And it may flatter you to know, Mastro
Antonio, that | have cometo you to beg for afavor.”

"Herel am, at your service," answered the carpenter,
rasing himsdf onto hisknees.

"Thismorning afineideacameto me.

"Let'shearit.”

"| thought of making mysdlf abeautiful wooden
Marionette. 1t must be wonderful, onethat will be ableto
dance, fence, and turn somersaults. Withit | intend to go
around theworld, to earn my crust of bread and cup of

wine. What do you think of it?"

"Bravo, Polendinal" cried the sametiny voicewhich
came from no one knew where.

On hearing himself caled Polendina, Mastro Geppetto
turned the color of ared pepper and, facing the carpenter,
sadtohimangrily:

"Why do you insult me?"

"Whoisinsulting you?"

"You caled me Polendina”

"l did not."

"l supposeyou think | _did! Yet | KNOW it wasyou."
"No!"

"y eg"

"No!"

"Ya"

And growing angrier each moment, they went from
wordsto blows, and finaly began to scratch and bite and
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dap each other.

When the fight was over, Mastro Antonio had Geppetto's

ydlow wig in his hands and Geppetto found the carpenter's

curly wigin hismouth.

"Give me back my wig!" shouted Mastro Antonio in asurly voice.
"Y ou return mine and well be friends.”

Thetwo little old men, each with hisown wig back on

his own head, shook hands and swore to be good friends

for therest of ther lives.

"Wl then, Mastro Geppetto,” said the carpenter, to
show heborehim noill will, "what isit you want?'

"l want apiece of wood to make aMarionette. Will you giveit to me?"
Mastro Antonio, very glad indeed, went immediately
to his bench to get the piece of wood which had frightened

him so much. But as hewas about to giveit to hisfriend,
with aviolent jerk it dipped out of hishands and hit

againsgt poor Geppetto'sthin legs.

"Ah! Isthisthe gentle way, Masiro Antonio, in which
you make your gifts? Y ou have made meadmost lame!”

"l swear toyou | did not doit!"

"Itwas | _, of coursel”

"It'sthe fault of this piece of wood."

"Y ou'reright; but remember you were the oneto throw it at my legs."”
" did not throw it!"

“Liar!"

" Geppetto, do not insult meor | shdl call you Polendina”

"Idiot."

"Polendina"

"Donkey!"



"Polendinal”
"Ugly monkey!"
"Polendinal”

On hearing himself called Polendinafor thethird time,
Geppetto lost his head with rage and threw himsdlf upon
the carpenter. Then and there they gave each other a
sound thrashing.

After thisfight, Mastro Antonio had two more scratches

on hisnose, and Geppetto had two buttons missing from
hiscoat. Thus having settled their accounts, they shook
hands and swore to be good friends for the rest of their lives.

Then Geppetto took the fine piece of wood,
thanked Mastro Antonio, and limped away toward home.

CHAPTER3

As so0n as he gets home, Geppetto fashions the Marionette
and cdlsit Pinocchio. Thefirgt pranks of the Marionette

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

comfortable. It wasasmal room on the ground floor, with a
tiny window under the stairway. Thefurniture could not
have been much smpler: avery old chair, arickety old

bed, and atumble-down table. A fireplacefull of burning
logs was painted on the wall opposite the door. Over the
fire, there was painted a pot full of something which kept
boiling happily away and sending up clouds of what looked
likered steam.

As soon as he reached home, Geppetto took histools
and began to cut and shape the wood into a Marionette.

"What shdl | cal him?' hesaid to himsdf. "l think

I'll cal him PINOCCHIO. Thisnamewill make hisfortune.
| knew awholefamily of Pinocchi once--Pinocchio the
father, Pinocchia the mother, and Pinocchi the children--
and they weredl lucky. Therichest of them begged for
hisliving."



After choosing the namefor his Marionette, Geppetto

st serioudy to work to make the hair, the forehead, the
eyes. Fancy his surprise when he noticed that these eyes
moved and then stared fixedly at him. Geppetto, seeing
this, fdt insulted and said in agrieved tone:

"Ugly wooden eyes, why do you stare s0?"
Therewas no answer.

After the eyes, Geppetto made the nose, which began
to stretch as soon asfinished. It stretched and stretched
and dtretched till it became so long, it seemed endless.

Poor Geppetto kept cutting it and cutting it, but the
more he cut, the longer grew that impertinent nose. In
despair helet it one.

Next he made the mouth.

No sooner wasit finished than it began to laugh and
pokefun at him.

"Stop laughing!" said Geppetto angrily; but he might
aswdl have spoken to thewall.

"Stop laughing, | say!" heroared in avoice of thunder.
The mouth stopped laughing, but it stuck out along tongue.

Not wishing to start an argument, Geppetto made
believe he saw nothing and went on with hiswork.
After the mouth, he made the chin, then the neck, the
shoulders, the stomach, the arms, and the hands.

Ashe was about to put the last touches on the finger

tips, Geppetto ft hiswig being pulled off. He glanced

up and what did he see? Hisydlow wig wasin the Marionette's
hand. "Pinocchio, give memy wig!"

But ingtead of giving it back, Pinocchio put it on his
own head, which was half swallowed up init.

At that unexpected trick, Geppetto became very sad
and downcast, more so0 than he had ever been before.

"Pinocchio, you wicked boy!" he cried out. "You are
not yet finished, and you start out by being impudent to
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your poor old father. Very bad, my son, very bad!"
And he wiped away atear.

Thelegsand feet till had to be made. Assoon asthey
were done, Geppetto felt a sharp kick on thetip of hisnose.

"l deserveit!" hesaid to himsdf. "I should have thought
of thisbefore| made him. Now it'stoo late!”

Hetook hold of the Marionette under the arms and put
him on thefloor to teach him to walk.

Pinocchio'slegs were so tiff that he could not move
them, and Geppetto held his hand and showed him how to
put out one foot after the other.

When hislegswere limbered up, Pinocchio started
walking by himself and ran dl around theroom. He came
to the open door, and with one legp he was out into the
sreet. Away heflew!

Poor Geppetto ran after him but was unable to catch

him, for Pinocchio ran in legps and bounds, histwo
wooden feet, asthey beat on the stones of the street,
making as much noise as twenty peasants in wooden shoes.

"Catch him! Catch him!" Geppetto kept shouting.

But the people in the street, seeing awooden Marionette
running like the wind, stood still to stare and to laugh
until they cried.

At last, by sheer luck, a Carabineer[2] happened

aong, who, hearing dl that noise, thought that it might

be arunaway colt, and stood bravely in the middle of the
street, with legs wide apart, firmly resolved to stop it and
prevent any trouble.

[2] A military policeman

Pinocchio saw the Carabineer from afar and tried his
best to escape between the legs of the big fellow, but
without success.

The Carabineer grabbed him by the nose (it was an
extremely long one and seemed made on purpose for that
very thing) and returned him to Mastro Geppetto.



Thelittle old man wanted to pull Finocchio's ears.
Think how he felt when, upon searching for them, he
discovered that he had forgotten to make them!

All he could do was to seize Pinocchio by the back of
the neck and take him home. As hewas doing so, he shook
him two or threetimes and said to him angrily:

"We're going home now. \When we get home,
then well settlethis matter!”

Pinocchio, on hearing this, threw himsdlf on the ground
and refused to take another step. One person after another
gathered around the two.

Some said one thing, some another.

"Poor Marionette," caled out aman. "I am not
surprised he doesn't want to go home. Geppetto, no doubt,
will beet him unmercifully, heisso mean and crud!™

" Geppetto looks like agood man,” added another, "but
with boyshe'sared tyrant. If weleavethat poor
Marionettein his hands he may tear him to pieces”

They said so much that, findly, the Carabineer ended
matters by setting Pinocchio at liberty and dragging

Geppetto to prison. The poor old fellow did not know how to
defend himsdlf, but wept and wailed like achild and said
between his sobs:

"Ungrateful boy! Tothink I tried so hard to make you
awell-behaved Marionette! | deserveit, however! | should
have given the matter more thought."

What happened after thisisan amost unbelievable

story, but you may read it, dear children, in the chapters
that follow.

CHAPTER 4
The story of Pinocchio and the Taking Cricket,

in which one seesthat bad children do not like
to be corrected by those who know more than they do
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Very littletime did it take to get poor old Geppetto to
prison. Inthe meantime that rascal, Pinocchio, free now
from the clutches of the Carabineer, was running wildly
across fields and meadows, taking one short cut after
another toward home. In hiswild flight, he legped over
brambles and bushes, and across brooks and ponds, asif
he were agoat or ahare chased by hounds.

On reaching home, he found the house door half open.
He dipped into the room, locked the door, and threw
himsalf on the floor, happy at his escape.

But his happinesslasted only ashort time, for just then
he heard someone saying:

"Cri-cri-cri!"
"Whoiscaling me?' asked Pinocchio, greatly frightened.
"l am!”

Pinocchio turned and saw alarge cricket crawling
dowly upthewall.

"Tel me, Cricket, who are you?"'

"l amthe Taking Cricket and | have been living inthis
room for more than one hundred years."

"Today, however, thisroomismine," said the Marionette,
"and if you wish to do me afavor, get out now, and don't
turn around even once."

"I refuseto leave this spot," answered the Cricket,
"until | havetold you agrest truth.”

"Tdl it, then, and hurry.”

"Woe to boys who refuse to obey their parentsand run
away fromhome! They will never be happy in thisworld,
and when they are older they will be very sorry for it."

"Sing on, Cricket mine, asyou please. What | know is,
that tomorrow, at dawn, | leavethis place forever. If |
stay here the same thing will happen to me which happens
to dl other boysand girls. They are sent to school, and
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whether they want to or not, they must study. Asfor me,
let metell you, | hateto study! 1t's much morefun, | think,
to chase after butterflies, climb trees, and stedl birds nests.”

"Poor littleslly! Don't you know that if you go onlike
that, you will grow into a perfect donkey and that you'll
be the laughingstock of everyone?!

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

But the Cricket, who was awise old philosopher,
instead of being offended at Pinocchio'simpudence,
continued in the same tone:

"If you do not like going to school, why don't you at
least learn atrade, so that you can earn an honest living?”'

"Shdl | tell you something?' asked Pinocchio, who was
beginning to lose patience. "Of dl thetradesin theworld,
thereisonly onethat redly suitsme."

"And what can that be?"

"That of eating, drinking, deeping, playing, and
wandering around from morning till night.”

"Let metell you, for your own good, Pinocchio,” said
the Talking Cricket in hiscam voice, "that those who
follow that trade always end up in the hospitd or in prison.”

"Careful, ugly Cricket! If you make me angry, you'l be sorry!"
"Poor Pinocchio, | am sorry for you.”
IIWI,V?I

"Because you are a Marionette and, what is much worse,
you have awooden head."

At theselast words, Pinocchio jumped up in afury, took
ahammer from the bench, and threw it with dl his
srength at the Talking Cricket.

Perhaps he did not think he would strikeit. But, sad

to relate, my dear children, he did hit the Cricket, straight
onitshead.

With alast weak "cri-cri-cri” the poor Cricket fell from
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thewadl, dead!

CHAPTERS

Pinocchio ishungry and looksfor an egg to cook himsdlf an omel;
but, to his surprise, the omelet flies out of the window

If the Cricket's death scared Pinocchio at dl, it was only
for avery few moments. For, asnight came on, aqueer,
empty feding at the pit of his somach reminded the
Marionette that he had eaten nothing as yet.

A boy's appetite grows very fast, and in afew moments
the queer, empty feding had become hunger, and the
hunger grew bigger and bigger, until soon hewasas
ravenous as a bear.

Poor Pinocchio ran to the fireplace where the pot was
boiling and stretched out his hand to take the cover off,

but to his amazement the pot was only painted! Think how
hefelt! Hislong nose became at least two incheslonger.

He ran about the room, dug in dl the boxes and drawers,
and even looked under the bed in search of a piece of bread,
hard though it might be, or acookie, or perhapsabit of fish.
A bone left by adog would have tasted good to him!

But hefound nothing.

And meanwhile hishunger grew and grew. Theonly

relief poor Pinocchio had wasto yawn; and he certainly
did yawn, such abig yawn that his mouth stretched

out to thetipsof hisears. Soon he became dizzy and faint.
Hewept and wailed to himsdlf: "The Taking Cricket
wasright. 1t waswrong of meto disobey Father and to
run away from home. If he were here now, | wouldn't be
s0 hungry! Oh, how horribleit isto be hungry!™

Suddenly, he saw, among the sweepingsin acorner,
something round and white that looked very much likea
hen'segg. In ajiffy he pounced uponit. It wasan egg.

The Marionette's joy knew no bounds. Itisimpossible
to describeit, you must pictureit to yoursdf. Certain that
he was dreaming, he turned the egg over and over in his
hands, fondled it, kissed it, and talked to it:
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"And now, how shal | cook you? Shall | makean
omelet? No, it isbetter to fry you in apan!

Or shdl | drink you? No, the best way isto

fry youinthepan. You will taste better."

No sooner said than done. He placed alittle pan over a
foot warmer full of hot cods. In the pan, instead of ail or
butter, he poured alittle water. Assoon asthe water
started to boil--tac!--he broke the eggshell. But in place
of thewhite and the yolk of the egg, alittle yellow Chick,
fluffy and gay and smiling, escaped fromit. Bowing
politely to Pinocchio, he said to him:

"Many, many thanks, indeed, Mr. Pinocchio, for having
saved methe trouble of breaking my shell! Good-by
and good luck to you and remember meto the family!"

With these words he spread out hiswings and, darting
to the open window, he flew away into spacetill he was
out of Sght.

The poor Marionette stood asif turned to stone, with
wide eyes, open mouth, and the empty halves of the egg-
shell in hishands. When he cameto himsdlf, he began to
cry and shriek at thetop of hislungs, samping hisfeet on
the ground and wailing dl thewhile:

"The Taking Cricket wasright! If | had not run away
from home and if Father were here now, | should not be
dying of hunger. Oh, how horribleit isto be hungry!"

And as his somach kept grumbling more than ever and
he had nothing to quiet it with, he thought of going out

for awalk to the near-by village, in the hope of finding
some charitable person who might give him abit of bread.

CHAPTERG6

Pinocchio falls adeep with hisfeet on afoot warmer,
and awakensthe next day with hisfeet dl burned off

Pinocchio hated the dark street, but he was so hungry
that, in spite of it, heran out of the house. The night was
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pitch black. 1t thundered, and bright flashes of lightning
now and again shot acrossthe sky, turning it into a sea of
fire. Anangry wind blew cold and raised dense clouds of
dust, while the trees shook and moaned in aweird way.

Pinocchio was greetly afraid of thunder and lightning,

but the hunger hefdlt wasfar greater than hisfear. Ina
dozen legps and bounds, he cameto the village, tired out,
puffing like awhae, and with tongue hanging.

The whole village was dark and deserted. The stores
were closed, the doors, thewindows. In the streets, not
even adog could be seen. It seemed the Village of the
Dead.

Pinocchio, in desperation, ran up to adoorway, threw
himself uponthe bell, and pulled it wildly, saying to himsdf:
"Someonewill surely answer that!"

Hewasright. Anold maninanightcap opened the
window and looked out. He called down angrily:

"What do you want at this hour of night?’

"Will you be good enough to give me abit of bread?
| am hungry."

"Wait aminute and I'll comeright back," answered the
old felow, thinking he had to dedl with one of those boys
who love to roam around at night ringing people's bells

whilethey are peacefully adeep.
After aminute or two, the same voice cried:
"Get under the window and hold out your hat!"

Pinocchio had no hat, but he managed to get under the
window just in timeto fed ashower of ice-cold water
pour down on his poor wooden head, his shoulders, and
over hiswhole body.

He returned home as wet asarag, and tired out from
weariness and hunger.

Asheno longer had any strength left with which to

stand, he sat down on alittle stool and put histwo feet on
the stove to dry them.
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There hefell adeep, and while he dept, hiswooden

feet began to burn. Sowly, very dowly, they blackened

and turned to ashes.

Pinocchio snored away happily asif hisfeet were not
hisown. At dawn he opened hiseyesjust asaloud knocking
sounded at the door.

"Whoisit?' he caled, yawning and rubbing hiseyes.

"Itisl," answered avoice.

It was the voice of Geppetto.

CHAPTER7

Geppetto returns home and gives
his own breskfast to the Marionette

The poor Marionette, who was till half adeep, had not

yet found out that histwo feet were burned and gone. As
soon as he heard his Father's voice, he jumped up from his
seat to open the door, but, as he did so, he staggered and
fdl heedlong to thefloor.

In faling, he made as much noise as a sack of wood
fdling from thefifth story of ahouse.

"Open the door for mel™ Geppetto shouted from the stret.

"Father, dear Father, | can't,” answered the Marionette
in despair, crying and rolling on thefloor.

"Why can't you?'
"Because someone has eaten my feet.”
"And who has eaten them?"

"Thecat," answered Pinocchio, seeing thet little animd
busily playing with some shavingsin the corner of the room.

"Open! | say," repeated Geppetto, "or I'll giveyou a
sound whipping when | getin."
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"Father, believe me, | can't stand up. Oh, dear!
Oh, dear! | shdl haveto wak on my kneesal my life."

Geppetto, thinking that al these tears and crieswere
only other pranks of the Marionette, climbed up theside
of the house and went in through the window.

At firs hewas very angry, but on seeing Pinocchio
stretched out on the floor and redlly without feet, he felt
very sad and sorrowful. Picking him up from thefloor, he
fondled and caressed him, talking to him while the tears
ran down his cheeks:

"My little Pinocchio, my deer little Pinocchio!
How did you burn your fegt?'

"I don't know, Father, but believe me, the night has

been aterrible one and | shal remember it aslong as| live.
The thunder was so noisy and the lightning so bright--

and | washungry. And then the Talking Cricket said to
me, "Y ou deserveit; you were bad;' and | said to him,
"Careful, Cricket; and he said to me, "Y ou are aMarionette
and you have awooden head;" and | threw the hammer at
him and killed him. 1t was hisown fault, for | didn't want
tokill him. And | put the pan on the codls, but the Chick
flew away and said, 'I'll seeyou again! Remember meto
the family." And my hunger grew, and | went out, and the
old man with a nightcap |ooked out of the window and
threw water on me, and | came home and put my feet on
the stove to dry them because | was till hungry, and | fell
adegp and now my feet are gone but my hunger isn't!
Oh!--Oht!--Oh!"™ And poor Pinocchio began to scream
and cry s0 loudly that he could be heard for miles around.

Geppetto, who had understood nothing of al that

jumbled talk, except that the Marionette was hungry, felt sorry
for him, and pulling three pears out of his pocket, offered
them to him, saying:

"These three pearswere for my breskfast, but | give
themto you gladly. Eat them and stop weeping.”

"If you want meto eat them, please ped them for me."

"Ped them?" asked Geppetto, very much surprised. "l
should never have thought, dear boy of mine, that you
were 0 dainty and fussy about your food. Bad, very bad!
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Inthisworld, even as children, we must accustom oursalves
to eat of everything, for we never know what life may
hold in storefor ug!"

"Y ou may beright," answered Pinocchio, "but | will not
edt the pearsif they are not peded. | don't like them.”

And good old Geppetto took out aknife, peeled the
three pears, and put the skinsin arow on thetable.

Pinocchio ate one pear in atwinkling and started to
throw the core away, but Geppetto held hisarm.

"Oh, no, don't throw it away! Everythinginthisworld
may be of someusa!”

"But the core | will not eet!" cried Pinocchio in an angry tone.
"Who knows?" repeated Geppetto calmly.

And later the three cores were placed on the table next
to the skins.

Pinocchio had eaten the three pears, or rather devoured them.
Then he yawned deeply, and wailed:

"I'm4ill hungry.”

"But | have no moreto giveyou.”

"Redly, nothing--nothing?"

"I have only these three cores and these skins."

"Very well, then," said Finocchio, "if thereisnothing
esel'll eat them.”

At first he made awry face, but, one after another, the
skins and the cores disappeared.

"Ah! Now | fed fine!" he said after egting the last one.
"You see," observed Geppetto, "that | wasright when
| told you that one must not be too fussy and too dainty

about food. My dear, we never know what life may have
in sorefor ud"
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CHAPTER8

Geppetto makes Pinocchio anew pair of feet,
and sdlIs his coat to buy him an A-B-C book

The Marionette, as soon as his hunger was appeased,
started to grumble and cry that he wanted anew pair of feet.

But Mastro Geppetto, in order to punish him for his
mischief, let him donethewhole morning. After dinner
hesadto him:

"Why should | make your feet over again? To seeyou
run away from home once more?'

"l promise you," answered the Marionette, sobbing,
"that from now on I'll be good--"

"Boysdways promise that when they want something,”
said Geppetto.

"l promiseto go to school every day, to study, and to succeed--"
"Boys adways sng that song when they want their own will."

"But | am not like other boys! | am better than dl of
them and | dwaystdl thetruth. | promiseyou, Father,
that I'll learn atrade, and I'll be the comfort and staff of
your old age."

Geppetto, though trying to look very stern, felt hiseyes

fill with tearsand his heart soften when he saw Pinocchio
so unhappy. He said no more, but taking histools and two
pieces of wood, he set to work diligently.

In lessthan an hour the feet were finished, two dender,
nimblelittle feet, strong and quick, modeled asif by an
artist'shands.

"Close your eyes and deep!” Geppetto then said to the Marionette.

Pinocchio closed his eyes and pretended to be adeep,
while Geppetto stuck on the two feet with abit of glue
melted in an eggshell, doing hiswork so well thet the joint
could hardly be seen.
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As soon asthe Marionette felt his new feet, he gave one
leap from the table and started to skip and jump around,
asif hehad lost hishead from very joy.

"To show you how grateful | amto you, Father, I'll go
to school now. But to go to school | need asuit of clothes.”

Geppetto did not have apenny in his pocket, so he
made his son alittle suit of flowered paper, apair of shoes
from the bark of atree, and atiny cap from abit of dough.

Pinocchio ran to look at himsaf in abowl of water, and
he felt so happy that he said proudly:

"Now | look like agentleman.”

"Truly," answered Geppetto. "But remember that fine
clothes do not make the man unless they be neat and clean.”

"Very true,” answered Pinocchio, "but, in order to go
to schoal, | till need something very important.”

"Whdt isit?"

"An A-B-C book."

"Tobesure! But how shdl we get it?'

"That'seasy. WEell go to abookstore and buy it."

"And the money?'

"l have none."

"Neither havel," said the old man sadly.

Pinocchio, athough ahappy boy aways, became sad
and downcast a these words. When poverty showsitsdlf,
even mischievous boys understand what it means.
"What does it matter, after al?' cried Geppetto dl at
once, as hejumped up from hischair. Putting on hisold
coat, full of darns and patches, he ran out of the house

without another word.

After awhile hereturned. In hishands he had the
A-B-C book for his son, but the old coat was gone. The
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poor fellow wasin his shirt deeves and the day was cold.
"Where'syour coat, Father?

"l havesoldit."

"Why did you sdll your coat?'

"It wastoo warm."

Pinocchio understood the answer in atwinkling, and,
unableto restrain histears, hejumped on hisfather's neck
and kissed him over and over.

CHAPTER9

Pinocchio sdls his A-B-C book to
pay hisway into the Marionette Theater

See Pinocchio hurrying off to school with hisnew A-B-C
book under hisarm! Ashe walked aong, his brain was busy
planning hundreds of wonderful things, building hundreds

of cadlesintheair. Taking to himsdf, hesad:

"In school today, I'll learn to read, tomorrow to write,

and the day after tomorrow I'll do arithmetic. Then, clever
asl am, | canearnalot of money. With thevery firg
pennies | make, I'll buy Father anew cloth coat. Cloth,
did I say? No, it shdl be of gold and silver with diamond
buttons. That poor man certainly deservesit; for, after all,
isn't hein his shirt deeves because he was good enough to
buy abook for me? Onthiscold day, too! Fathersare
indeed good to their children!”

As hetaked to himsdf, he thought he heard sounds of
pipes and drums coming from adistance: pi-pi-pi,

pi-pi-pi. . .zum, zum, zum, Zum.

He stopped to listen. Those sounds came from alittle
sreet that led to asmall village along the shore.

"What can that noise be? What anuisancethat | have
to goto school! Otherwise. . ."
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There he stopped, very much puzzled. Hefet he had
to make up hismind for ether one thing or another.
Should he go to school, or should hefollow the pipes?

"Today I'll follow the pipes, and tomorrow I'll go to
school. There'sdways plenty of timeto go to schoal,”
decided the little rascdl at last, shrugging his shoulders.
No sooner said than done. He started down the Street,
going likethewind. On heran, and louder grew the
sounds of pipe and drum: pi-pi-pi, pi-pi-pi, pi-pi-pi
...ZUm, ZUm, Zum, zum.

Suddenly, hefound himsdf in alarge square, full of
people standing in front of alittle wooden building painted
in brilliant colors.

"What isthat house?' Pinocchio asked alittle boy near him.
"Reed the sgn and you'll know."

"I'd like to read, but somehow | can't today."

"Oh, redly? Then I'll read it to you. Know, then,

that written in letters of fire| seethewords:

GREAT MARIONETTE THEATER.

"When did the show dart?’

"It isgtarting now."

"And how much does one pay to get in?'

"Four pennies.”

Pinocchio, who waswild with curiogity to know what
was going on insde, los dl his pride and said to the boy
shandedy:

"Will you give mefour pennies until tomorrow?"

"I'd givethem to you gladly,” answered the other,
poking fun at him, "but just now | can't give them to you."

"For the price of four pennies, I'll sdll you my coat.”

"If it rains, what shdl | do with acoat of flowered
paper? | could not take it off again.”
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"Do you want to buy my shoes?'
"They are only good enough to light afirewith."
"What about my hat?'

"Finebargain, indeed! A cap of dough! The mice might
come and et it from my head!"

Pinocchio wasamost intears. He wasjust about to

make one last offer, but he lacked the courage to do so.
He hesitated, he wondered, he could not make up hismind.
Atlagt hesad:

"Will you give mefour penniesfor the book?"

"l am aboy and | buy nothing from boys," said the
little fellow with far more common sense than the Marionette.

"I'll give you four pennies for your A-B-C book," said
aragpicker who stood by.

Then and there, the book changed hands. And to think
that poor old Geppetto sat at homein his shirt deeves,
shivering with cold, having sold his coat to buy that little
book for his son!

CHAPTER 10

The Marionettes recognize their brother Pinocchio,
and greet him with loud cheers; but the Director, Fire Eater,
happens dong and poor Pinocchio dmost loses hislife

Quick asaflash, Pinocchio disappeared into the
Marionette Theater. And then something happened which
amost caused ariot.

The curtain was up and the performance had started.

Harlequin and Pulcindlawere reciting on the stage and,
as usud, they were threatening each other with sticks and blows.

The theater wasfull of people, enjoying the spectacle
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and laughing till they cried a the antics of the two Marionettes.

The play continued for afew minutes, and then suddenly,
without any warning, Harlequin stopped talking.

Turning toward the audience, he pointed to the rear of
the orchestra, yeling wildly at the sametime:

"Look, look! Am | adeep or awake? Or dol| redly see
Pinocchio there?!

"Yes, yed ItisPinocchiol™ screamed Pulcinella.

"Itid Itid" shrieked Signora Rosaura, peeking in from
the sde of the stage.

"ItisPinocchio! ItisPinocchio!" ydled dl the Marionettes,
pouring out of thewings. "It isPinocchio. Itisour brother
Pinocchio! Hurrah for Pinocchio!™

"Pinocchio, come up to me!" shouted Harlequin. "Come
to the arms of your wooden brothers!”

At such aloving invitation, Pinocchio, with one legp

from the back of the orchestra, found himself in the front
rows. With another leap, he was on the orchestraleader's
head. With athird, he landed on the stage.

It isimpossible to describe the shrieks of joy, thewarm
embraces, the knocks, and the friendly greetingswith
which that strange company of dramatic actors and
actresses received Pinocchio.

It was a heart-rending spectacle, but the audience,
seeing that the play had stopped, became angry and began
toydl:

"The play, the play, we want the play!"

The yelling was of no use, for the Marionettes, instead

of going on with their act, made twice as much racket as
before, and, lifting up Pinocchio on their shoulders, carried
him around the sage in triumph.

At that very moment, the Director came out of his

room. He had such afearful appearance that onelook
at himwould fill you with horror. Hisbeard wasas
black as pitch, and so long that it reached from hischin
down to hisfeet. Hismouth was aswide asan oven, his
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teeth like ydlow fangs, and his eyes, two glowing red
cods. Inhishuge, hairy hands, along whip, made of

green snakes and black cats tails twisted together, swished
through the air in adangerous way.

At the unexpected apparition, no one dared even to
breathe. One could almost hear afly go by. Those poor
Marionettes, one and al, trembled like leavesin astorm.

"Why have you brought such excitement into my
theater;" the huge fellow asked Pinocchio with the voice
of an ogre suffering with acold.

"Believe me, your Honor, the fault was not mine."
"Enough! Bequiet! I'll take care of you later."

As soon asthe play was over, the Director went to

the kitchen, where afine big lamb was dowly turning

on the spit. More wood was needed to finish cooking it.
He cdled Harlequin and Pulcindlaand said to them:

"Bring that Marionetteto me! Helooksasif hewere
made of well-seasoned wood. Hell make afinefirefor
thissit."

Harlequin and Pulcinellahestated abit. Then,

frightened by alook from their magter, they left the
kitchen to obey him. A few minutes|ater they returned,
carrying poor Pinocchio, who waswriggling and squirming
likean ed and crying pitifully:

"Father, sasve me! | don't want to die! | don't want to die!"

CHAPTER 11

Fire Eater sneezes and forgives Pinocchio,
who saves hisfriend, Harlequin, from degth

In the theater, great excitement reigned.

Fire Eater (thiswasredly hisname) wasvery ugly,
but he was far from being as bad as he looked. Proof of
thisisthat, when he saw the poor Marionette being
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brought in to him, struggling with fear and crying, "l
dontwant todie! | don't want todie!" hefelt sorry for
him and began first to waver and then to wegken. Finaly,
he could control himself no longer and gave aloud sneeze.

At that sneeze, Harlequin, who until then had been
as sad as aweeping willow, smiled happily and leaning
toward the Marionette, whispered to him:

"Good news, brother mine! Fire Eater has sneezed
and thisisasign that he feds sorry for you.
Y ou are saved!"

For be it known, that, while other people, when sad
and sorrowful, weep and wipe their eyes, Fire Eater, on
the other hand, had the strange habit of sneezing each
time hefdt unhappy. Theway wasjust as good as any
other to show the kindness of his heart.

After sneezing, Fire Eater, ugly asever, cried to Pinocchio:

"Stop crying! Y our wallsgive meafunny feding
down herein my stomach and--E--tchee! --E--tchee! "
Two loud sneezesfinished his speech.

"God blessyou!" said Finocchio.

"Thankd Areyour father and mother il living?"
demanded Fire Eater.

"My father, yes. My mother | have never known."

"Y our poor father would suffer terribly if | wereto

useyou asfirewood. Poor old man! | fed sorry for

him! E--tchee! E--tchee! E--tchee!” Three more sneezes
sounded, louder than ever.

"God blessyou!" said Finocchio.

"Thanks! However, | ought to be sorry for mysdlf,

too, just now. My good dinner isspoiled. | haveno

more wood for thefire, and the lamb is only half cooked.
Never mind! Inyour place I'll burn some other Marionette.
Hey there! Officerd"

At the cdl, two wooden officers appeared, long and
thin asayard of rope, with queer hats on their heads
and swordsin their hands.
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Fire Eater yelled a them in ahoarse voice:

"Take Harlequin, tie him, and throw him on thefire.
| want my lamb well done!”

Think how poor Harlequin felt! He was so scared
that his legs doubled up under him and hefdl to thefloor.

Pinocchio, at that heartbregking sght, threw himsalf
at the feet of Fire Eater and, weeping bitterly, asked
inapitiful voice which could scarcely be heard:

"Have pity, | beg of you, sgnore!™
"There are no signori here!™
"Have pity, kindgr!"
"Thereareno srsherel”

"Have pity, your Excdlency!"

On hearing himself addressed as your Excellency, the

Director of the Marionette Theater sat up very straight

in hischair, stroked hislong beard, and becoming suddenly

kind and compassionate, smiled proudly as he said to Pinocchio:

"Well, what do you want from me now, Marionette?"

"I beg for mercy for my poor friend, Harlequin, who
has never donethe least harmin hislife”

"Thereisno mercy here, Pinocchio. | have spared
you. Harlequin must burninyour place. | am hungry
and my dinner must be cooked.”

"Inthat case," said Pinocchio proudly, as he stood

up and flung away his cap of dough, "in that case, my

duty isclear. Come, officers Tie me up and throw me
onthoseflames. No, itisnot fair for poor Harlequin,

the best friend that | have in theworld, to diein my place!”

These brave words, said in apiercing voice, made dl
the other Marionettes cry. Even the officers, who were
made of wood a so, cried like two babies.

Fire Eater at first remained hard and cold asapiece
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of ice; but then, little by little, he softened and began to
sneeze. And after four or five sneezes, he opened wide
hisarmsand said to Pinocchio:

"You areabraveboy! Cometo my armsand kissme!"
Pinocchio ran to him and scurrying like asquirrel up the
long black beard, he gave Fire Eater aloving kisson the
tip of hisnose.

"Has pardon been granted to me?" asked poor
Harlequin with avoice that was hardly a bresth.

"Pardonisyours!" answered Fire Eater; and sighing
and wagging hishead, he added: "Well, tonight | shall
haveto eat my lamb only half cooked, but beware the
next time, Marionettes.”

At the newsthat pardon had been given, the

Marionettesran to the stage and, turning on dl the lights,
they danced and sang till dawn.

CHAPTER 12

Fire Eater gives Pinocchio five gold piecesfor hisfather, Geppetto;
but the Marionette meets a Fox and a Cat and follows them

The next day Fire Eater called Pinocchio asde and asked him:
"What isyour father's name?'

"Geppetto.”

"And what ishistrade?'

"He'sawood carver."

"Does he earn much?"

"He earns so much that he never hasapenny in his

pockets. Just think that, in order to buy me an A-B-C

book for schooal, he had to sdll the only coat he owned, a
coat so full of darns and patchesthat it was apity.”
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"Poor fellow! | fed sorry for him. Here, take these
fivegold pieces. Go, givethem to him with my kindest regards.”

Pinocchio, as may easily beimagined, thanked him
athousand times. He kissed each Marionettein turn,

even the officers, and, beside himself with joy, set out on
his homeward journey.

He had gone barely half amile when he met alame
Fox and ablind Cat, waking together like two good
friends. Thelame Fox leaned on the Cat, and the blind
Cat let the Fox lead him dong.

"Good morning, Pinocchio,” said the Fox, greeting him
courteoudy.

"How do you know my name?' asked the Marionette.
"I know your father well."

"Where have you seen him?"

"l saw him yesterday standing at the door of hishouse.”
"And what was he doing?'

"Hewasin hisshirt deevestrembling with cold.”

"Poor Father! But, after today, God willing, he will
suffer no longer.”

IIWMI
"Because | have become arich man.”

"You, arichman?' said the Fox, and he began to laugh
out loud. The Cat waslaughing aso, but tried to hide it
by stroking hislong whiskers.

"Thereisnothing to laugh at," cried Pinocchio angrily.
" am very sorry to make your mouth water, but these,
asyou know, are five new gold pieces."

And he pulled out the gold pieceswhich Fire Eater
hed given him.

At the cheerful tinkle of the gold, the Fox unconscioudy
held out his paw that was supposed to be lame, and the

29



Cat opened wide histwo eyestill they looked likelive
cods, but he closed them again so quickly that Pinocchio
did not notice.

"And may | ask," inquired the Fox, "what you are
going to dowith dl that money?'

"Hrgt of dl," answered the Marionette, "I want to

buy afine new coat for my father, acoat of gold and
slver with diamond buttons; after thet, I'll buy an A-B-C
book for mysdf.”

"For yoursdf?'
"For mysdlf. | want to go to school and study hard.”

"Look at me," said the Fox. "For the silly reason of
wanting to study, | havelost apaw.”

"Look at me," said the Cat. "For the same foolish reason,
| have lost the Sight of both eyes.”

At that moment, a Blackbird, perched on the fence
along the road, caled out sharp and clear:

"Finocchio, do not listen to bad advice. If you do,
you'l be sorry!™

Poor little Blackbird! If he had only kept hiswords
to himsdf! Inthetwinkling of an eydid, the Cat legped
on him, and ate him, feathersand dl.

After eating the bird, he cleaned hiswhiskers, closed
his eyes, and became blind once more.

"Poor Blackbird!" said Pinocchio to the Cat.
"Why did you kill him?"

"I killed him to teach him alesson. Hetakstoo much.
Next time he will keep hiswordsto himsdlf."

By thistime the three companions had walked along
distance. Suddenly, the Fox stopped in histracks and,
turning to the Marionette, said to him:

"Do you want to double your gold pieces?’

"What do you mean?"'
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"Do you want one hundred, a thousand, two thousand
gold piecesfor your miserablefive?'

"Yes, but how?'

"Theway isvery easy. Instead of returning home,
comewith us"

"And where will you take me?'
"To the City of Smple Smons"
Finocchio thought awhile and then said firmly:

"No, | don't want to go. Homeis near, and I'm going

where Father iswaiting for me. How unhappy he must

bethat | have not yet returned! | have been abad son,

and the Taking Cricket was right when he said that a
disobedient boy cannot be happy in thisworld. | have

learned thisat my own expense. Evenlast nightin

the theater, when Fire Eater. . . Brrrr!!!I! .

The shivers run up and down my back a the mere thought of it."

"Well, then," said the Fox, "if you redlly want to go home,
go ahead, but you'll be sorry."

"Youll be sorry," repeated the Cat.

"Think well, Pinocchio, you are turning your back on Dame Fortune.”
"On Dame Fortune,” repeated the Cat.

"Tomorrow your five gold pieceswill be two thousand!"

"Two thousand!" repeated the Cat.

"But how can they possibly become so many?* asked
Pinocchio wonderingly.

"I'll explain," said the Fox. ™Y ou must know that,

just outsde the City of Simple Simons, thereis a blessed
field cdled the Field of Wonders. Inthisfield you dig
aholeand in the hole you bury agold piece. After covering
up the hole with earth you water it well, sprinkle

abit of sdt onit, and go to bed. During the night, the

gold piece sprouts, grows, blossoms, and next morning

you find abeautiful tree, that isloaded with gold pieces.”
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"Sothat if | wereto bury my five gold pieces," cried
Pinocchio with growing wonder, "next morning | should
find--how many?"

"Itisvery ampleto figure out,” answered the Fox.
"Why, you can figureit on your fingers. Granted that
each piece gives you five hundred, multiply five hundred
by five. Next morning you will find twenty-five hundred
new, sparkling gold pieces.”

"Fine! Fine!" cried Pinocchio, dancing about with joy.
"And as soon as | have them, | shal keep two thousand
for mysdlf and the other five hundred I'll give to you two."

"A gift for us?' cried the Fox, pretending to be insulted.
"Why, of course not!"

"Of course not!" repeated the Cat.

"We do not work for gain,” answered the Fox.
"Wework only to enrich others.”

"To enrich otherd" repested the Cat.

"What good people," thought Pinocchio to himsdlf.

And forgetting hisfather, the new coat, the A-B-C book,

and al his good resolutions, he said to the Fox and to the Cat:

"Letusgo. | anwithyou."

CHAPTER 13

The Inn of the Red Lobster

Cat and Fox and Marionette walked and walked and walked.
At lagt, toward evening, dead tired, they cameto the
Inn of the Red Lobgter.

"Let usstop hereawhile," said the Fox, "to eat abite
and rest for afew hours. At midnight well start out again,
for a dawn tomorrow we must be at the Field of Wonders."

They went into the Inn and al three sat down at the
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sametable. However, not one of them was very hungry.

The poor Cat felt very weak, and he was able to

egt only thirty-five mullets with tomato sauce and four
portions of tripe with cheese. Moreover, ashe was o
in need of strength, he had to have four more helpings of
butter and cheese.

The Fox, after agreat deal of coaxing, tried his best

to eat alittle. The doctor had put him on adiet, and he
had to be satisfied with a small hare dressed with adozen
young and tender spring chickens. After the hare, he
ordered some partridges, afew pheasants, a couple of
rabbits, and adozen frogsand lizards. That wasall.
Hefdtill, he said, and could not eat another bite.

Pinocchio ate least of all. He asked for abite of bread
and afew nuts and then hardly touched them. The poor
felow, with hismind on the Fidd of Wonders, was
suffering from agold-piece indigestion.

Supper over, the Fox said to the Innkeeper:

"Give ustwo good rooms, one for Mr. Pinocchio and
the other for me and my friend. Before starting out,
welll take alittle nap. Remember to call usat midnight
sharp, for we must continue on our journey.”

"Yes, dr," answered the Innkeeper, winking in aknowing way
at the Fox and the Cat, asif to say, "'l understand.”

As soon as Pinocchio wasin bed, he fdll fast adeep
and began to dream. He dreamed hewasin the middle
of afidd. Thefiedwasfull of vines heavy with grapes.
The grapes were no other than gold coinswhich tinkled
merrily asthey swayed inthewind. They seemed to
say, "Let him who wants ustake ug"

Just as Pinocchio stretched out hishand to teke a

handful of them, he was awakened by three loud knocks at
the door. It wasthe Innkeeper who had cometo tell him
that midnight had struck.

"Aremy friendsready?' the Marionette asked him.
"Indeed, yest They went two hours ago.”

"Why in such ahurry?'
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"Unfortunately the Cat received atelegram which

sad that hisfirg-born was suffering from chilblains
and was on the point of death. He could not even wait
to say good-by to you."

"Did they pay for the supper?

"How could they do such athing? Being people of
great refinement, they did not want to offend you so
deeply as not to dlow you the honor of paying the bill."

"Too bad! That offense would have been more than
pleasing to me," said Pinocchio, scratching his head.

"Where did my good friends say they would wait for me?" he added.
"At the Field of Wonders, a sunrise tomorrow morning.”

Pinocchio paid agold piece for the three suppersand
started on hisway toward the field that was to make
him arich man.

Hewalked on, not knowing where he was going, for

it was dark, so dark that not athing wasvisible. Round
about him, not aleaf stirred. A few bats skimmed his
nose now and again and scared him half to death. Once
or twice he shouted, "Who goes there?' and the far-away
hills echoed back to him, "Who goes there? Who goes
there? Who goes. .. 7'

Ashewalked, Pinocchio noticed atiny insect
glimmering on the trunk of atree, asmal being that glowed
with apae, soft light.

"Who are you?' he asked.

"l am the ghost of the Talking Cricket," answered the
little being in afaint voice that sounded asif it came from
afar-away world.

"What do you want?"' asked the Marionette.

"I want to give you afew words of good advice.

Return home and give the four gold pieces you have

left to your poor old father who isweeping because he
has not seen you for many aday.”

34



"Tomorrow my father will be arich man, for these
four gold pieces will become two thousand.”

"Dont listen to those who promise you wedlth overnight,
my boy. Asarulethey are either fools or swindlers!
Listen to me and go home."

"But | want to go on!"

"Thehour islatel"

"l want togo on."

"Thenightisvery dark."

"l want togo on."

"Theroad is dangerous.”

"l want togo on."

"Remember that boyswho insst on having their own way,
sooner or later cometo grief.”

"The same nonsense. Good-by, Cricket."

"Good night, Pinocchio, and may Heaven preserve you
fromthe Assassns™”

Therewas slence for aminute and the light of the
Taking Cricket disappeared suddenly, just asif someone
had snuffed it out. Once again the road was plunged

in darkness.

CHAPTER 14

Pinocchio, not having listened to the good advice
of the Taking Cricket, fdlsinto the hands of the Assassins

"Dear, oh, dear! When | cometo think of it," said the
Marionette to himself, as he once more set out on his
journey, "we boysareredly very unlucky. Everybody
scolds us, everybody gives us advice, everybody warns us.
If wewereto dlow it, everyonewould try to be father
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and mother to us; everyone, even the Talking Cricket.
Take me, for example. Just because| would not listen to
that bothersome Cricket, who knows how many misfortunes
may be awaitingme! Assassnsindeed! At least

| have never believed in them, nor ever will. To speak
sensibly, | think assassins have been invented by fathers
and mothersto frighten children who want to run awvay

at night. And then, evenif | wereto meet themon

the road, what matter? I'll just run up to them, and say,
"Well, signori, what do you want? Remember that you
can't fool withme!' Run aong and mind your business:!”
At such agpeech, | can amost see those poor fellows
running likethewind. But in casethey don't run away,

| can dwaysrun mysdf. . ."

Pinocchio was not given timeto argue any longer, for he thought
he heard adight rustle among the leaves behind him.

He turned to look and behold, there in the darkness
stood two big black shadows, wrapped from head to foot
in black sacks. Thetwo figures|legped toward him as
softly asif they were ghosts.

"Herethey come!" Pinocchio said to himsdf, and,
not knowing where to hide the gold pieces, he stuck all
four of them under histongue.

Hetried to run away, but hardly had he taken a step,
when hefelt hisarms grasped and heard two horrible,
deep voices say to him: ™Y our money or your lifel™

On account of the gold piecesin hismouth, Pinocchio
could not say aword, so he tried with head and hands
and body to show, as best he could, that he was only a
poor Marionette without a penny in his pocket.

"Come, come, less nonsense, and out with your money!"
cried the two thievesin threatening voices.

Once more, Pinocchio's head and hands said, "I haven't
apenny.”

"Out with that money or you're adead man,” said the
taller of the two Assassns.

"Dead man," repeated the other.

"And after having killed you, wewill kill your father also."
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"Your father dsol"

"No, no, no, not my Father!" cried Pinocchio, wild with terror;
but as he screamed, the gold piecestinkled together in his mouth.

"Ah, yourascd! Sothat'sthegame! You havethe
money hidden under your tongue. Out with it!"

But Pinocchio was as stubborn as ever.

"Areyou deaf? Wait, young man, well get it from
youinatwinkling!"

One of them grabbed the Marionette by the nose and
the other by the chin, and they pulled him unmercifully
from sdeto sdein order to make him open his mouth.

All was of no use. The Marionette's lips might have
been nailed together. They would not open.

In desperation the smdler of the two Assassins pulled
out along knife from his pocket, and tried to pry Pinocchio's
mouth open with it.

Quick asaflash, the Marionette sank histeeth deep
into the Assassin's hand, bit it off and spat it out. Fancy
his surprise when he saw that it was not ahand, but a
cat's paw.

Encouraged by thisfirg victory, hefreed himsdf from
the claws of hisassallers and, legping over the bushes
aong theroad, ran swiftly acrossthefields. His pursuers
were after him at once, like two dogs chasing ahare.

After running seven miles or so, Pinocchio waswell-

nigh exhaugted. Seeing himsdf lost, he climbed up a
giant pinetree and sat there to see what he could see.

The Assassinstried to climb aso, but they dipped and fell.

Far from giving up the chase, this only spurred them on.

They gathered abundle of wood, piled it up at the

foot of the pine, and st fireto it. Inatwinkling the

tree began to sputter and burn like acandle blown by
thewind. Pinocchio saw the flames climb higher and

higher. Not wishing to end his days as aroasted

Marionette, he jumped quickly to the ground and off he went,
the Assassins close to him, as before.
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Dawn was breaking when, without any warning whatsoever,
Pinocchio found his path barred by adeep pool full
of water the color of muddy coffee.

What was there to do? With a"One, two, three!"

he jumped clear acrossit. The Assassinsjumped aso,
but not having measured their distance well--gplash!!!--
they fel right into the middle of the pool. Pinocchio
who heard the splash and felt it, too, cried out, laughing,
but never stopping in hisrace:

"A pleasant bath to you, signori!”

He thought they must surely be drowned and turned

his head to see. But there were the two somber figures
gl following him, though their black sackswere drenched
and dripping with water.

CHAPTER 15

The Assassins chase Pinocchio, catch him,
and hang him to the branch of agiant oak tree

As heran, the Marionette felt more and more certain that
he would haveto give himsdlf up into the hands of his
pursuers. Suddenly he saw alittle cottage gleaming white
as the snow among the trees of the forest.

"If | have enough bregth left with which to reach that
little house, | may be saved,” he said to himself.

Not waiting another moment, he darted swiftly through
the woods, the Assassins il after him.

After ahard race of dmost an hour, tired and out of
breath, Pinocchio finaly reached the door of the cottage
and knocked. No one answered.

He knocked again, harder than before, for behind him
he heard the steps and the |abored breathing of his
persecutors. The same silence followed.
Asknocking was of no use, Pinocchio, in despair,
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began to kick and bang against the door, asif he wanted

to bregk it. At the noise, awindow opened and alovely

maiden looked out. She had azure hair and aface white

aswax. Her eyeswere closed and her hands crossed on
her breast. With avoice so wesk that it hardly could be

heard, she whispered:

"No onelivesinthishouse. Everyoneisdead.”

"Won't you, a least, open the door for me?"
cried Pinocchio in abeseeching voice.

"l dsoam dead.”
"Dead? What are you doing at the window, then?"
"l am waliting for the coffin to take me away."

After these words, thelittle girl disappeared and the
window closed without a sound.

"Oh, Lovely Maden with Azure Hair," cried
Pinocchio, "open, | beg of you. Take pity on apoor boy who
is being chased by two Assass--"

Hedid not finish, for two powerful hands grasped him
by the neck and the same two horrible voices growled
thresteningly: "Now we have you!"

The Marionette, seeing death dancing before him,
trembled so hard that the joints of hislegsrattled and
the coinstinkled under histongue.

"Wadl," the Assassins asked, "will you open your
mouth now or not? Ah! Y ou do not answer? Very well,
thistimeyou shdl openit.”

Taking out two long, sharp knives, they struck two
heavy blows on the Marionette's back.

Happily for him, Pinocchio was made of very hard
wood and the knives broke into athousand pieces. The
Assassinslooked at each other in dismay, holding the
handles of the knivesin their hands.

"l understand,” said one of them to the other, "there
isnothing left to do now but to hang him.”
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"To hang him," repegted the other.

They tied Pinocchio's hands behind his shoulders and
dipped the noose around his neck. Throwing the rope
over the high limb of agiant oak tree, they pulled till
the poor Marionette hung far up in space.

Satisfied with their work, they sat on the grasswaiting
for Finocchio to give hislast gasp. But after three hours
the Marionette's eyes were till open, his mouth till shut
and hislegs kicked harder than ever.

Tired of waiting, the Assassins caled to him mockingly:
"Good-by till tomorrow. When we return in the morning,
we hope you'll be polite enough to let usfind you

dead and gone and with your mouth wide open.”

With these words they went.

A few minutes went by and then awild wind sarted

to blow. Asit shrieked and moaned, the poor little
sufferer was blown to and fro like the hammer of abell.
The rocking made him seasick and the noose, becoming
tighter and tighter, choked him. Little by littleafilm
covered hiseyes.

Death was cregping nearer and nearer, and the Marionette
still hoped for some good soul to cometo hisrescue,

but no one appeared. Ashewas about to die, he thought
of his poor old father, and hardly conscious of what he
was saying, murmured to himself:

"Oh, Father, dear Father! 1f you were only herel”
These were hislast words. He closed his eyes, opened

his mouth, stretched out hislegs, and hung there, asif
he were dead.

CHAPTER 16

The Lovely Maiden with Azure Hair sendsfor the poor Marionette,
puts him to bed, and calsthree Doctorsto tell her if Pinocchio
isdead or dive

If the poor Marionette had dangled there much longer,
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al hopewould have been logt. Luckily for him, the
Lovely Maiden with Azure Hair once again looked out of
her window. Filled with pity at the sight of the poor little
fellow being knocked helplesdy about by the wind, she
clapped her hands sharply together three times.

Atthesgnd, aloud whirr of wingsin quick flight was
heard and alarge Falcon came and settled itsdf on the
window ledge.

"What do you command, my charming Fairy?" asked the Falcon,
bending his beak in deep reverence (for it must

be known that, after al, the Lovely Maiden with Azure

Hair was none other than avery kind Fairy who had lived,

for more than athousand years, in the vicinity of the forest).

"Do you see that Marionette hanging from the limb
of that giant oak tree?’

"l ssehim."

"Very well. Hy immediately to him. With your
strong beak, break the knot which holds him tied,
take him down, and lay him softly on the grass

at the foot of the oak.”

The Facon flew away and after two minutes returned,
saying, "l have done what you have commanded.”

"How did you find him? Alive or dead?'

"At first glance, | thought hewas dead. But | found

| waswrong, for as soon as | loosened the knot around
his neck, he gave along sigh and mumbled with afaint
voice, Now | fed better!™

The Fairy clapped her handstwice. A magnificent
Poodle appeared, waking on hishind legsjust likea
man. Hewasdressed in court livery. A tricorn trimmed
with gold lace was st a arakish angle over awig of white
curlsthat dropped down to hiswaist. Hewore ajaunty
coat of chocolate-colored velvet, with diamond buttons,
and with two huge pockets which were dwaysfilled with
bones, dropped there a dinner by hisloving mistress.
Breeches of crimson velvet, silk stockings, and low,
slver-buckled dippers completed his costume. Histall
was encased in ablue silk covering, which wasto protect
it fromtherain.
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"Come, Medoro," said the Fairy to him. "Get my

best coach ready and set out toward the forest. On
reaching the oak tree, you will find apoor, haf-dead
Marionette stretched out on the grass. Lift him up
tenderly, place him on the silken cushions of the coach,
and bring him hereto me."

The Poodle, to show that he understood, wagged his silk-covered tail
two or three times and set off at aquick pace.

Inafew minutes, alovely little coach, made of glass,

with lining as soft as whipped cream and chocol ate pudding,
and stuffed with canary feathers, pulled out of the

gable. It was drawn by one hundred pairs of white mice,
and the Poodle sat on the coachman's seat and snapped
hiswhip gayly intheair, asif hewere ared coachman
inahurry to get to his destination.

In aquarter of an hour the coach was back. The

Fairy, who was waiting at the door of the housg, lifted
the poor little Marionette in her arms, took himto a
dainty room with mother-of-pearl walls, put him to bed,
and sent immediately for the most famous doctors of the
neighborhood to cometo her.

One after another the doctors came, a Crow, and Owl,
and aTaking Cricket.

"I should liketo know, Sgnori,” said the Fairy, turning
to the three doctors gathered about Pinocchio's bed,
"I should liketo know if this poor Marionetteisdead or dive."

At thisinvitation, the Crow stepped out and felt
Pinocchio's pulse, hisnose, hislittletoe.
Then he solemnly pronounced the following words:

"To my mind this Marionette is dead and gone; but if,
by any evil chance, he were not, then that would be a
suresignthat heisill divel”

"I am sorry," said the Owl, "to have to contradict

the Crow, my famous friend and colleague. To my mind
thisMarionetteisdive; but if, by any evil chance, he

were not, then that would be asure sign that heiswholly dead!™

"And do you hold any opinion?" the Fairy asked the Taking Cricket.
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"| say that awise doctor, when he does not know what he
istaking about, should know enough to keep his mouth shut.
However, that Marionette is not a stranger to me.

| have known himalong time!"

Pinocchio, who until then had been very qui€t,
shuddered so hard that the bed shook.

"That Marionette," continued the Taking Cricket,
"isarascd of theworst kind."

Pinocchio opened his eyes and closed them again.
"Heisrude, lazy, arunaway."
Pinocchio hid hisface under the sheets.

"That Marionette is a disobedient son who is breaking
hisfather's heart!"

L ong shuddering sobs were heard, cries, and deep sighs.
Think how surprised everyone was when, on raising the sheets,
they discovered Pinocchio haf melted in teard

"When the dead weep, they are beginning to recover,”
sad the Crow solemnly.

"I am sorry to contradict my famous friend and colleague,”
said the Owl, "but asfar asI'm concerned, | think that
when the dead weep, it means they do not want to die.”

CHAPTER 17

Pinocchio eats sugar, but refuses to take medicine.
When the undertakers come for him, he drinks the medicine and fedls better.
Afterwards hetdlsalie and, in punishment, his nose growslonger and longer

As soon as the three doctors had | eft the room, the Fairy
went to Pinocchio's bed and, touching him on the forehead,
noticed that he was burning with fever.

Shetook aglass of water, put awhite powder into
it, and, handing it to the Marionette, said lovingly to him:
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"Drink this, and in afew daysyoull be up and well."

Pinocchio looked at the glass, made awry face, and
asked inawhining voice: "Isit sweet or bitter?”

"It ishitter, but it isgood for you."
"If itishitter, | don't want it."
"Drink it!"

"| don't like anything bitter."

"Drink it and I'll give you alump of sugar to takethe
bitter taste from your mouth.”

"Wheresthe sugar?'

"Hereitis" sad the Fairy, taking alump from agolden
sugar bowl.

"l want the sugar firg, then I'll drink the bitter water."
"Do you promise?'
IIY$"

The Fairy gave him the sugar and Pinocchio, after chewing
and swalowing it in atwinkling, said, smacking hislips

"If only sugar were medicine! | should tekeit every day."

"Now keep your promise and drink these few drops
of water. They'll be good for you."

Pinocchio took the glassin both hands and stuck his
noseintoit. Helifted it to his mouth and once more
suck hisnoseintoit.

"It istoo bitter, much too hitter! | can't drink it."

"How do you know, when you haven't even tasted it?"

"l canimagineit. | smel it. | want another lump of
sugar, then I'll drink it."

The Fairy, with al the patience of agood mother, gave
him more sugar and again handed him the glass.
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"l can't drink it like that," the Marionette said, making
morewry faces.

"Why?
"Because that feather pillow on my feet bothersme.”
The Fairy took away the pillow.
"lt'snouse. | can'tdrink it even now."
"What's the matter now?"
"l don't like theway that door looks. It's half open.”
The Fairy closed the door.
"I won't drink it," cried Pinocchio, bursting out crying.
"l won't drink thisawful water. | won't. | won't!
No, no, no, no!"
"My boy, you'll be sorry."
"l don't care.”
"Youarevery sck.”
"l don't care.”
"In afew hoursthe fever will take you far away to another world.”
"l don't care.”
"Aren't you afraid of death?"
"Not abit. 1'd rether die than drink that avful medicine.”
At that moment, the door of the room flew openandin
came four Rabhits as black asink, carrying asmall black
coffin on their shoulders.
"What do you want from me?" asked Pinocchio.

"We have come for you," said the largest Rabbit.

"For me? But I'm not dead yet!"
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"No, not dead yet; but you will bein afew moments
since you have refused to take the medicine which would
have made you well."

"Oh, Fairy, my Fairy," the Marionette cried out, "give me
that glass' Quick, please! | don't want to die!
No, no, not yet--not yet!"

And holding the glasswith histwo hands, he swallowed
the medicine a one gulp.

"Wedl," said the four Rabbits, "thistime we have made
thetrip for nothing.”

And turning on their heds, they marched solemnly out
of theroom, carrying their little black coffin and muttering
and grumbling between their tegth.

Inatwinkling, Pinocchio felt fine. With onelegp he
was out of bed and into his clothes.

The Fairy, seeing him run and jump around the room
gay asabird onwing, said to him:

"My medicine was good for you, after al, wasn't it?"
"Good indeed! It hasgiven menew life."

"Why, then, did | have to beg you so hard to make
you drink it?"

"I'm aboy, you see, and dl boys hate medicine more
than they do sickness."

"What ashame! Boys ought to know, after dl, that
medicine, taken in time, can save them from much pain
and even from desth.”

"Next time | won't have to be begged so hard. I'll
remember those black Rabbits with the black coffin on
their shouldersand I'll take the glass and pouf!--down it

will go!”

"Come here now and tell me how it came about that
you found yoursdlf in the hands of the Assassins.”

"It happened that Fire Eater gave me five gold pieces
to giveto my Father, but ontheway, | met aFox and a
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Cat, who asked me, "Do you want the five piecesto become
two thousand? And| said, "Yes.' And they said,
"Comewith usto the Field of Wonders." And | said,
"Let'sgo.’ Thenthey said, "Let us stop at the Inn of the
Red Lobster for dinner and after midnight welll set out
again.' We ate and went to deep. When | awoke they
were gone and | started out in the darkness all done. On
theroad | met two Assassinsdressed in black coal sacks,
who said to me, Y our money or your life!' and | said,

"I haven't any money'; for, you see, | had put the money
under my tongue. One of them tried to put hishand in
my mouth and | bit it off and spat it out; but it wasn't a
hand, it wasacat's paw. And they ran after meand |

ran and ran, till a last they caught me and tied my neck
with arope and hanged meto atree, saying, " Tomorrow
well come back for you and you'll be dead and your
mouth will be open, and then well take the gold pieces
that you have hidden under your tongue."

"Where are the gold pieces now?' the Fairy asked.

"I logt them," answered Pinocchio, but hetold alieg,
for he had them in his pocket.

As he spoke, his nose, long though it was, became at
least two incheslonger.

"And where did you lose them?"
"In the wood near by."
At thissecond lie, his nose grew afew moreinches.

"If you lost them in the near-by wood," said the Fairy,
"well look for them and find them, for everything thet is
lost thereisawaysfound.”

"Ah, now | remember,” replied the Marionette,
becoming more and more confused. "1 did not losethe gold
pieces, but | swallowed them when | drank the medicine.

At thisthird lie, his nose became longer than ever,

s0 long that he could not even turn around. If he turned
to theright, he knocked it against the bed or into the
windowpanes, if he turned to the left, he struck thewalls
or thedoor; if heraised it abit, he dmost put the Fairy's
eyesout.
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TheFairy sa looking a him and laughing.

"Why do you laugh?' the Marionette asked her,
worried now at the Sght of hisgrowing nose.

"l am laughing a your lies™
"How do you know | am lying?"

"Lies, my boy, are known inamoment. Therearetwo
kinds of lies, lieswith short legsand lieswith long noses.
Y ours, just now, happen to have long noses."

Pinocchio, not knowing whereto hide his shame, tried
to escape from the room, but his nose had become so long
that he could not get it out of the door.

CHAPTER 18

Pinocchio finds the Fox and the Cat again, and goes with them
to sow the gold piecesin the Field of Wonders

Crying asif his heart would break, the Marionette
mourned for hours over the length of hisnose. No matter
how hetried, it would not go through the door. The
Fairy showed no pity toward him, as shewastrying to
teach him agood lesson, so that he would stop telling lies,
the worst habit any boy may acquire. But when she saw
him, palewith fright and with hiseyeshdf out of his

head from terror, she began to fed sorry for him and
clapped her handstogether. A thousand woodpeckers
flew in through the window and settled themselves on
Pinocchio'snose. They pecked and pecked so hard at
that enormous nose that in afew moments, it wasthe
same size asbefore.

"How good you are, my Fairy," said Pinocchio, drying
hiseyes, "and how much | loveyou!"

"I loveyou, too," answered the Fairy, "and if you wish
to stay with me, you may be my little brother and I'll be
your good little sgter.”

"I should like to stay--but what about my poor father?"
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"I have thought of everything. Y our father has been
sent for and before night hewill be here.”

"Redly?' cried Finocchio joyfully. "Then, my good
Fairy, if you arewilling, | should liketo go to meet him.

| cannot wait to kiss that dear old man, who has suffered
S0 much for my sake."

"Surely; go ahead, but be careful not to lose your way.
Takethe wood path and you'll surely meet him.”

Pinocchio set out, and as soon as he found himself in the
wood, he ran like ahare. When he reached the giant oak
tree he stopped, for he thought he heard arustlein the
brush. Hewasright. There stood the Fox and the Cat,
the two traveling companions with whom he had eaten at
the Inn of the Red Lobster.

"Here comes our dear Pinocchio!” cried the Fox,
hugging and kissing him. "How did you happen here?"

"How did you happen here?" repested the Cat.
"Itisalong story,” said the Marionette. "Let metell
ittoyou. Theother night, when you left me done at the
Inn, | met the Assassins on the road--"

"The Assassins? Oh, my poor friend! And what did they want?'
"They wanted my gold pieces.”

"Rascad" said the Fox.

"Theworst sort of rascalsl” added the Cat.

"But | beganto run,” continued the Marionette, "and
they after me, until they overtook me and hanged meto
the limb of that oak."

Pinocchio pointed to the giant oak near by.

"Could anything be worse?" said the Fox.

"What an awful worldto livein! Where shal we
find asafe place for gentlemen like oursdves?!

Asthe Fox taked thus, Pinocchio noticed that the Cat
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carried hisright paw inading.
"What happened to your paw?" he asked.

The Cat tried to answer, but he became so terribly
twisted in his speech that the Fox had to help him out.

"My friend istoo modest to answer. I'll answer for

him. About an hour ago, we met an old wolf on the road.
Hewas hdf starved and begged for help. Having nothing

to give him, what do you think my friend did out of the
kindness of hisheart? With histeeth, he bit off the paw

of hisfront foot and threw it at that poor beast, so that

he might have something to eat.”

As he spoke, the Fox wiped off atear.

Pinocchio, dmogt in tears himsdlf, whispered in the Cat's ear:
"If dl the cats were like you, how lucky the mice would be!"
"And what are you doing here?' the Fox asked the Marionette.
"l am waiting for my father, who will be here a any moment now."
"And your gold pieces?'

"l ill have them in my pocket, except onewhich |
spent at the Inn of the Red Lobgter.”

"To think that those four gold pieces might become

two thousand tomorrow. Why don't you listen to me?
Why don't you sow them in the Field of Wonders?'

"Today itisimpossible. I'll go with you some other time.”
"Another day will betoo late," said the Fox.
IIWI,V?I

"Because that field has been bought by avery rich man,
and today isthelast day that it will be open to the public.”

"How far isthis Fidd of Wonders?"

"Only two milesaway. Will you comewith us? Well
be there in haf an hour. Y ou can sow the money, and,
after afew minutes, you will gather your two thousand
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coinsand return homerich. Areyou coming?'

Pinocchio hesitated a moment before answering, for he
remembered the good Fairy, old Geppetto, and the advice
of the Talking Cricket. Then he ended by doing what

al boys do, when they have no heart and little brain.

He shrugged his shoulders and said to the Fox and the Cat:

"Letusgo! | anwithyou."
And they went.

They waked and walked for ahaf aday at least and

at last they cameto the town called the City of Smple
Simons. As soon asthey entered the town, Pinocchio
noticed that al the streets werefilled with hairless dogs,
yawning from hunger; with sheared sheep, trembling with
cold; with combless chickens, begging for agrain of
whest; with large butterflies, unable to use their wings
because they had sold dl their lovely colors; with tailless
peacocks, ashamed to show themselves; and with bedraggled
pheasants, scuttling away hurriedly, grieving for their
bright feathers of gold and silver, lost to them forever.

Through this crowd of paupers and beggars, a beautiful
coach passed now and again. Within it sat either a Fox,
aHawk, or aVulture.

"Whereisthe Fidd of Wonders?' asked Pinocchio,
growing tired of waiting.

"Bepdient. Itisonly afew more steps awvay."

They passed through the city and, just outsde thewalls,
they stepped into alondy field, which looked more
or lesslike any other fidd.

"Herewe are," said the Fox to the Marionette.
"Dig ahole here and put the gold piecesinto it.”

The Marionette obeyed. He dug the hole, put the

four gold piecesinto it, and covered them up very carefully.
"Now," said the Fox, "go to that near-by brook, bring
back apail full of water, and sprinkle it over the spot.”

Pinocchio followed the directions closdy, but, ashe
had no pail, he pulled off his shoe, filled it with water,
and sprinkled the earth which covered the gold. Then
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he asked:
"Anything es?'

"Nothing else," answered the Fox. "Now we can go.
Return here within twenty minutes and you will find the
vine grown and the branchesfilled with gold pieces.”

Pinocchio, beside himsdlf with joy, thanked the Fox
and the Cat many times and promised them each a beautiful gift.

"We don't want any of your gifts" answered the two
rogues. "It isenough for usthat we have helped you to
becomerich with little or no trouble. For thisweare
as happy askings.”

They said good-by to Pinocchio and, wishing him good
luck, went on their way.

CHAPTER 19

Pinocchio isrobbed of hisgold piecesand,
in punishment, is sentenced to four monthsin prison

If the Marionette had been told to wait aday instead of
twenty minutes, the time could not have seemed longer
to him. Hewaked impatiently to and fro and findly
turned his nose toward the Field of Wonders.

And as he walked with hurried steps, his heart beat
with an excited tic, tac, tic, tac, just asif it wereawall
clock, and hisbusy brain kept thinking:

"What if, instead of athousand, | should find two
thousand? Or if, ingtead of two thousand, | should find five
thousand--or one hundred thousand? I'll build mysdf a
beautiful palace, with athousand stablesfilled with a
thousand wooden horsesto play with, acedlar overflowing
with lemonade and ice cream soda, and alibrary of candies
and fruits, cakes and cookies."

Thus amusing himsdlf with fancies, he cameto thefidd.
There he stopped to seeif, by any chance, avinefilled
with gold coinswasin sight. But he saw nothing! He
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took afew stepsforward, and ill nothing! He stepped
into thefield. He went up to the place where he had

dug the hole and buried the gold pieces. Again nothing!
Pinocchio became very thoughtful and, forgetting hisgood
manners atogether, he pulled ahand out of his pocket and
gave his head athorough scratching.

Ashedid so, he heard a hearty burst of laughter close

to hishead. Heturned sharply, and there, just above him
on the branch of atree, sat alarge Parrot, busily preening
hisfeethers.

"What are you laughing at?' Pinocchio asked peevishly.

"l am laughing because, in preening my feethers, |
tickled mysdlf under thewings."

The Marionette did not answer. He walked to the
brook, filled his shoe with water, and once more sprinkled
the ground which covered the gold pieces.

Another burgt of laughter, even more impertinent than
thefirst, was heard in the quiet field.

"Well," cried the Marionette, angrily thistime,
"may | know, Mr. Parrot, what amuses you s0?"

"l am laughing at those s mpletonswho believe
everything they hear and who alow themsalvesto be caught so
eadly inthe trgps st for them.”

"Do you, perhaps, mean me?'

"I certainly do mean you, poor Pinocchio--you who
aresuch alittle slly asto believe that gold can be sown
inafiedjust like beans or squash. [, too, believed that
once and today | am very sorry for it. Today (but too late!)
| have reached the conclusion that, in order to come

by money honestly, one must work and know how to earn
it with hand or brain.”

"l don't know what you are talking about," said the
Marionette, who was beginning to tremble with fear.

"Too bad! I'll explain myself better,” said the Parrot.

"While you were away in the city the Fox and the Cat

returned herein agreat hurry. They took the four gold

pieces which you have buried and ran away asfast asthe wind.
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If you can catch them, you're abrave one!”

Pinocchio's mouth opened wide. He would not believe

the Parrot'swords and began to dig away furioudy at the
earth. He dug and he dug till the hole was as big as himsdlf,
but no money wasthere. Every penny was gone.

In desperation, he ran to the city and went straight to

the courthouse to report the robbery to the magistrate.

The Judge was aMonkey, alarge Gorillavenerable
withage. A flowing white beard covered his chest and he
wore gold-rimmed spectacl es from which the glasses had
dropped out. The reason for wearing these, he said, was
that his eyes had been weakened by the work of many years.

Pinocchio, standing before him, told his pitiful tale,
word by word. He gave the names and the descriptions
of the robbers and begged for justice.

The Judge listened to him with greet patience. A kind
look shonein hiseyes. He became very much interested
in the story; hefelt moved; he dmost wept. When the
Marionette had no more to say, the Judge put out his
hand and rang abell.

At the sound, two large Mastiffs gppeared, dressed in
Carabineers uniforms.

Then the magidtrate, pointing to Pinocchio, saidina
very solemn voice:

"This poor simpleton has been robbed of four gold pieces.
Take him, therefore, and throw him into prison.”

The Marionette, on hearing this sentence passed upon
him, was thoroughly stunned. Hetried to protest, but

the two officers clapped their paws on his mouth and
hustled him away tojail.

There he had to remain for four long, weary months.

And if it had not been for avery lucky chance, he probably
would have had to stay there longer. For, my dear

children, you must know that it happened just then that

the young emperor who ruled over the City of Smple

Simons had gained a grest victory over hisenemy, andin
celebration thereof, he had ordered illuminations, fireworks,
shows of dl kinds, and, best of all, the opening of al prison doors.

"If the others go, | go, too," said Pinocchio to the Jaller.
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"Not you," answered the Jailer. "Y ou are one of those--"
"I beg your pardon,” interrupted Pinocchio, "1, too, am athief."

"Inthat caseyou as0 arefree" said the Jaler. Taking
off his cap, he bowed low and opened the door of the prison,
and Pinocchio ran out and away, with never alook backward.

CHAPTER 20

Freed from prison, Pinocchio sets out to return to the Fairy;
but on the way he meets a Serpent and later is caught in atrap

Fancy the happiness of Pinocchio on finding himself freel
Without saying yes or no, he fled from the city and set
out on the road that was to take him back to the house of
thelovely Fairy.

It had rained for many days, and the road was so muddy
that, at times, Pinocchio sank down amost to his knees.

But he kept on bravely.

Tormented by the wish to see hisfather and hisfairy
sster with azure hair, he raced like agreyhound. Ashe
ran, he was splashed with mud even up to his cap.

"How unhappy | have been," he said to himsdf. "And
yet | deserve everything, for | am certainly very stubborn
and stupid! | will dways have my ownway. | won't
listen to those who love me and who have more brains
than . But from now on, I'll be different and I'll try to
become amost obedient boy. | have found out, beyond
any doubt whatever, that disobedient boys are certainly
far from happy, and that, in the long run, they aways
loseout. | wonder if Father iswaiting for me. Will |
find him at the Fairy'shouse? It issolong, poor man,
snce | have seen him, and | do so want hislove and his
kisses. And will the Fairy ever forgive mefor dl | have
done? Shewho has been so good to me and to whom |
owemy lifel Can there be aworse or more heartless
boy than | am anywhere?’

As he spoke, he stopped suddenly, frozen with terror.
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What was the matter? Animmense Serpent lay stretched
across the road--a Serpent with a bright green skin,

fiery eyeswhich glowed and burned, and a pointed tail
that smoked like achimney.

How frightened was poor Pinocchio! He ran back
wildly for haf amile, and at last settled himsdlf atop a
heap of stonesto wait for the Serpent to go on hisway
and leave theroad clear for him.

Hewaited an hour; two hours; three hours; but the
Serpent was dwaysthere, and even from afar one could
seetheflash of hisred eyes and the column of smoke
which rose from hislong, pointed tail.

Pinocchio, trying to fed very brave, walked straight up
to him and said in a sweet, soothing voice:

"l beg your pardon, Mr. Serpent, would you be so
kind asto step aside to let me pass?’

He might aswell havetaked to awal. The Serpent
never moved.

Once more, in the same sweet voice, he spoke:

"Y ou must know, Mr. Serpent, that | am going home
where my father iswaiting for me. Itissolongsincel
have seen him! Would you mind very much if | passed?’

He waited for some sign of an answer to his questions,
but the answer did not come. On the contrary, the green
Serpent, who had seemed, until then, wide awake and full
of life, became suddenly very quiet and dill. Hiseyes
closed and histail stopped smoking.

"Ishedead, | wonder?' said Pinocchio, rubbing his

hands together happily. Without amoment's hesitation,
he started to step over him, but he had just raised one leg
when the Serpent shot up like a spring and the Marionette
fell head over heds backward. Hefdl so awkwardly

that his head stuck in the mud, and there he stood with
hislegsstraight up intheair.

At the Sght of the Marionette kicking and squirming
like ayoung whirlwind, the Serpent laughed so heartily
and so long that at last he burst an artery and died on the spot.
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Pinocchio freed himsdlf from hisawkward position and
once more began to run in order to reach the Fairy's
house before dark. As he went, the pangs of hunger grew
S0 strong thet, unable to withstand them, he jumped into
afield to pick afew grapesthat tempted him. Woeto him!

No sooner had he reached the grapevine than--crack!
went hislegs.

The poor Marionette was caught in atrap set there by

aFarmer for some Weasdals which came every night to
ged hischickens.

CHAPTER 21

Pinocchio is caught by aFarmer,
who uses him as awatchdog for his chicken coop

Pinocchio, asyou may well imagine, began to scream
and weep and beg; but al was of no use, for no houses
were to be seen and not a soul passed by on the road.

Night cameon.

A little because of the sharp painin hislegs, alittle
because of fright at finding himsdlf donein the darkness
of thefield, the Marionette was about to faint, when he
saw atiny Glowworm flickering by. Hecaled to her
and sad:

"Dear little Glomworm, will you set mefreg?’

"Poor little fellow!" replied the Glowworm, stopping
tolook at himwith pity. "How came you to be caught
inthistrgp?'

"| stepped into thislonely field to take afew grapes and--"
"Arethe grapes yours?'

"No."

"Who has taught you to take things that do not belong to you?"
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"l was hungry."

"Hunger, my boy, isno reason for taking something
which belongsto another.”

"It'strue, it'struel" cried Pinocchio in tears. "l won't
doitagan."

Just then, the conversation wasinterrupted by

approaching footsteps. 1t was the owner of thefield,

who was coming on tiptoesto seeif, by chance, he had caught
the Weasdlswhich had been eating his chickens.

Gresat was his surprise when, on holding up hislantern,
he saw that, instead of a Weasdl, he had caught a boy!

"Ah, you littlethief!" said the Farmer in an angry
voice. "So you are the one who steals my chickeng!”

"Not I!' No, no!" cried Pinocchio, sobbing bitterly.
"I came here only to take avery few grapes.”

"He who steals grapes may very easly stedl chickensaso.
Takemy wordfor it, I'll give you alesson that you'll remember
foralongwhile

He opened the trap, grabbed the Marionette by the
collar, and carried him to the house as if he were a puppy.
When he reached the yard in front of the house, he

flung him to the ground, put afoot on his neck, and said
to himroughly: "Itislate now and it'stimefor bed.
Tomorrow well settle matters. In the meantime, Since my
watchdog died today, you may take his place and guard
my henhouse.”

No sooner said than done. He dipped adog collar
around Pinocchio's neck and tightened it so that it would
not come off. A long iron chain wastied to the collar.
The other end of the chain was nailed to the wall.

"If tonight it should hgppento rain,” said the Farmer,

"you can deep in that little doghouse near-by, where you
will find plenty of straw for asoft bed. It hasbeen
Melampo's bed for three years, and it will be good enough
for you. Andif, by any chance, any thieves should come,
be sureto bark!"
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After thislast warning, the Farmer went into the house
and closed the door and barred it.

Poor Pinocchio huddled close to the doghouse more
dead than aive from cold, hunger, and fright. Now and
again he pulled and tugged at the collar which nearly
choked him and cried out in aweak voice:

"l deserveit! Yes, | deserveit! | have been nothing

but atruant and avagabond. | have never obeyed anyone
and | have dwaysdoneas| pleased. If | wereonly like
so many others and had studied and worked and stayed
with my poor old father, | should not find myself here now,
inthisfield and in the darkness, taking the place of a
farmer'swatchdog. Oh, if | could start al over again!

But what is done can't be undone, and | must be patient!”

After thislittle sermon to himsdlf, which came from the very
depths of his heart, Pinocchio went into the doghouse and fell adeep.

CHAPTER 22

Pinocchio discoversthe thieves and,
asareward for faithfulness, he regains hisliberty

Even though aboy may be very unhappy, he very sedom
loses deep over hisworries. The Marionette, being no
exception to thisrule, dept on peacefully for afew hours
till well dong toward midnight, when he was awakened
by strange whisperings and stealthy sounds coming from
theyard. He stuck his nose out of the doghouse and saw
four dender, hairy animas. They were Weasdls, smdll
animasvery fond of both eggs and chickens. One of
them left her companions and, going to the door of the
doghouse, said in asweet voice:

"Good evening, Melampo.”
"My nameisnot Meampo," answered Pinocchio.
"Who areyou, then?"

"| am Pinocchio.”
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"What are you doing here?'
"I'm the watchdog."

"But whereisMdampo? Whereisthe old dog
who used to livein thishouse?"

"Hedied thismorning.”

"Died? Poor beast! Hewasso good! Still, judging
by your face, | think you, too, are a good-natured dog."

"l beg your pardon, | am not adog!"

"What areyou, then?

"l amaMarionette.”

"Areyou taking the place of the watchdog?'
"I'm sorry to say that | am. I'm being punished.”

"Well, | shdl make the same terms with you that we had with
the dead Mdampo. | am sure you will be glad to hear them.”

"And what are theterms?"

"Thisisour plan: Well comeonceinawhile, asin

the padt, to pay avist to this henhouse, and well take
away eight chickens. Of these, seven arefor us, and one
for you, provided, of course, that you will make believe
you are deeping and will not bark for the Farmer.”

"Did Melampo redly do that?" asked Pinocchio.

"Indeed he did, and because of that we were the best of
friends. Sleep away peacefully, and remember that before
we go we shdll leave you anicefat chicken dl ready

for your breakfast in the morning. Isthat understood?"

"Eventoo wdl," answered Pinocchio. And shaking
his head in athrestening manner, he seemed to say, "Well
talk thisover in afew minutes, my friends."

As soon asthe four Weasdels had talked things over,

they went straight to the chicken coop which stood close
to the doghouse. Digging busily with teeth and claws,
they opened the little door and dipped in. But they were
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no sooner in than they heard the door close with asharp bang.

The one who had done the trick was Pinocchio, who,

not satisfied with that, dragged aheavy stonein front

of it. That done, he started to bark. And he barked as

if hewereareal watchdog: "Bow, wow, wow! Bow, wow!"

The Farmer heard the loud barks and jumped out of bed.
Taking hisgun, he legped to the window and shouted:
"What's the matter?'

"Thethieves are here," answered Pinocchio.
"Where arethey?'

"In the chicken coop.”

"I'll come down in asecond.”

And, infact, he was down in the yard in atwinkling
and running toward the chicken coop.

He opened the door, pulled out the Weasals one by one, and,
after tying themin abag, said to them in ahappy voice:
"Youreinmy handsat last! | could punish you now,

but I'll wait! In the morning you may comewith me

to theinn and there you'll make afine dinner for some

hungry mortd. Itisreally too great an honor for you,
oneyou do not deserve; but, asyou see, | anredly a

very kind and generous man and | am going to do this

for you!"

Then he went up to Pinocchio and began to pet and caress him.

"How did you ever find them out o quickly? And to think
that Melampo, my faithful Melampo, never saw them
indl theseyeard™

The Marionette could have told, then and there, al he

knew about the shameful contract between the dog and

the Weasdls, but thinking of the dead dog, he said to

himsdf: "Mdampoisdead. What isthe use of accusng him?
The dead are gone and they cannot defend themselves.

The best thing to do isto leave them in peace!™

"Were you awake or adeep when they came?' continued the Farmer.

"l was adeep," answered Pinocchio, "but they
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awakened me with their whisperings. One of them even came
to the door of the doghouse and said to me, "If you promise

not to bark, we will make you a present of one of the
chickensfor your breskfast.' Did you hear that? They

had the audacity to make such a proposition asthat to me!

For you must know that, though | am avery wicked Marionette
full of faults, ill | never have been, nor ever shall be, bribed.”

"Fineboy!" cried the Farmer, dapping him on the
shoulder in afriendly way. "Y ou ought to be proud of
yourself. And to show you what | think of you, you
arefreefrom thisingant!"

And he dipped the dog collar from his neck.

CHAPTER 23

Pinocchio weeps upon learning that the Lovely Maiden
with Azure Hair isdead. He meetsaPigeon,

who carries him to the seashore. He throws himsdlf
into the seato go to the aid of hisfather

As soon as Pinocchio no longer felt the shameful weight
of the dog collar around his neck, he started to run across
the fields and meadows, and never stopped till he cameto
the main road that was to take him to the Fairy's house.

When hereached it, helooked into the valley far below
him and there he saw the wood where unluckily he had
met the Fox and the Cat, and the tall oak tree where he
had been hanged; but though he searched far and near, he
could not see the house where the Fairy with the Azure
Hair lived.

He becameterribly frightened and, running asfast ashe
could, hefindly cameto the spot where it had once stood.
The little house was no longer there. Initsplacelay a
amal marble dab, which borethis sad inscription:

HERELIES

THELOVELY FAIRY WITH AZURE HAIR
WHO DIED OF GRIEF

WHEN ABANDONED BY

HER LITTLE BROTHER PINOCCHIO
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The poor Marionette was heartbroken at reading these
words. Hefell to the ground and, covering the cold marble
with kisses, burgt into bitter tears. He cried dl night, and
dawn found him till there, though histears had dried

and only hard, dry sobs shook hiswooden frame. But
these were s0 loud that they could be heard by the

faraway hills.

As he sobbed he said to himsdlf:

"Oh, my Fairy, my dear, dear Fairy, why did you die?

Why did | not die, who am so bad, instead of you, who

are so good? And my father--where can he be? Please
dear Fairy, tell mewhere heisand | shdl never, never

leave himagain! You are not redly dead, areyou? If you
love me, you will come back, dive asbefore. Don't you

fed sorry for me? I'm solonely. If the two Assassins come,
they'll hang me again from the giant oak tree and | will

redly die, thistime. What shal | do donein the world?
Now that you are dead and my father islost, where shall

| eat? Where shdl | degp? Who will make my new
clothes? Oh, | wanttodie! Yes, | want to die! Oh, oh, oh!"

Poor Pinocchio! He even tried to tear his hair, but asit
was only painted on his wooden head, he could not even pull it.

Just then alarge Pigeon flew far above him. Seeing the
Marionette, he cried to him:

"Tel me, little boy, what are you doing there?"

"Can't you see? I'mcrying,” cried Pinocchio, lifting his
head toward the voice and rubbing his eyeswith hisdeeve.

"Tel me," asked the Pigeon, "do you by chance know
of aMarionette, Pinocchio by name?’

"Pinocchio!l Did you say Pinocchio?' replied the
Marionette, jumping to hisfeet. "Why, | an Pinocchio!™

At thisanswer, the Pigeon flew swiftly down to the earth.
Hewas much larger than aturkey.

"Then you know Geppetto also?'

"Do | know him? He's my father, my poor, dear father!
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Has he, perhaps, spoken to you of me? Will you take meto him?
Ishedtill dive? Answver me, please! Ishedill dive?!

"| left him three days ago on the shore of alarge sea”

"What was he doing?'

"He was building alittle boat with which to cross the ocean.
For the last four months, that poor man has been wandering
around Europe, looking for you. Not having found you yet,
he has made up his mind to look for you in the New World,
far across the ocean.”

"How far isit from hereto the shore?' asked Pinocchio anxioudy.
"Morethan fifty miles"

"Fifty miles? Oh, dear Figeon, how | wish | had your wings!"
"If you want to come, I'll take you with me."

"How?'

"Adtridemy back. Areyou very heavy?'

"Heavy? Not a al. I'monly afesther."

"Verywel"

Saying nothing more, Finocchio jumped on the Pigeon's
back and, as he settled himself, he cried out gayly:

"Galop on, gdlop on, my pretty steed! I'minagrest hurry.”
The Pigeon flew away, and in afew minutes he had

reached the clouds. The Marionette |ooked to see what
was below them. Hishead swam and he was so frightened

that he clutched wildly at the Pigeon's neck to keep
himsdf fromfaling.

They flew dl day. Toward evening the Pigeon said:
"I'mvery thirgy!"
"And I'm very hungry!" said Finocchio.

"Let us stop afew minutes at that pigeon coop down there.
Then we can go on and be at the seashore in the morning.”
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They went into the empty coop and there they found nothing but
abowl of water and asmall basket filled with chick-pess.

The Marionette had always hated chick-peas. According
to him, they had dways made him sck; but that night

he ate them with arelish. Ashefinished them, heturned
to the Pigeon and said:

"I never should have thought that chick-peas could be so good!”

"Y ou must remember, my boy," answered the Pigeon,
"that hunger isthe best saucel™

After resting afew minutes|onger, they set out again.
The next morning they were at the seashore.

Pinocchio jumped off the Pigeon's back, and the Pigeon,
not wanting any thanks for akind deed, flew away swiftly
and disappeared.

The shore wasfull of people, shrieking and tearing their
hair asthey looked toward the sea.

"What has happened?" asked Pinocchio of alittle old woman.

"A poor old father logt hisonly son sometime ago and
today he built atiny boat for himself in order togoin
search of him acrossthe ocean. Thewater isvery rough
and we're afraid he will be drowned.”

"Whereisthelittle boat?'

"There. Straight down there," answered the little old woman,
pointing to atiny shadow, no bigger than anutshell,
floating on the sea.

Pinocchio looked closely for afew minutes and then gave asharp cry:
"It'smy father! It'smy father!"

Meanwhile, the little boat, tossed about by the angry

waters, appeared and disappeared in the waves. And Pinocchio,
standing on ahigh rock, tired out with searching,

waved to him with hand and cap and even with hisnose.

It looked asif Geppetto, though far away from the
shore, recognized his son, for he took off his cap and
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waved also. He seemed to be trying to make everyone
understand that he would come back if he were able, but
the seawas 0 heavy that he could do nothing with his oars.
Suddenly a huge wave came and the boat disappeared.

They waited and waited for it, but it was gone.

"Poor man!" said the fisher folk on the shore, whispering
aprayer asthey turned to go home.

Just then adesperate cry was heard. Turning around,
the fisher folk saw Pinocchio diveinto the seaand heard
him cry out:

"Il savehim! I'll save my father!™

The Marionette, being made of wood, floated easily
aong and swam like afish in the rough water. Now and
again he disappeared only to regppear oncemore. Ina
twinkling, he wasfar away fromland. At last hewas
completely logt to view.

"Poor boy!" cried the fisher folk on the shore, and again
they mumbled afew prayers, asthey returned home.

CHAPTER 24

Pinocchio reachesthe Idand of the Busy Bees
and findsthe Fairy once more

Pinocchio, spurred on by the hope of finding hisfather
and of being intimeto save him, svam dl night long.

Andwhat ahorrible night it wasl It poured rain, it
hailed, it thundered, and the lightning was so bright thet it
turned the night into day.

At dawn, he saw, not far away from him, along stretch
of sand. It wasanidand inthe middle of the sea.

Pinocchio tried his best to get there, but he couldn't.

The waves played with him and tossed him about asif he
wereatwig or abit of straw. At last, and luckily for him,
atremendous wave tossed him to the very spot where he
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wanted to be. The blow from the wave was so strong that,
as hefdl to the ground, hisjoints cracked and amost broke.
But, nothing daunted, he jumped to hisfeet and cried:

"Once more | have escaped with my lifel™

Little by littlethe ky cleared. Thesun cameoutin full
splendor and the sea became ascam asalake.

Then the Marionette took off his clothesand laid them

on the sand to dry. Helooked over the watersto see
whether he might catch sght of aboat with alittlemanin

it. He searched and he searched, but he saw nothing except
seaand sky and far away afew sails, so smdl that they
might have been birds.

"If only | knew the name of thisidand!" he said to himsdif.
"If I even knew what kind of people | would find here!

But whom shdl | ask? Thereisno one here”

Theideaof finding himsdf in so lonesome aspot made him
s0 sad that he was about to cry, but just then he saw abig
Fish swimming near-by, with hishead far out of the water.
Not knowing what to cdl him, the Marionette said to him:
"Hey there, Mr. Fish, may | have aword with you?'

"Eventwo, if you want,” answered thefish,
who happened to be avery polite Dolphin.

"Will you plessetell meif, onthisidand, thereare
places where one may eat without necessarily being eaten?”

"Surdly, thereare" answered the Dolphin. "In fact
you'll find one not far from this spot.”

"And how shdll | get there?'

"Takethat path on your left and follow your nose. You
can't gowrong."

"Tdl me another thing. Y ouwho travel day and night
through the sea, did you not perhaps meet alittle boat with
my father init?"

"Andwho isyou father?'
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"Heisthe best father in theworld, even as| am the
worst son that can befound.”

"Inthe sorm of last night,” answered the Dol phin, "the
little boat must have been swvamped.”

"And my father?

"By thistime, he must have been swalowed by the
Terrible Shark, which, for the last few days, has been
bringing terror to these waters."

"Isthis Shark very big?" asked Pinocchio, who was
beginning to tremble with fright.

"Ishebig?’ replied the Dolphin. "Just to give you an idea
of hissize, let metdl you that heislarger than afive
story building and that he has a mouth so big and so deep,
that awhole train and engine could easily get into it.”

"Mother minel" cried the Marionette, scared to degth;
and dressing himself asfast as he could, he turned to the
Dolphinand said:

"Farewell, Mr. Fish. Pardon the bother, and many thanks
for your kindness."

Thissaid, he took the path at so swift agait that he
seemed to fly, and a every smdl sound he heard,
he turned in fear to see whether the Terrible Shark,
five sorieshigh and with atrain in hismouth,
wasfollowing him.

After waking ahaf hour, he cameto asmadl country
cdled the Land of the Busy Bees. The Streetswerefilled
with people running to and fro about their tasks. Everyone
worked, everyone had something to do. Evenif onewere
to search with alantern, not one idle man or one tramp
could have been found.

"l understand,” said Pinocchio a once weerily,
"thisisno placefor me! | was not born for work."

But in the meantime, he began to fed hungry, for it
was twenty-four hours since he had eaten.

What was to be done?
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There were only two means|eft to himin order to get a
biteto eat. He had either to work or to beg.

He was ashamed to beg, because hisfather had dways
preached to him that begging should be done only by the
sck or theold. He had said that the real poor in thisworld,
deserving of our pity and help, were only those who, either
through age or sickness, had lost the means of earning their
bread with their own hands. All others should work, and

if they didn't, and went hungry, so much the worse for them.

Just then aman passed by, worn out and wet with perspiration,
pulling, with difficulty, two heavy cartsfilled with cod.

Pinocchio looked a him and, judging him by hislooks
to be akind man, said to him with eyes downcast in shame:

"Will you be so good asto give me apenny,
for | amfaint with hunger?'

"Not only one penny," answered the Cod Man. "I'll give
you four if you will help me pull these two wagons.”

"l am surprised!" answered the Marionette, very much offended.
"I wish you to know that | never have been adonkey,
nor havel ever pulled awagon.”

"'So much the better for you!" answered the Coa Man.
"Then, my boy, if you areredly faint with hunger,

eat two dices of your pride; and | hope they don't
giveyou indigestion.”

A few minutes after, a Bricklayer passed by, carrying
apall full of plaster on hisshoulder.

"Good man, will you be kind enough to give a penny to
apoor boy who isyawning from hunger?"

"Gladly," answered the Bricklayer. "Comewith me and carry
some plagter, and instead of one penny, I'll giveyou five."

"But the plagter isheavy," answered Pinocchio, "and the
work too hard for me."

"If thework istoo hard for you, my boy, enjoy your yawvns
and may they bring you luck!"

Inlessthan ahdf hour, at least twenty people passed
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and Pinocchio begged of each one, but they dl answered:

"Aren't you ashamed? Instead of being abeggar in the Streets,
why don't you look for work and earn your own bread?’

Findly alittle woman went by carrying two water jugs.
"Good woman, will you dlow meto have adrink from
one of your jugs?"' asked Pinocchio, who was burning up

withthirg.

"With pleasure, my boy!" she answered, setting the
two jugs on the ground before him.

When Pinocchio had had hisfill, he grumbled,
as he wiped his mouth:

"My thirstisgone. If | could only aseasily get rid of my hunger!”
On hearing these words, the good little woman immediately said:

"If you help meto carry thesejugs home, I'll giveyou a
diceof bread.”

Pinocchio looked at the jug and said neither yes nor no.

"And with the bread, I'll give you anice dish of
cauliflower with white sauce oniit.”

Pinocchio gave the jug another ook and said neither yes nor no.
"And after the cauliflower, some cake and jam.”

At thislast bribery, Pinocchio could no longer resst and said firmly:
"Very wdl. I'll takethe jug homefor you."

The jug was very heavy, and the Marionette, not being

strong enough to carry it with his hands, had to put it
on his head.

When they arrived home, the little woman made Pinocchio
st down a asmall table and placed before him the

bread, the cauliflower, and the cake. Pinocchio did not est;
he devoured. His stomach seemed a bottomless pit.

His hunger finally appeased, he raised his head to thank
hiskind benefactress. But he had not looked at her long
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when he gave acry of surprise and sat there with hiseyes
wide open, hisfork inthe ar, and hismouth filled with
bread and cauliflower.

"Why dl this surprise?' asked the good woman, laughing.

"Because--" answered Pinocchio, sammering and stuttering,
"because--you look like--you remind me of --yes, yes,

the same voice, the same eyes, the same hair--yes, yes,

yes, you aso have the same azure hair she had--Oh, my
little Fairy, my little Fairy! Tdl methat itisyoul

Don't make me cry any longer! 1f you only knew! | have
cried so much, | have suffered so!"

And RPinocchio threw himself on the floor and clasped
the knees of the mysteriouslittle woman.

CHAPTER 25

Pinocchio promises the Fairy to be good and to study,
asheisgrowing tired of being aMarionette,
and wishes to become area boy

If Pinocchio cried much longer, the little woman thought
he would melt away, S0 shefinaly admitted that she was
thelittle Fairy with Azure Hair.

"You rasca of aMarionette! How did you know it was 17"
she asked, laughing.

"My love for you told me who you were."

"Do you remember? Y ou left mewhen | wasalittle girl
and now you find me agrown woman. | ansoold, | could
amogt be your mother!”

"l am very glad of that, for then | can cal you mother
instead of sigter. For along time | have wanted amother,
just like other boys. But how did you grow so quickly?"

"That's a secret!"

"Tel ittome. | also want to grow alittle. Look a me!
| have never grown higher than a penny's worth of cheese.”
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"But you can't grow," answered the Fairy.
"Why not?'

"Because Marionettes never grow. They are born Marionettes,
they live Marionettes, and they die Marionettes.”

"Oh, I'mtired of dwaysbeing aMarionette!" cried Pinocchio disgustedly.

"It's about time for meto grow into a man as everyone else does.”
"And you will if you deserveit--"

"Redlly? What can | do to deserveit?'

"It'savery ample matter. Try to act like awell-behaved child.”
"Dont you think | do?"

"Far fromit! Good boys are obedient, and you, on the contrary--"
"And | never obey."

"Good boys love study and work, but you--"

"And |, on the contrary, am alazy fellow and atramp all year round.”
"Good boys adwaystdl thetruth.”

"And | dwaystdl lies

"Good boys go gladly to schoal.”

"And | get Sckiif | goto school. From now on I'll be different.”

"Do you promise?'

"l promise. | want to become agood boy and be acomfort to my father.

Whereismy poor father now?"

"I do not know."

"Will | ever be lucky enough to find him and embrace him once more?"

"] think s0. Indeed, | am sure of it."

At this answer, Pinocchio's happinesswas very great.
He grasped the Fairy's hands and kissed them so hard that
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it looked asif he had lost hishead. Then lifting hisface,

he looked at her lovingly and asked: "Tel me, little Mother,
itisn't truethat you are deed, isit?"

"It doesn't seem 0, answered the Fairy, smiling.

"If you only knew how | suffered and how | wept when | read "Here lies--"
"I know it, and for that | haveforgiven you. The depth

of your sorrow made me see that you have akind heart.
Thereisaways hope for boys with hearts such asyours,

though they may often be very mischievous. Thisisthe

reason why | have come so far to look for you. From now

on, I'll be your own little mother."

"Oh! How lovely!" cried Pinocchio, jumping with joy.

"Y ou will obey meawaysand do as| wish?'

"Gladly, very gladly, more than gladiy!™

"Beginning tomorrow," said the Fairy, "youll go to school every day.”
Pinocchio'sfacefdl alittle.

"Then you will choose the trade you like best."

Pinocchio became more serious.

"What are you mumbling to yoursdf?' asked the Fairy.

"l wasjust saying," whined the Marionette in awhisper,
"that it seemstoo late for meto go to school now.”

"No, indeed. Remember itisnever too lateto learn.”

"But | don't want either trade or profession.”

IIWI,V?I
"Because work wearies mel"

"My dear boy," said the Fairy, "people who speak as
you do usudly end their days either inaprisonorina
hospital. A man, remember, whether rich or poor, should
do something in thisworld. No one can find happiness
without work. Woe betidethelazy fellow! Lazinessisa
seriousillness and one must cure it immediately; yes, even
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from early childhood. If nat, it will kill youintheend.”

These words touched Pinocchio's heart. Helifted
hiseyesto hisFairy and said serioudy:

"Il work; I'll sudy; Il do dl you tell me.

After dl, thelife of aMarionette has grown very tiresome

to me and | want to become aboy, no matter how hard it is.
Y ou promise that, do you not?"

"Yes, | promise, and now it isup to you."

CHAPTER 26

Pinocchio goesto the seashore with hisfriends
to seethe Terrible Shark

In the morning, bright and early, Pinocchio started for school.

Imagine what the boys said when they saw aMarionette

enter the classroom! They laughed until they cried. Everyone
played trickson him. One pulled his hat off, another

tugged at his coat, athird tried to paint a mustache under
hisnose. One even attempted to tie stringsto hisfeet and

his hands to make him dance.

For awhile Pinocchio wasvery cdm and quiet. Findly,
however, helogt dl patience and turning to histormentors,
he sad to them thresteningly:

"Careful, boys, | haven't come here to be made fun of.
I'll respect you and | want you to respect me."

"Hurrah for Dr. Know-al! Y ou have spoken likea
printed book!" howled the boys, bursting with laughter.
One of them, more impudent than the rest, put out his
hand to pull the Marionette's nose.

But he was not quick enough, for Pinocchio stretched
his leg under the table and kicked him hard on the shin.

"Oh, what hard feet!" cried the boy, rubbing the spot
where the Marionette had kicked him.

"And what elbows! They are even harder than the feet!”
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shouted another one, who, because of some other trick,
had recelved a blow in the ssomach.

With that kick and that blow Pinocchio gained everybody's favor.
Everyone admired him, danced attendance upon him, petted and caressed him.

Asthe days passed into weeks, even the teacher praised him,
for he saw him attentive, hard working, and wide awake,
adwaysthefirg to comein the morning, and the last

to leave when school was over.

Pinocchio's only fault was that he had too many friends.
Among these were many well-known rascds, who cared

not ajot for study or for success.

The teacher warned him each day, and even the good
Fairy repested to him many times.

"Take care, Pinocchio! Those bad companions will
sooner or later make you lose your love for study.
Some day they will lead you astray.”

"There's no such danger,” answered the Marionette,
shrugging his shoulders and pointing to hisforehead asif
tosay, "I'mtoowise.”

So it happened that one day, as he was walking to school,
he met some boys who ran up to him and said:

"Have you heard the news?"
"No!"
"A Shark as big asamountain has been seen near the shore.”

"Redly? | wonder if it could be the same one | heard
of when my father was drowned?'

"Weare going to seeit. Areyou coming?'
"No, not I. | must go to schoal.”

"What do you care about school? Y ou can go there tomorrow.
With alesson more or less, we are always the same donkeys.”

"And what will the teacher say?"

"Let himtak. Heispaidto grumbledl day long."

75



"And my mother?'
"Mothers don't know anything,” answered those scamps.

"Do you know what I'll do?' said Pinocchio.
"For certain reasons of mine, |, too, want to see that Shark;
but I'll go after schoal. | can see him then aswell as now."

"Poor smpleton!” cried one of the boys. "Do you think
that afish of that Sze will stand there waiting for you?
Heturnsand off he goes, and no one will ever bethe wiser."

"How long does it take from here to the shore?' asked the Marionette.
"One hour there and back."

"Very well, then. Let'sseewho getstherefirst!" cried Pinocchio.

At thesgndl, the little troop, with books under their arms,
dashed acrossthefields. Pinocchio led the way, running
asif onwings, the othersfollowing asfast asthey could.

Now and again, he looked back and, seeing hisfollowers
hot and tired, and with tongues hanging out, he laughed
out heartily. Unhappy boy! If he had only known then
the dreadful things that were to happen to him on account
of his disobedience!

CHAPTER 27

The great battle between Pinocchio and his playmates.
Oneiswounded. Pinocchioisarrested

Going like the wind, Pinocchio took but avery short time
to reach the shore. He glanced all about him, but there was
no sign of aShark. The seawas as smooth asglass.

"Hey there, boys! Where'sthat Shark?' he asked,
turning to his playmetes.

"He may have gonefor hisbreskfast," said one of them, laughing.

"Or, perhaps, he went to bed for alittle nap,”
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sad another, laughing aso.

From the answers and the laughter which followed them,
Pinocchio understood that the boys had played atrick on him.

"What now?' he said angrily to them. "What'sthejoke?"

"Oh, thejoke'son you!" cried histormentors, laughing
more heartily than ever, and dancing gayly around the Marionette.

"Andthat is-?"

"That we have made you stay out of school to come

with us. Aren't you ashamed of being such agoody-goody,
and of studying so hard? Y ou never have a bit of enjoyment.”
"Andwhat isit to you, if | do study?"

"What does the teacher think of us, you mean?'

“Why?

"Don't you see? If you study and we don't, we pay for
it. After al, it'sonly fair tolook out for oursaves.”

"What do you want meto do?"

"Hate school and books and teachers, aswe dl do. They

are your worst enemies, you know, and they like to make

you as unhappy asthey can."

"Andif | go on studying, what will you do to me?"'

"Youll pay forit!"

"Redlly, you amuse me," answered the Marionette, nodding his head.
"Hey, Pinocchio,” cried thetalest of them dl, "that will do.

We aretired of hearing you bragging about yourself,

you little turkey cock! Y ou may not be afraid of us,

but remember we are not afraid of you, either!

Y ou are done, you know, and we are seven."

"Liketheseven ans," said Pinocchio, ill laughing.

"Did you hear that? He hasinsulted usdl. Hehascdled ussins”

"Pinocchio, apologize for that, or look out!"
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"Cuck--00!" said the Marionette, mocking them with histhumb to his nose.
"Youll besorry!

"Cuck--oo!"

"Well whip you soundly!"

"Cuck--oo!"

"Y ou'll go home with a broken nose!"

"Cuck--oo!"

"Very well, then! Takethat, and keep it for your supper,”
cdled out the boldest of histormentors.

And with the words, he gave Pinocchio aterrible blow on the head.

Pinocchio answered with another blow, and that was
the sgnd for the beginning of thefray. Inafew moments,
the fight raged hot and heavy on both sides.

Pinocchio, dthough aone, defended himsdlf bravely.
With those two wooden feet of his, he worked so fast
that his opponents kept at arespectful distance.
Wherever they landed, they left their painful mark

and the boys could only run away and howl.

Enraged a not being able to fight the Marionette at close

quarters, they started to throw al kinds of books at him.

Readers, geographies, histories, grammarsflew in dl directions.

But Pinocchio was keen of eye and swift of movement, and the books
only passed over his head, landed in the sea, and disappeared.

Thefish, thinking they might be good to edt, cameto

the top of the water in great numbers. Sometook anibble,
some took a bite, but no sooner had they tasted a page or two,
than they spat them out with awry face, asif to say:

"What a horrid taste! Our own food is so much better!"
Meanwhile, the battle waxed more and more furious.
At the noise, alarge Crab crawled dowly out of the water

and, with avoice that sounded like atrombone suffering
from acold, he cried out:
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"Stop fighting, you rascals! These battles between boys
rarely end well. Troubleissureto cometo you!"

Poor Crab! He might aswell have spoken to the wind.
Instead of listening to his good advice, Pinocchio turned
to him and said as roughly as he knew how:

"Keep quiet, ugly Gab! It would be better for you to
chew afew cough dropsto get rid of that cold you have.
Goto bed and deep! You will fed better in the morning.”

In the meantime, the boys, having used dl their books,
looked around for new ammunition. Seeing Pinocchio's
bundlelying idle near-by, they somehow managed to get
hold of it.

One of the bookswas avery large volume, an arithmetic text,
heavily bound in legther. 1t was Pinocchio's pride.
Among al hisbooks, he liked that one the best.

Thinking it would make afine missile, one of the boystook

hold of it and threw it with dl his strength at Pinocchio's head.
But instead of hitting the Marionette, the book struck one of the
other boys, who, as pae asaghogt, cried out faintly:

"Oh, Mother, help! I'm dying!" and fell sensdlessto the ground.

At the sight of that palelittle corpse, the boys were so
frightened that they turned tail and ran. In afew moments,
all had disappeared.

All except Pinocchio. Although scared to death by the
horror of what had been done, he ran to the sea and soaked
his handkerchief in the cool water and with it bathed the
head of his poor little schoolmate. Sobbing bitterly, he
cdled to him, saying:

"Eugene! My poor Eugene!’ Open your eyes and look at me!
Why don't you answer? | was not the one who hit you,
you know. Believeme, | didn't doit. Openyour eyes,
Eugene? If you keep them shut, I'll die, too. Oh, dear me,
how shall | ever go home now? How shall | ever look at
my little mother again? What will happen to me? Where
shdl | go? Whereshdl | hide? Oh, how much better it
would have been, athousand times better, if only | had
goneto school! Why did I listen to those boys? They
awayswere abad influence! And to think that the teacher
had told me--and my mother, too!--'Beware of bad
company!' That'swhat she said. But I'm stubborn and

79



proud. | listen, but always| do asl| wish. Andthen| pay.
I've never had amoment's peace since I've been born! Oh,
dear! What will become of me? What will become of me?
Pinocchio went on crying and moaning and beating his
head. Againand again he cdled to hislittlefriend, when
suddenly he heard heavy steps approaching.

He looked up and saw two tall Carabineers near him.

"What are you doing stretched out on the ground?’
they asked Pinocchio.

"I'm helping this schoolfdlow of mine."

"Has hefanted?'

"I should say s0," said one of the Carabineers, bending
to look at Eugene. "Thisboy has been wounded on the

temple. Who hashurt him?"

"Not I," ssammered the Marionette, who had hardly
abreath left in hiswhole bodly.

"If it wasn't you, who wasit, then?"
"Not I," repeated Pinocchio.
"And with what was he wounded?'

"With thisbook," and the Marionette picked up the
arithmetic text to show it to the officer.

"And whose book isthis?'

"Mine"

"Enough”

"Not another word! Get up as quickly asyou can and come dong with us."
"But |-

"Comewithug"

"But | am innocent.”

"Comewith us"
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Before starting out, the officers called out to severa
fishermen passing by in aboat and said to them:

"Take care of thislittle fdlow who has been hurt.
Take him home and bind hiswounds. Tomorrow well come after him."

They then took hold of Pinocchio and, putting him
between them, said to himin arough voice: "March!
And go quickly, or it will be the worse for you!"

They did not have to repeet their words. The Marionette
walked swiftly dong the road to the village. But the

poor fellow hardly knew what he was about. He thought
he had anightmare. Hefdtill. Hiseyessaw everything
double, hislegstrembled, histongue was dry, and, try as
he might, he could not utter asingleword. Yet, in spite

of this numbness of feding, he suffered keenly at the
thought of passing under the windows of hisgood little
Fary'shouse. What would she say on seeing him between
two Carabineers?

They had just reached the village, when a sudden gust
of wind blew off Pinocchio's cap and madeit go salling far
down the street.

"Would you dlow me," the Marionette asked the
Carabineers, "to run after my cap?'

"Very wdl, go; but hurry."

The Marionette went, picked up his cap--but instead
of putting it on his head, he stuck it between histeeth
and then raced toward the sea.

Hewent like abullet out of agun.

The Carabineers, judging that it would be very difficult

to catch him, sent alarge Madtiff after him, onethat had

won first prizein al the dog races. Pinocchio ran fast and

the Dog ran faster. At so much noise, the people hung out

of the windows or gathered in the street, anxiousto see

the end of the contest. But they were disappointed,

for the Dog and Pinocchio raised so much dust on the road that,
after afew moments, it wasimpossible to see them.
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CHAPTER 28

Pinocchio runsthe danger of being fried in apan likeafish

During that wild chase, Pinocchio lived through a
terrible moment when he dmost gave himsdlf up aslost.
Thiswas when Alidoro (that was the Madtiff's name),
inafrenzy of running, came so near that he was on the
very point of reaching him.

The Marionette heard, close behind him, the |abored
breathing of the beast who wasfast on histrail, and now
and again even fdlt his hot breath blow over him.

Luckily, by thistime, he was very near the shore, and
the seawasin sght; infact, only afew short steps away.

As soon as he set foot on the beach, Pinocchio gave a

legp and fell into the water. Alidoro tried to stop, but

as hewasrunning very fast, he couldn't, and he, too,

landed far out inthe sea. Strange though it may seem,

the Dog could not swim. He beat the water with his pawsto
hold himsalf up, but the harder he tried, the deeper he sank.
As he stuck his head out once more, the poor fellow's eyes
were bulging and he barked out wildly, "I drown! | drown!™

"Drown!" answered Pinocchio from afar, happy at his escape.
"Help, Pinocchio, dear little Pinocchio! Save me from degth!”

At those cries of suffering, the Marionette, who after
all had avery kind heart, was moved to compassion.
He turned toward the poor animal and said to him:

"But if | help you, will you promise not to bother me
again by running after me?"

"l promise! | promise! Only hurry, for if you wait
another second, I'll be dead and gone!™

Pinocchio hesitated gtill another minute. Then, remembering
how hisfather had often told him that akind deed is never logt,
he swam to Alidoro and, catching hold of histail, dragged him to the shore.

The poor Dog was so weak he could not stand. He had
swallowed so much salt water that hewas swollenlikea
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balloon. However, Pinocchio, not wishing to trust him
too much, threw himself once againinto thesea. Ashe
swam away, he caled out:

"Good-by, Alidoro, good luck and remember meto the family!"

"Good-by, little Pinocchio,” answered the Dog.

"A thousand thanks for having saved me from deeth.

Y ou did me agood turn, and, in thisworld, what isgiven
isawaysreturned. If the chance comes, | shal bethere"

Pinocchio went on swimming closeto shore. At last

he thought he had reached a safe place. Glancing up and
down the beach, he saw the opening of acave out of which
rose aspira of smoke.

"Inthat cave" he said to himsdf, "there must be afire.
So much the better. 1'll dry my clothes and warm mysdif,
and then--wel--"

His mind made up, Pinocchio swam to the rocks, but

as he garted to climb, he felt something under him lifting
him up higher and higher. Hetried to escape, but he was
too late. To hisgreat surprise, hefound himsdlf in ahuge
net, amid acrowd of fish of dl kinds and sizes, who were
fighting and struggling desperately to free themselves.

At the sametime, he saw a Fisherman come out of the
cave, aFisherman so ugly that Pinocchio thought hewasa
seamongter. In place of hair, his head was covered by a
thick bush of green grass. Green wasthe skin of his body,
green were his eyes, green was the long, long beard that
reached down to hisfeet. Helooked likeagiant lizard
with legsand arms.

When the Fisherman pulled the net out of the sea,
he cried out joyfully:

"Blessed Providencel Oncemorel'll have afinemed of fish!”

"Thank Heaven, I'm not afish!" said Pinocchio to himsdf,
trying with these wordsto find alittle courage.

The Fisherman took the net and the fish to the cave,
adark, gloomy, smoky place. Inthemiddle of it, apan
full of oil 9zzled over asmoky fire, sending out arepelling
odor of tallow that took away one's breath.
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"Now, let's see what kind of fish we have caught
today," said the Green Fisherman. He put ahand ashig
asaspadeinto the net and pulled out ahandful of mullets.

"Fine mullets, these!" he said, after looking at them and
ameling them with pleasure. After that, he threw them
into alarge, empty tub.

Many times he repeated this performance. Ashe pulled
each fish out of the net, his mouth watered with the
thought of the good dinner coming, and he said:
"Finefish, these bassl"

"Very tagy, these whitefish!™

"Ddiciousflounders, thesal"

"What splendid crabd”

"And these deer little anchovies, with their heads till on!™”
Asyou can well imagine, the bass, the flounders, the
whitefish, and even thelittle anchovies dl went together
into the tub to keep the mullets company. The last to come

out of the net was Pinocchio.

As soon asthe Fisherman pulled him out, his green eyes
opened wide with surprise, and he cried out in fear:

"What kind of fishisthis? | don't remember ever
eding anything likeit."

Helooked at him closely and after turning him over and
over, hesaid a last:

"l understand. Hemust beacrab!”

Pinocchio, mortified at being taken for acrab, said resentfully:
"What nonsense! A crabindeed! | am no such thing.
Beware how you ded with me! | am aMarionette,

| want you to know."

"A Marionette?' asked the Fisherman. "I must admit that

aMarionettefishis, for me, an entirely new kind of fish.
So much the better. I'll eat you with greater relish.”
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"Eat me? But can't you understand that I'm not afish?
Can't you hear that | speak and think asyou do?"

"It'strue,” answered the Fisherman; "but since | see
that you are afish, well ableto talk and think as | do,
I'll treet you with al due respect.”

"Andthat is-"

"That, asasgn of my particular esteem, I'll leaveto

you the choice of the manner in which you areto be
cooked. Do you wishto befriedinapan, or do you prefer
to be cooked with tomato sauice?"

"Totdl you thetruth,” answered Pinocchio, "if | must choose,
| should much rather go free so | may return home!”

"Areyou fooling? Do you think that | want to lose

the opportunity to taste such ararefish? A Marionette

fish does not come very often to these seas. Leaveit to me.
I'll fry you in the pan with the others. | know youll likeit.
It'saways acomfort to find onesdlf in good company.”

The unlucky Marionette, hearing this, began to cry and
wall and beg. With tears streaming down his cheeks, he said:

"How much better it would have been for meto go to school!
| did listen to my playmates and now | am paying for it!
Oh! Oh! Oh!"

And as he struggled and squirmed like an edl to escape from him,
the Green Fisherman took a stout cord and tied him hand and foot,
and threw him into the bottom of the tub with the others.

Then he pulled awooden bowl full of flour out of a
cupboard and started to roll the fish into it, one by one.
When they were white with it, he threw them into the pan.
Thefirgt to dancein the hot oil werethe mullets,

the bassfollowed, then the whitefish, the flounders, and
the anchovies. Pinocchio'sturn camelast. Seeing himsdlf
s0 near to death (and such a horrible death!) he began

to tremble so with fright that he had no voice left with
which to beg for hislife.

The poor boy beseeched only with hiseyes. But the
Green Fisherman, not even noticing that it was he, turned
him over and over in theflour until helooked likea
Marionette made of chalk.
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Then hetook him by the head and--

CHAPTER 29

Pinocchio returnsto the Fairy's house

and she promises him that, on the morrow,

he will cease to be a Marionette and become aboy.
A wonderful party of coffee-and-milk to celebrate
the great event

Mindful of what the Fisherman had said, Pinocchio knew
that al hope of being saved had gone. He closed hiseyes
and waited for the find moment.

Suddenly, alarge Dog, attracted by the odor of the
bailing ail, came running into the cave.

"Get out!" cried the Fisherman threateningly and il
holding onto the Marionette, who was dl covered with flour.

But the poor Dog was very hungry, and whining and
wagging histall, hetried to say:

"Givemeabite of thefishand I'll goin peace.”
"Get out, | say!" repeated the Fisherman.
And he drew back hisfoot to give the Dog akick.

Then the Dog, who, being redly hungry, would take
no refusa, turned in arage toward the Fisherman and
bared histerriblefangs. And a that moment, a pitiful
little voice was heard saying: "Saveme, Alidoro; if you
dont, | fry!"

The Dog immediately recognized Pinocchio's voice.
Great was his surprise to find that the voice came from
the little flour-covered bundle that the Fisherman held
inhishand.

Then what did he do? With one great leap, he grasped
that bundlein hismouth and, holding it lightly between
his teeth, ran through the door and disappeared like aflash!
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The Fisherman, angry a seeing hismed snatched from
under his nose, ran after the Dog, but abad fit of coughing
made him stop and turn back.

Meanwhile, Alidoro, as soon as he had found the road
which led to the village, stopped and dropped Pinocchio
softly to the ground.

"How much | do thank you!" said the Marionette.

"It isnot necessary," answered the Dog. "Y ou saved me once,
and what isgivenisawaysreturned. We arein thisworld
to help one another.”

"But how did you get in that cave?'

"l was lying here on the sand more dead than dive,
when an gppetizing odor of fried fish cameto me. That
odor tickled my hunger and | followed it. Oh, if | had
come amoment later!™

"Don't speak about it," wailed Pinocchio, il

trembling with fright. "Don't say aword. If you had come
amoment later, | would befried, eaten, and digested by
thistime. Brrrrrr! | shiver at the mere thought of it."

Alidoro laughingly held out his paw to the Marionette,
who shook it heartily, feding that now he and the Dog
were good friends. Then they bid each other good-by
and the Dog went home.

Pinocchio, left done, waked toward alittle hut near
by, where an old man sat a the door sunning himself,
and asked:

"Tdl me, good man, have you heard anything of a
poor boy with awounded head, whose name was Eugene?”

"The boy was brought to this hut and now--"
"Now heisdead?' Pinocchio interrupted sorrowfully.
"No, heisnow dive and he has dready returned home."

"Redly? Redly?" cried the Marionette, jumping
around with joy. "Then the wound was not serious?"
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"But it might have been--and even morta," answered
the old man, "for a heavy book was thrown at hishead."

"And who threw it?'
"A schoolmate of his, acertain Pinocchio.”

"And who isthis Pinocchio?' asked the Marionette,
feigningignorance.

"They say heisamischief-maker, atramp, astreet urchin--"
"Cadumnied All cdlumnied”

"Do you know this Pinocchio?!

"By sght!" answered the Marionette,

"And what do you think of him?" asked the old man.

"I think he'savery good boy, fond of study, obedient,
kind to his Father, and to hiswhole family--"

Ashewastdling al these enormous lies about himsdlf,
Pinocchio touched his nose and found it twice aslong
asit should be. Scared out of hiswits, he cried ouit:

"Dont listen to me, good man!  All the wonderful

things| have said arenot true at dl. | know Pinocchio

well and heisindeed avery wicked fdlow, lazy and
disobedient, who instead of going to school, runs away with
his playmatesto have agood time."

At this speech, hisnosereturned to its natura size.
"Why are you so pae?" the old man asked suddenly.
"Let metdl you. Without knowingit, | rubbed mysdlf
againg anewly painted wal," helied, ashamed to

say that he had been made ready for the frying pan.

"What have you done with your coat and your hat
and your breeches?'

"I met thieves and they robbed me. Tl me, my good

man, have you not, perhaps, alittle suit to give me, so
that | may go home?'

88



"My boy, asfor clothes, | have only abag inwhich|
keep hops. If you want it, takeit. Thereitis."

Pinocchio did not wait for him to repeat hiswords.
Hetook the bag, which happened to be empty, and after
cutting abig hole at the top and two at the sides, he
dippedintoit asif it wereashirt. Lightly clad ashewas,
he started out toward the village.

Along theway hefdt very uneasy. Infact hewasso
unhappy that he went a ong taking two steps forward
and one back, and as he went he said to himself:

"How shdl | ever face my good little Fairy? What

will she say when she seesme? Will sheforgivethislast
trick of mine? | am sure shewon't. Oh, no, shewont.
And | deserveit, asusud! For | amarascd, fineon
promiseswhich | never keep!"

He cametothevillagelate at night. It was so dark he
could see nothing and it was raining pitchforks.

Pinocchio went straight to the Fairy's house, firmly
resolved to knock at the door.

When hefound himsdlf there, helost courage and ran

back afew steps. A second time he came to the door and
again heran back. A third time he repested his
performance. Thefourth time, before he had timeto lose
his courage, he grasped the knocker and made afaint sound
withit.

Hewaited and waited and waited. Findly, after afull

half hour, atop-floor window (the house had four stories)
opened and Pinocchio saw alarge Snail look out. A tiny
light glowed on top of her head. "Who knocks at this
late hour?' shecdled.

"Isthe Fairy home?' asked the Marionette.

"The Fairy isadegp and does not wish to be disturbed.
Who areyou?"

"Itisl."
"Who's|?'

"Pinocchio.”

89



"Who is Finocchio?!
"The Marionette; the one who livesin the Fairy's house.”

"Oh, | understand,” said the Snail. "Wait for me there.
I'll come down to open the door for you."

"Hurry, | beg of you, for | am dying of cold.”
"My boy, | anasnall and snailsare never inahurry.”

An hour passed, two hours; and the door was still closed.
Pinocchio, who was trembling with fear and shivering
from the cold rain on his back, knocked a second time,
thistime louder than before.

At that second knock, awindow on the third floor
opened and the same Snail |ooked out.

"Dear little Snall," cried Pinocchio from the street.

"l have been waiting two hoursfor you! And two hours
on adreadful night likethis are aslong astwo years.
Hurry, pleasa!™

"My boy," answered the Snail in acam, peaceful
voice, "my dear boy, | an asnall and snailsare never in
ahurry." And the window closed.

A few minutes later midnight struck; then one o'clock
--two o'clock. And the door <till remained closed!

Then Pinocchio, losing dl patience, grabbed the

knocker with both hands, fully determined to awaken the
whole house and street with it. Assoon as he touched the
knocker, however, it became an ed and wiggled away into
the darkness.

"Redly?" cried Pinocchio, blind with rage. "If the
knocker isgone, | can till use my feet.”

He stepped back and gave the door amost solemn kick.
He kicked so hard that his foot went straight through the

door and hisleg followed dmost to the knee. No matter
how he pulled and tugged, he could not pull it out. There
he stayed asif nailed to the door.

Poor Pinocchio! Therest of the night he had to spend
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with one foot through the door and the other onein the air.
Asdawn was breaking, the door finaly opened. That brave
little animdl, the Snall, had taken exactly nine hoursto go
from the fourth floor to the street. How she must have raced!

"What are you doing with your foot through the door?"
she asked the Marionette, laughing.

"It wasamisfortune. Won't you try, pretty little Snail,
to free me from thisterrible torture?

"My boy, we need a carpenter here and | have never been one."
"AsK the Fairy to hep me!"

"The Fairy is adegp and does not want to be disturbed.”

"But what do you want meto do, nailed to the door like this?"
"Enjoy yourself counting the antswhich are passing by."

"Bring me something to edt, at least, for | am faint with hunger.”
"Immediatdy!”

Infact, after three hours and ahaf, Pinocchio saw her

return with aslver tray on her head. Onthetray there

was breed, roast chicken, fruit.

"Hereisthe breakfast the Fairy sendsto you," said the Snail.

At the sght of dl these good things, the Marionette felt much better.
What was his disgust, however, when on tasting the food,

he found the bread to be made of chalk, the chicken

of cardboard, and the brilliant fruit of colored alabaster!

He wanted to cry, he wanted to give himself up to

despair, he wanted to throw away the tray and al that

wasonit. Instead, either from pain or weakness, hefell

to thefloor in adead faint.

When heregained his senses, he found himsdlf stretched
out on asofaand the Fairy was seated near him.

"Thistimedso | forgiveyou,” said the Fairy to him.
"But be careful not to get into mischief again.”
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Pinocchio promised to study and to behave himsdlf.

And he kept hisword for the remainder of theyear. At
theend of it, he passed first in dl hisexaminations, and
his report was so good that the Fairy said to him happily:

"Tomorrow your wish will cometrue.”

"Andwhat isit?'

"Tomorrow you will cease to be a Marionette and will become ared boy."
Pinocchio was besde himsdf with joy. All hisfriends

and schoolmates must be invited to celebrate the great

event! The Fairy promised to prepare two hundred cups

of coffee-and-milk and four hundred dices of toast

buttered on both sides.

The day promised to be avery gay and happy one, but--

Unluckily, inaMarionetteslife therdsdwaysaBUT
whichisgpt to spoil everything.

CHAPTER 30

Pinocchio, instead of becoming aboy, runs avay
to the Land of Toyswith hisfriend, Lamp-Wick

Coming &t last out of the surprise into which the Fairy's
words had thrown him, Pinocchio asked for permission to
giveout theinvitations.

"Indeed, you may invite your friendsto tomorrow's party.
Only remember to return home before dark. Do you understand?”

"Il be back in one hour without fail," answered the Marionette.

"Take care, Pinocchio! Boysgive promisesvery eedly,
but they as eadly forget them.”

"But | am not like those others. When | givemy word | keep it.”

"We shall see. In caseyou do disobey, you will be the one
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to suffer, not anyone else.”

"Why?

"Because boyswho do not listen to their elders dways cometo grief.”
"| certainly have," said Pinocchio, "but from now on, | obey."
"Weshdl seeif you aretdling the truth.”

Without adding another word, the Marionette bade the good
Fairy good-by, and singing and dancing, he left the house.

In alittle more than an hour, dl hisfriendswere

invited. Some accepted quickly and gladly. Othershad to
be coaxed, but when they heard that the toast wasto be
buttered on both sides, they all ended by accepting

the invitation with the words, "Well cometo please you."

Now it must be known that, among al hisfriends,

Pinocchio had one whom he loved mogt of dl.

The boy's real name was Romeo, but everyone called him
Lamp-Wick, for hewas|ong and thin and had awoebegone
look about him.

Lamp-Wick wasthelaziest boy in the school and the
biggest mischief-maker, but Pinocchio loved him dearly.

That day, he went straight to hisfriend's houseto invite him
to the party, but Lamp-Wick was not at home. He went a second time,
and again atthird, but still without success.

Where could he be? Pinocchio searched here and there and everywhere,
and findly discovered him hiding near afarmer'swagon.

"What are you doing there?' asked Pinocchio, running up to him.
"l am waiting for midnight to strike to go--"

"Where?'

"Far, far awvay!"

"And | have goneto your house threetimesto look for you!"
"What did you want from me?'

"Haven't you heard the news? Don't you know what good luck is mine?"
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"Whet isit?"

"Tomorrow | end my days as a Marionette and become a boy,
likeyou and dl my other friends.”

"May it bring you luck!"

"Shal | seeyou a my party tomorrow?"

"But I'mtdling you that | go tonight.”

"At what time?

"At midnight."

"And where are you going?'

"To ared country--the best in the world--awonderful place!”
"What isit caled?’

"Itiscdled the Land of Toys. Why don't you come, too?"
"1? Oh, no!"

"Y ou are making abig mistake, Pinocchio. Believe me,

if you don't come, you'll be sorry. Where can you find
aplacethat will agree better with you and me? No schoadls,
no teachers, no books! In that blessed place thereisno
such thing asstudy. Here, it isonly on Saturdaysthat

we have no school. Inthe Land of Toys, every day, except
Sunday, isa Saturday. Vacation beginson thefirst

of January and ends on the last day of December. That
isthe placefor me! All countries should belikeit!

How happy we should dl be!"

"But how does one spend the day in the Land of Toys?"
"Days are spent in play and enjoyment from morntill

night. At night one goesto bed, and next morning, the
good timesbegin al over again. What do you think of it?"

"H'm--!" said Pinocchio, nodding hiswooden head, asif to say,
"It'sthe kind of life which would agree with me perfectly.”

"Do you want to go with me, then? Yesor no? You
must make up your mind."
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"No, no, and again no! | have promised my kind Fairy

to become agood boy, and | want to keep my word. Just

see: Thesunissetting and | must leave you and run.

Good-by and good luck to you! "

"Where are you going in such ahurry?'

"Home. My good Fairy wants meto return home before night.”
"Wait two minutes more."

"It'stoo latel”

"Only two minutes.”

"Andif the Fairy scolds me?

"Let her scold. After she getstired, shewill stop,” said Lamp-Wick.
"Areyou going done or with others?'

"Alone? Therewill be more than ahundred of ug"

"Will youwak?'

"At midnight the wagon passes here that isto take us
within the boundaries of that marvel ous country.”

"How | wish midnight would strikel”

"Why?

"To seeyou dl set out together.”

"Stay here awhilelonger and you will seeud”

"No, no. | want to return home."

"Wait two more minutes.”

"l have waited too long asitis. The Fairy will beworried.”
"Poor Fairy! Issheafraid the batswill est you up?'
"Listen, Lamp-Wick," said the Marionette, "are you

redly sure that there are no schoolsin the Land of Toys?"
"Not even the shadow of one."
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"Not even one teacher?'

"Not one."

"And one does not have to study?'

"Never, never, never!"

"What agreat land!" said Pinocchio, feding his mouth water.
"What abeautiful land! | have never been there,

but I canwdl imagineit.”

"Why don't you come, too?"

"It isusdlessfor you to tempt me! | told you | promised
my good Fairy to behave mysdlf, and | angoingto
keep my word."

"Good-by, then, and remember me to the grammar
schooals, to the high schools, and even to the colleges if

you meet them on the way."

"Good-by, Lamp-Wick. Have apleasant trip, enjoy
yourself, and remember your friendsoncein awhile.”

With these words, the Marionette started on hisway
home. Turning once moreto hisfriend, he asked him:

"But are you surethat, in that country, each week is
composed of six Saturdays and one Sunday?"

"Vey surel"

"And that vacation begins on thefirst of January and
ends on the thirty-first of December?’

"Very, very sure”

"What agreat country!" repested Pinocchio, puzzled
asto what to do.

Then, in sudden determination, he said hurriedly:
"Good-by for thelast time, and good luck.”

“Good-by."
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"How soon will you go?'

"Within two hours.”

"What apity! If it were only one hour, | might wait for you."
"And the Fairy?'

"By thistimel'm late, and one hour more or less makes
very little difference.”

"Poor Pinocchiol And if the Fairy scoldsyou?!

"Oh, I'll let her scold. After she getstired, shewill stop.”
In the meantime, the night became darker and darker.
All a onceinthedigance asmdl light flickered. A
queer sound could be heard, soft asalittle bell, and faint
and muffled like the buzz of afar-away mosguito.
"Thereitid" cried Lamp-Wick, jumping to hisfedt.
"What?" whispered Pinocchio.

"Thewagon which iscoming to get me. For thelast
time, are you coming or not?"

"Butisit redly truethat in that country boys never
haveto sudy?"

"Never, never, never!”

"What awonderful, beautiful, marvelous country! Oh--h--h!!"

CHAPTER 31

After five months of play, Pinocchio wakes up one fine morning
and findsagreat surprise awaiting him

Findly thewagon arrived. It made no noisg, for its
whedlswere bound with straw and rags.

It was drawn by twelve pair of donkeys, al of the same
Sze, but al of different color. Somewere gray, others
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white, and gtill others amixture of brown and black.
Here and there were afew with large ydlow and blue stripes.

The strangest thing of al was that those twenty-four
donkeys, instead of being iron-shod like any other beast
of burden, had on their feet laced shoes made of |esther,
just like the ones boys wear.

And the driver of the wagon?

Imagineto yoursavesalittle, fat man, much wider

than he was long, round and shiny asabal of butter, with
aface beaming like an apple, alittle mouth that dways
smiled, and avoice smal and wheedling like that of acat
begging for food.

No sooner did any boy see him than hefell inlove with
him, and nothing satisfied him but to be dlowed toride
in hiswagon to that lovely place called the Land of Toys.

In fact the wagon was so closely packed with boys of

all agesthat it looked like abox of sardines. They were
uncomfortable, they were piled one on top of the other,
they could hardly breethe; yet not one word of complaint
was heard. Thethought that in afew hoursthey would
reach a country where there were no schools, no books,
no teachers, made these boys so happy that they felt
neither hunger, nor thirst, nor deep, nor discomfort.

No sooner had the wagon stopped than the little fat
man turned to Lamp-Wick. With bowsand smiles, he
asked in awheedling tone:

"Tell me, my fine boy, do you also want to cometo
my wonderful country?’

"Indeed | do."

"But | warn you, my little dear, theré's no more room
inthewagon. Itisfull.”

"Never mind," answered Lamp-Wick. "If therésno
roominside, | can sit on the top of the coach.”

And with one leap, he perched himsdlf there.

"What about you, my love?' asked the Little Man,
turning politely to Pinocchio. "What are you going to do?

98



Will you comewith us, or do you stay here?"

"| stay here," answered Pinocchio. "I want to return
home, as| prefer to study and to succeed in life.”

"May that bring you luck!"

"Finocchio!l" Lamp-Wick cdled out. "Listento me.
Come with us and well aways be happy.”

"No, no, no!"

"Comewith usand well aways be happy,” cried four
other voices from the wagon.

"Come with us and welll dways be happy,” shouted the
one hundred and more boysin the wagon, all together.
"Andif | gowith you, what will my good Fairy say?"
asked the Marionette, who was beginning to waver and
weeken in hisgood resolutions.

"Don't worry so much. Only think that we are going
to aland where we shall be alowed to make al the racket
welikefrom morning till night."

Pinocchio did not answer, but sighed deeply once--
twice-athirdtime. Findly, hesad:

"Makeroom for me. | want to go, too!"

"Theseatsare dl filled," answered the Little Man,
"but to show you how much | think of you, take my place
as coachman.”

"Andyou?'
"Il walk."

"No, indeed. | could not permit such athing. 1 much
prefer riding one of these donkeys," cried Pinocchio.

No sooner said than done. He approached the first
donkey and tried to mount it. But thelittle anima turned
suddenly and gave him such aterrible kick in the somach
that Pinocchio was thrown to the ground and fell with
hislegsintheair.

At thisunlooked-for entertainment, the whole company
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of runaways laughed uproarioudy.

Thelittlefat man did not laugh. He went up to the
rebdliousanimd, and, still smiling, bent over him lovingly
and bit off haf of hisright ear.

In the meantime, Pinocchio lifted himsdf up fromthe
ground, and with one leap landed on the donkey's back.
The leap was so well taken that al the boys shouted,

"Hurrah for Pinocchio!™ and clapped their handsin hearty applause.

Suddenly thelittle donkey gave akick with histwo

hind feet and, at this unexpected move, the poor Marionette
found himsdlf once again sorawling right in the

middle of theroad.

Again the boys shouted with laughter. But the Little
Man, instead of laughing, became so loving toward the
little animdl that, with another kiss, he bit off half of
hisleft ear.

"Y ou can mount now, my boy," he then said to Pinocchio.
"Have no fear. That donkey wasworried about something,
but | have spoken to him and now he seems quiet and reasonable.”

Pinocchio mounted and the wagon started on itsway.
While the donkeys galloped a ong the stony road, the
Marionette fancied he heard avery quiet voice whispering to him:

"Poor dlly! 'Y ou have done as you wished. But you
are going to be asorry boy before very long."

Pinocchio, grestly frightened, looked about him to see
whence the words had come, but he saw no one. The
donkeys galoped, the wagon rolled on smoothly, the
boys dept (Lamp-Wick snored like adormouse) and the
little, fat driver sang deepily between histeeth.

After amile or so, Pinocchio again heard the same

faint voicewhigpering: "Remember, little smpleton!
Boyswho stop studying and turn their backs upon books
and schools and teachersin order to give dl their time

to nonsense and pleasure, sooner or later cometo grief.
Oh, how well | know thist How well | can proveit to you!
A day will comewhen you will weep bitterly, even asl

am weeping now--but it will betoo latel”
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At these whispered words, the Marionette grew more
and more frightened. He jumped to the ground, ran up
to the donkey on whaose back he had been riding, and
taking hisnosein hishands, looked a him. Think how
great was his surprise when he saw that the donkey was
weeping--weeping just like a boy!

"Hey, Mr. Driver!" cried the Marionette. "Do you know what
strange thing is happening here! This donkey weeps.”

"Let himweep. When he gets married, he will havetimeto laugh.”
"Have you perhaps taught him to speak?"

"No, helearned to mumble afew words when helived
for three yearswith aband of trained dogs.”

"Poor beast!"

"Come, come," said the Little Man, "do not lose time over
adonkey that can weep. Mount quickly and let us go.
Thenightiscool and theroadislong.”

Pinocchio obeyed without another word. The wagon
darted again. Toward dawn the next morning they finaly
reached that much-longed-for country, the Land of Toys.

Thisgreat land was entirdly different from any other
placeintheworld. Itspopulation, large though it was,
was composed wholly of boys. The oldest were about
fourteen years of age, the youngest, eight. In the Strest,
there was such aracket, such shouting, such blowing of
trumpets, that it was desfening. Everywhere groups of
boyswere gathered together. Some played at marbles, at
hopscotch, at ball. Othersrode on bicycles or on wooden
horses. Some played at blindman's buff, others at tag.
Here agroup played circus, there another sang and recited.
A few turned somersaullts, others walked on their hands
withther feetinthear. Generdsinfull uniform leading
regiments of cardboard soldiers passed by. Laughter,
ghrieks, howls, catcals, hand-clapping followed this
parade. One boy made anoiselike ahen, another like
arooger, and athird imitated alionin hisden. All
together they cresated such a pandemonium that it would
have been necessary for you to put cotton in your ears.
The squares were filled with small wooden thegters,
overflowing with boys from morning till night, and on the
walls of the houses, written with charcod, were words
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likethese: HURRAH FOR THE LAND OF TOYS! DOWN WITH
ARITHMETIC! NO MORE SCHOOL!

As soon asthey had set foot in that land, Pinocchio,
Lamp-Wick, and all the other boys who had traveled with
them started out on atour of investigation. They

wandered everywhere, they looked into every nook and
corner, house and theater. They became everybody's friend.
Who could be happier than they?

What with entertainments and parties, the hours, the days,
the weeks passed like lightning.

"Oh, what abeautiful lifethisisl" said Pinocchio each
timethat, by chance, he met hisfriend Lamp-Wick.

"Was| right or wrong?" answered Lamp-Wick. "And

to think you did not want to come!  To think that even
yesterday the idea came into your head to return home

to seeyour Fairy and to start studying again! If today

you are free from pencils and books and school, you owe
it to me, to my advice, to my care. Do you admit it? Only
true friends count, after al."

"It'strue, Lamp-Wick, it'strue. If today | an aredly
happy boy, itisal because of you. And to think that the
teacher, when speaking of you, used to say, ‘Do not go
with that Lamp-Wick! Heisabad companion and some
day hewill leed you astray.™

"Poor teacher!" answered the other, nodding his head.
"Indeed | know how much he didiked me and how he
enjoyed speeking ill of me. But | am of agenerous nature,
and | gladly forgive him."

"Great soul!" said Pinocchio, fondly embracing hisfriend.

Five months passed and the boys continued playing and
enjoying themsdvesfrom morn till night, without ever
seeing abook, or adesk, or aschool. But, my children,
there came amorning when Pinocchio awoke and found
agreat surprise awaiting him, a surprise which made him
fed very unhappy, asyou shal see.

CHAPTER 32
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Pinocchio's ears become like those of a Donkey.
In alittle while he changesinto ared Donkey and beginsto bray

Everyone, at one time or another, has found some surprise
awaiting him. Of the kind which Pinocchio had on that
eventful morning of hislife, there are but few.

What wasit? | will tel you, my deer little readers.
On awakening, Pinocchio put hishand up to his head and
there he found--

Guesd

Hefound that, during the night, his ears had grown
at least ten full inches!

Y ou must know that the Marionette, even from his
birth, had very smal ears, so small indeed that to the
naked eye they could hardly be seen. Fancy how hefelt
when he noticed that overnight those two dainty organs
had become as long as shoe brushes!

Hewent in search of amirror, but not finding any,

hejust filled abasin with water and looked at himsdif.
There he saw what he never could have wished to see.
His manly figure was adorned and enriched by a beautiful
pair of donkey's ears.

| leave you to think of the terrible grief, the shame,
the despair of the poor Marionette.

He began to cry, to scream, to knock his head against
thewall, but the more he shrieked, the longer and the
more hairy grew hisears.

At those piercing shrieks, aDormouse cameinto the
room, afat little Dormouse, who lived upgtairs. Seeing
Pinocchio so grief-gricken, she asked him anxioudy:

"Wheat isthe matter, dear little neighbor?'
"I am sck, my little Dormouse, very, very sick--and
from anillnesswhich frightensme! Do you understand

how to fed the pulse?'

"Alittle”

103



"Fed minethen and tdl meif | have afever."

The Dormouse took Pinocchio's wrist between her paws and,
after afew minutes, looked up at him sorrowfully and said:
"My friend, | am sorry, but | must give you some very sad news.”

"What isit?'

"Y ou have avery bad fever."
"But whet fever isit?'

"The donkey fever."

"l don't know anything about that fever,” answered the Marionette,
beginning to understand even too well what was happening to him.

"Then | will tdl you dl about it," said the Dormouse.
"Know then that, within two or three hours, you will no
longer be aMarionette, nor aboy.”

"Whet shdl | be?'

"Within two or three hours you will become ared donkey,
just like the onesthat pull the fruit cartsto market.”

"Oh, what have | done? What have | done?' cried Pinocchio,
grasping histwo long earsin his hands and pulling and tugging
a them angrily, just asif they belonged to another.

"My dear boy," answered the Dormouse to cheer him up abit,
"why worry now? What is done cannot be undone, you know.
Fate has decreed that dl lazy boyswho come to hate books
and schools and teachers and spend al their days with toys
and games must sooner or later turn into donkeys."

"Butisit redly s0?' asked the Marionette, sobbing bitterly.

"l an sorry to say itis. And tears now are useless.
Y ou should have thought of dl thisbefore.”

"But thefault isnot mine. Bdieveme, little Dormouse,
thefaultisal Lamp-Wick's."

"And who isthis Lamp-Wick?'

"A classmate of mine. | wanted to return home. | wanted
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to be obedient. | wanted to study and to succeed

in school, but Lamp-Wick said to me, "Why do you want
to waste your time studying? Why do you want to go

to school? Come with meto the Land of Toys.
Therewell never study again. There we can enjoy
oursalves and be happy from mornttill night.”

"And why did you follow the advice of that fase friend?'

"Why? Because, my dear little Dormouse, | am aheedless
Marionette--heedless and heartless. Oh! If | had only

had a bit of heart, | should never have abandoned

that good Fairy, who loved me so well and who has been
sokindtome!' And by thistime, | should no longer bea
Marionette. | should have become ared boy, likedl these
friendsof minel Oh, if | meet Lamp-Wick | an going

to tell himwhat | think of him--and more, too!"

After thislong speech, Pinocchio walked to the door

of theroom. But when he reached it, remembering his
donkey ears, hefelt ashamed to show them to the public
and turned back. Hetook alarge cotton bag from a shelf,
put it on his head, and pulled it far down to hisvery nose.

Thus adorned, hewent out. He looked for Lamp-Wick everywhere,
along the streets, in the squares, inside the thesatres,

everywhere; but he was not to be found. He asked everyone

whom he met about him, but no one had seen him. In desperation,
he returned home and knocked at the door.

"Whoisit?" asked Lamp-Wick from within.

"ItisI!" answered the Marionette.

"Wait aminute.”

After afull haf hour the door opened. Another surprise

awaited Pinocchio! Therein the room stood hisfriend,

with alarge cotton bag on his head, pulled far down to hisvery nose.

At the sight of that bag, Pinocchio felt dightly happier
and thought to himsdlf:

"My friend must be suffering from the same sickness
that | am! | wonder if he, too, has donkey fever?

But pretending he had seen nothing, he asked with asmile:
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"How areyou, my dear Lamp-Wick?'

"Very well. Likeamousein aParmesan cheese."
"Isthet redly true?"

"Why should | lieto you?"

"I beg your pardon, my friend, but why then are you
wearing that cotton bag over your ears?’

"The doctor has ordered it because one of my knees hurts.

And you, dear Marionette, why are you wearing that cotton bag
down to your nose?'

"The doctor has ordered it because | have bruised my foot."
"Oh, my poor Pinocchio!™

"Oh, my poor Lamp-Wick!"

An embarrassingly long silence followed these words,

during which time the two friends |ooked at each other
inamocking way.

Findly the Marionette, in avoice Sweet ashoney and
soft asaflute, said to his companion:

"Tel me, Lamp-Wick, dear friend, have you ever
auffered from an earache?’

"Never! Andyou?'

"Never! Still, sncethismorning my ear has been torturing me."
"So hasmine."

"Yours, too? Andwhich ear isit?"

"Both of them. And yours?'

"Both of them, too. | wonder if it could be the same sickness."
"I'mafraditis”

"Will you do meafavor, Lamp-Wick?'

"Gladly! With my whole heart”

106



"Will you let me see your ears?'

"Why not? But before | show you mine, | want to see yours,
dear Pinocchio.”

"No. You must show yoursfirg.”

"No, my dear! Yoursfirg, then mine.”

"Will, then," said the Marionette, "let us make a contract.”
"Let's hear the contract!”

"L et ustake off our capstogether. All right?’

"All right.”

"Ready then!"

Pinocchio began to count, "One! Two! Three!™

At theword "Three!" the two boys pulled off their
capsand threw them high in air.

And then ascenetook place which ishard to believe,
butitisdl tootrue. The Marionette and hisfriend,
Lamp-Wick, when they saw each other both stricken by the
same misfortune, ingtead of fedling sorrowful and ashamed,
began to poke fun at each other, and after much nonsense,
they ended by bursting out into hearty laughter.

They laughed and laughed, and laughed again--laughed
till they ached--laughed till they cried.

But dl of asudden Lamp-Wick stopped laughing. Hetottered
and dmogt fell. Paeasaghogt, he turned to Pinocchio and said:

"Help, hdp, Pinocchio!™
"What isthe maiter?'
"Oh, helpme! | can no longer stand up.”

"l can't ether,” cried Pinocchio; and hislaughter
turned to tears as he sumbled about helplesdly.

They had hardly finished speaking, when both of them fell
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on al foursand began running and jumping around the room.
Asthey ran, their armsturned into legs, their faceslengthened
into snouts and their backs became covered with long gray hairs.

Thiswas humiliation enough, but the most horrible
moment was the onein which the two poor creatures felt
their tails gppear. Overcome with shame and grief,

they tried to cry and bemoan their fate.

But what isdone can't be undone!  Instead of moans
and cries, they burst forth into loud donkey brays, which
sounded very much like, "Haw! Haw! Haw!"

At that moment, aloud knocking was heard at the door
and avoice cadled to them:

"Open! | antheLittle Man, the driver of the wagon
which brought you here. Open, | say, or beware!"

CHAPTER 33

Pinocchio, having become a Donkey,
isbought by the owner of aCircus,
who wants to teach him to do tricks.
The Donkey becomeslame and is sold
to aman who wantsto use hisskin

for adrumhead

Very sad and downcast were the two poor little fellows
asthey stood and looked at each other. Outside the room,
the Little Man grew more and more impatient, and findly
gavethe door such aviolent kick that it flew open. With
hisusua sweet smile on hislips, helooked at Pinocchio
and Lamp-Wick and said to them:

"Finework, boys! Y ou have brayed well, so well that
| recognized your voicesimmediately, and here | am.”

On hearing this, the two Donkeys bowed their headsin shame,
dropped their ears, and put their tails between their legs.

At firg, the Little Man petted and caressed them and
smoothed down their hairy coats. Then hetook out a
currycomb and worked over them till they shonelike glass.
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Satisfied with the looks of the two little animds,

he bridled them and took them to a market place far away
from the Land of Toys, inthe hope of sdlingthem a a
good price.

Infact, he did not have to wait very long for an offer.
Lamp-Wick was bought by afarmer whose donkey had died
the day before. Pinocchio went to the owner of acircus,
who wanted to teach him to do tricksfor his audiences.

And now do you understand what the Little Man's

professon was? Thishorrid little being, whose face shone
with kindness, went about the world looking for boys.

Lazy boys, boyswho hated books, boys who wanted to

run away from home, boyswho weretired of school--all

these were hisjoy and hisfortune. Hetook them with

him to the Land of Toysand let them enjoy themselves

to their heart's content. When, after months of all play

and no work, they became little donkeys, he sold them on

the market place. Inafew years, he had become amillionaire.

What happened to Lamp-Wick? My dear children, | do not know.
Pinocchio, | cantell you, met with great hardships
even from thefirst day.

After putting him in agtable, hisnew magter filled his
manger with straw, but Pinocchio, after tasting a mouthful,

Spat it out.

Then the man filled the manger with hay.
But Pinocchio did not like that any better.

"Ah, you don't like hay either?' he cried angrily.
"Wait, my pretty Donkey, I'll teach you not to be so particular.”

Without more ado, he took awhip and gave the Donkey
ahearty blow acrossthe legs.

Pinocchio screamed with pain and as he screamed he brayed:
"Haw! Haw! Haw! | can't digest straw!”

"Then eat the hay!" answered his master, who understood
the Donkey perfectly.

"Haw! Haw! Haw! Hay gives me aheadache!"

"Do you pretend, by any chance, that | should feed you duck
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or chicken?" asked the man again, and, angrier than ever,
he gave poor Pinocchio another lashing.

At that second besating, Pinocchio became very quiet and said no more.

After that, the door of the stable was closed and he
was|eft done. It was many hours since he had eaten
anything and he started to yawn from hunger. Ashe
yawned, he opened amouth as big as an oven.

Findly, not finding anything esein the manger,
he tasted the hay. After tasting it, he chewed it well,
closed hiseyes, and swallowed it.

"Thishay isnot bad,” he said to himsdlf. "But how
much happier | should beif | had studied! Just now,
instead of hay, | should be eating some good bread
and butter. Petience!”

Next morning, when he awoke, Pinocchio looked in
the manger for more hay, but it was al gone. He had
egenit dl during the night.

Hetried the straw, but, as he chewed away at it, he
noticed to hisgreat disappointment that it tasted neither
likerice nor like macaroni.

"Patiencel" he repested as he chewed. "If only my
misfortune might serve as alesson to disobedient boys
who refuseto study! Patience! Have patience!”

"Patience indeed!" shouted his master just then, ashe
cameinto the stable. "Do you think, perhaps, my little
Donkey, that | have brought you here only to giveyou
food and drink? Oh, no! Y ou areto help me earn some
fine gold pieces, do you hear? Comedong, now. | am
going to teach you to jump and bow, to dance awaltz and
apolka, and even to stand on your head."

Poor Pinocchio, whether heliked it or not, had to learn
al these wonderful things; but it took him threelong
months and cost him many, many lashings before he was
pronounced perfect.

The day came at last when Pinocchio's master was

able to announce an extraordinary performance. The
announcements, posted al around the town, and written
inlargeletters, read thus:
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GREAT SPECTACLE TONIGHT

LEAPSAND EXERCISESBY THE GREAT ARTISTS
AND THE FAMOUS HORSES

of the

COMPANY

Firgt Public Appearance
of the

FAMOUS DONKEY
cdled

PINOCCHIO

THE STAR OF THE DANCE

The Theater will be as Light as Day

That night, as you can wdll imagine, the theater wasfilled
to overflowing one hour before the show was scheduled to start.

Not an orchestrachair could be had, not a balcony seet,
nor agdlery sest; not even for their weight in gold.

The place swarmed with boys and girls of al agesand
szes, wriggling and dancing about in afever of impatience
to see the famous Donkey dance.

When thefirst part of the performance was over, the
Owner and Manager of the circus, in ablack coat, white
knee breeches, and patent leather boots, presented himself
to the public and in aloud, pompous voice made the
following announcement:

"Most honored friends, Gentlemen and Ladied

"Y our humble servant, the Manager of thistheater,
presents himself before you tonight in order to introduce
to you the greatest, the most famous Donkey in the world,
aDonkey that has had the great honor in his short life of
performing before the kings and queens and emperors of
all the great courts of Europe.
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"Wethank you for your attention!"

This speech was greeted by much laughter and

applause. And the applause grew to aroar when Pinocchio,
the famous Donkey, appeared in the circusring. Hewas
handsomely arrayed. A new bridle of shining leather with
buckles of polished brass was on his back; two white
camelliasweretied to his ears; ribbons and tassdls of red
slk adorned his mane, which was divided into many

curls. A great sash of gold and silver was fastened around
hiswaist and histail was decorated with ribbons of many
brilliant colors. He was ahandsome Donkey indeed!

The Manager, when introducing him to the public,
added these words:

"Most honored audience! | shdl not take your time

tonight to tell you of the great difficultieswhich | have
encountered whiletrying to tame thisanimd, sincel

found himinthewildsof Africa. Observe, | beg of you,

the savagelook of hiseye. All the meansused by
centuries of civilization in subduing wild beegtsfaled inthis
case. | had finally to resort to the gentle language of the
whip in order to bring him to my will. Withal my

kindness, however, | never succeeded in gaining my Donkey's
love. Heisdill today as savage asthe day | found

him. Hedlill fearsand hatesme. But | havefoundin

him one greeat redeeming feeture. Do you seethislittle
bump on hisforehead? It isthisbump which giveshim
hisgreat taent of dancing and using hisfeet asnimbly
asahuman being. Admire him, O signori, and enjoy
yoursalves. | let you, now, be the judges of my successasa
teacher of animals. Beforel leaveyou, | wish to state

that there will be another performance tomorrow night.

If the weather threatensrain, the great spectacle will take
place a eleven o'clock in the morning.”

The Manager bowed and then turned to Pinocchio and said:
"Ready, Pinocchio! Before Sarting your performance,
sdute your audience!”

Pinocchio obediently bent histwo kneesto the ground
and remained knedling until the Manager, with the crack
of thewhip, cried sharply: "Wak!"

The Donkey lifted himself on hisfour feet and walked
around thering. A few minutes passed and again the
voice of the Manager cdlled:
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"Quickstep!" and Pinocchio obediently changed his step.
"Gdlop!" and Pinocchio galloped.

"Full speed!" and Pinocchio ran asfast as he could.
As heran the master raised hisarm and apistol shot rang
inthear.

At the shot, thelittle Donkey fdll to the ground asif
he wereredly dead.

A shower of applause greeted the Donkey as he arose to hisfeet.
Cries and shouts and handclappings were heard on dl sides.

At al that noise, Pinocchio lifted his head and raised
hiseyes. There, infront of him, in abox sat a beautiful
woman. Around her neck she wore along gold chain,
from which hung alarge meddlion. Onthe medalion
was painted the picture of aMarionette.

"That pictureisof me! That beautiful lady ismy Fairy!"
said Pinocchio to himsdlf, recognizing her. Hefelt so happy
that hetried hisbest to cry out:

"Oh, my Fairy! My own Fairy!"

But ingtead of words, aloud braying was heard in the theater,
s0 loud and so long that all the spectators--men, women,
and children, but especialy the children--burst out laughing.

Then, in order to teach the Donkey that it was not
good mannersto bray before the public, the Manager
hit him on the nose with the handle of the whip.

The poor little Donkey stuck out along tongue and licked
hisnosefor along timein an effort to take away the pain.

And what was his grief when on looking up toward the boxes,
he saw that the Fairy had disappeared!

Hefdt himsdlf fainting, hiseyesfilled with tears
and he wept bitterly. No one knew it, however,
least of Al the Manager, who, cracking hiswhip, cried out:

"Bravo, Pinocchio! Now show us how gracefully you can
jump through therings.”
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Pinocchio tried two or three times, but each time he
came near thering, hefound it moreto histasteto go
under it. Thefourthtime, at alook from his master he
legped through it, but as he did so his hind legs caught
inthering and hefdl to the floor in aheagp.

When he got up, he waslame and could hardly limp as
far asthe stable.

"Finocchio! Wewant Pinocchio! We want the little Donkey!"
cried the boys from the orchestra, saddened by the accident.

No one saw Pinocchio again that evening.

The next morning the veterinary--thet is, the anima doctor--
declared that he would be lamefor therest of hislife.

"What do | want with alame donkey?" said the Manager
to the stableboy. "Take him to the market and sell him.”

When they reached the square, a buyer was soon found.
"How much do you ask for that little lame Donkey?" he asked.
"Four dollars

"I'll giveyou four cents. Don't think I'm buying him

for work. 1 want only hisskin. It looks very tough and
| can useit to make myself adrumhead. | belongto a
musica band in my villageand | need adrum.”

| leaveit to you, my dear children, to pictureto
yourself the great pleasure with which Pinocchio heard that
he was to become a drumhead!

As soon asthe buyer had paid the four cents, the

Donkey changed hands. His new owner took him to ahigh
cliff overlooking the sea, put a stone around his neck,

tied aropeto one of hishind feet, gave him apush, and
threw him into the water.

Pinocchio sank immediately. And his new master sat
on the diff waiting for him to drown, so asto skin him
and make himsdlf adrumhead.

CHAPTER 34
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Pinocchio isthrown into the sea, eaten by fishes,
and becomes a Marionette once more. Ashe swimsto land,
heis swalowed by the Terrible Shark

Down into the sea, deeper and deeper, sank Pinocchio, and
findly, after fifty minutes of waiting, the man on the dliff
sadto himsdf:

"By thistimemy poor little lame Donkey must be
drowned. Up with him and then | can get to work on my
beautiful drum.”

He pulled the rope which he had tied to Pinocchio's
leg--pulled and pulled and pulled and, at last, he saw
appear on the surface of the water--Can you guess what?
Instead of a dead donkey, he saw avery much dive
Marionette, wriggling and squirming likean edl.

Seeing that wooden Marionette, the poor man thought

he was dreaming and sat there with his mouth wide open
and his eyes popping out of his head.

Gathering hiswitstogether, he said:

"And the Donkey | threw into the sea?’

"l amthat Donkey," answered the Marionette laughing.
"YQJ’?'

lll 'II

"Ah, youlittle cheat! Areyou poking funat me?"

"Poking fun a you? Not at all, dear Magter.
| am talking serioudy.”

"But, then, how isit that you, who afew minutes ago
were adonkey, are now standing before me awooden Marionette?"

"It may bethe effect of sdt water. The seaisfond of
playing thesetricks."

"Be careful, Marionette, be careful! Don't laugh & me!
Woebetoyou, if | lose my patience!™
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"Well, then, my Master, do you want to know my whole story?
Untiemy legand | cantdl it to you better."

The old felow, curiousto know the true story of the
Marionette'slife, immediately untied the rope which held hisfoot.
Pinocchio, feding free asabird of theair, began histde:

"Know, then, that, once upon atime, | was awooden
Marionette, just as| am today. Oneday | was about to
become aboy, ared boy, but on account of my laziness
and my hatred of books, and because | listened to bad
companions, | ran away from home. One beautiful morning,
| awoketo find myself changed into adonkey--long

ears, gray codt, even atal! What ashameful day for me!

| hope you will never experience onelikeit, dear Magter.

| was taken to the fair and sold to a Circus Owner, who
tried to make me dance and jump through therings. One
night, during a performance, | had abad fall and became
lame. Not knowing what to do with alame donkey, the Circus
Owner sent meto the market place and you bought me.”

"Indeed | did! And | paid four centsfor you.
Now who will return my money to me?

"But why did you buy me? Y ou bought meto do me
harm--to kill me--to make adrumhead out of me!"

"Indeed | did! And now where shal | find another skin?"

"Never mind, dear Master. There are so many donkeys
inthisworld."

"Tdl me, impudent little rogue, does your story end here?

"Onemoreword,” answered the Marionette, "and | am through.
After buying me, you brought me hereto kill me. But feding
sorry for me, you tied astone to my neck and threw me

to the bottom of the sea. That was very good and kind

of you to want meto suffer aslittle aspossible

and | shdl remember you dways. And now my Fairy

will take care of me, evenif you--"

"Your Fairy? Whoisshe?'

"Sheismy mother, and, likedl other motherswho
lovetheir children, she never loses Sght of me, even
though | do not deserveit. And today thisgood Fairy
of mine, as soon as she saw mein danger of drowning,
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sent athousand fishesto the spot wherel lay. They
thought | was really adead donkey and began to eat me.
What great bitesthey took! One ate my ears, another my
nose, athird my neck and my mane. Some went at my
legs and some at my back, and among the others, there
was onetiny fish so gentle and polite that he did me

the greet favor of eating even my tail.”

"From now on,” said the man, horrified, "1 swear | shdl
never again tastefish. How | should enjoy opening amullet
or awhitefish just to find there the tail of adead donkey!™

"| think asyou do," answered the Marionette,

laughing. "Still, you must know that when the fish finished
eating my donkey coat, which covered me from head to
foot, they naturaly cameto the bones--or rather, in my
case, to thewood, for asyou know, | am made of very
hard wood. After thefirst few bites, those greedy fish
found out that the wood was not good for their teeth, and,
afrad of indigestion, they turned and ran here and there
without saying good-by or even as much as thank you to
me. Here, dear Magter, you have my story. Y ou know
now why you found a Marionette and not a dead donkey
when you pulled me out of the weter."

"| laugh at your story!" cried the man angrily. "I know

that | spent four centsto get you and | want my money back.

Do you know what | can do; | am going to take you to the market
once more and sl you as dry firewood."

"Very wdl, sell me. | am stisfied,” said Pinocchio.
But as he spoke, he gave aquick leap and dived into the
sea. Swimming away asfast as he could, he cried out, laughing:

"Good-by, Master. If you ever need askin for your drum, remember me."

He swam on and on. After awhile, heturned around again
and called louder than before:

"Good-by, Master. If you ever need apiece of good dry firewood, remember me."

In afew seconds he had gone so far he could hardly be seen.
All that could be seen of him wasavery small black dot moving
swiftly on the blue surface of the water, alittle black dot

which now and then lifted aleg or anarmintheair.

One would have thought that Finocchio had turned into
aporpoise playing inthe sun.
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After swvimming for along time, Pinocchio saw alarge
rock in the middle of the sea, arock aswhite as marble.
High on the rock stood allittle Goat blesting and cdling
and beckoning to the Marionette to cometo her.

There was something very strange about thet little

Goat. Her coat was not white or black or brown as that
of any other goat, but azure, adeep brilliant color that
reminded one of the hair of the lovely maiden.

Pinocchio's heart beat fast, and then faster and faster.
He redoubled his efforts and swam as hard as he could
toward thewhite rock. He wasamost hafway over,
when suddenly a horrible sea monster stuck its head out
of the water, an enormous head with ahuge mouth, wide
open, showing three rows of gleaming teeth, the mere
sght of which would havefilled you with feer.

Do you know what it was?

That sea monster was no other than the enormous Shark,
which has often been mentioned in this story and which,
on account of its cruelty, had been nicknamed

"The Attilaof the Sed' by both fish and fishermen.

Poor Pinocchio! The sight of that monster frightened
him amost to death! Hetried to swim away from him,
to change his path, to escape, but that immense mouth
kept coming nearer and nearer.

"Hasten, Pinocchio, | beg you!" bleated the little Goat on the high rock.
And Pinocchio swam desperately with hisarms, hisbody, hislegs, hisfeet.
"Quick, Pinocchio, the monster is coming nearer!™

Pinocchio swam faster and faster, and harder and harder.

"Fagter, Pinocchio! The mongter will get you! There heid
Thereheid Quick, quick, or you arelost!"

Pinocchio went through the water like a shot--swifter and swifter.
He came closeto therock. The Goat leaned over and gave him one
of her hoofsto help him up out of the water.

Alad It wastoo late. The monster overtook him and
the Marionette found himsdf in between the rows of
gleaming whiteteeth. Only for amoment, however,
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for the Shark took a deep breath and, as he breathed,

he drank in the Marionette as easlly as he would have

sucked an egg. Then he swalowed him so fast that Pinocchio,
fdling down into the body of the fish, lay stunned for ahaf hour.

When he recovered his senses the Marionette could not
remember where hewas. Around him all was darkness,
adarkness so degp and so black that for amoment he
thought he had put his head into aninkwell. Helistened

for afew moments and heard nothing. Onceinawhilea
cold wind blew on hisface. At first he could not understand
where that wind was coming from, but after awhile

he understood thet it came from the lungs of the mongter.

| forgot to tell you that the Shark was suffering from asthma,
so that whenever he breathed a storm seemed to blow.

Pinocchio at first tried to be brave, but as soon ashe
became convinced that hewasredly and truly in the
Shark's stomach, he burst into sobs and tears. "Help!
Help!" hecried. "Oh, poor me! Won't someone come
to save me?"'

"Who isthere to help you, unhappy boy?" said arough
voice, likeaguitar out of tune.

"Who istaking?' asked Pinocchio, frozen with terror.

"Itisl, apoor Tunny swalowed by the Shark at the
sametimeasyou. Andwhat kind of afish are you?"

"I have nothing to do with fishes. | am aMarionette.”

"If you are not afish, why did you let this monster swallow you?!
"l didn't let him. He chased me and swallowed me

without even a by your leave! And now what are we

to do herein the dark?

"Wait until the Shark has digested us both, | suppose.”

"But | don't want to be digested,” shouted Pinocchio,
sarting to sob.

"Neither do|," said the Tunny, "but | am wise enough
to think that if oneisborn afish, itismore dignified to die
under the water than in the frying pan.”

"What nonsens2l" cried Pinocchio.
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"Mineisan opinion,” replied the Tunny, "and opinions
should be respected.”

"But | want to get out of thisplace. | want to escape.”
"Go, if you can!™

"Isthis Shark that has swallowed us very long?" asked
the Marionette.

"Hisbody, not counting thetail, isalmost amilelong.”

Whiletalking in the darkness, Pinocchio thought he
saw afaint light in the distance.

"Whét can that be?' he said to the Tunny.

"Some other poor fish, waiting as patiently asweto
be digested by the Shark."

"I want to see him. He may be an old fish and may
know some way of escape.”

"l wish you dl good luck, dear Marionette.”
"Good-by, Tunny."

"Good-by, Marionette, and good luck.”
"When shdl | seeyou again?'

"Who knows? It is better not to think about it."

CHAPTER 35

In the Shark's body Pinocchio finds whom?
Read this chapter, my children, and you will know

Pinocchio, as soon as he had said good-by to his good
friend, the Tunny, tottered away in the darknessand
began to walk aswell as he could toward the faint light
which glowed in the distance.

120



Ashewalked hisfeet splashed in apooal of greasy and
dippery water, which had such aheavy smdl of fish fried
inaoil that Pinocchio thought it was Lent.

The farther on he went, the brighter and clearer grew
thetiny light. Onand on hewaked till finaly hefound

--1 give you athousand guesses, my dear children! He
found alittle table set for dinner and lighted by acandle
stuck in aglass bottle; and near the table sat alittle old
man, white as the snow, egting livefish. They wriggled

so that, now and again, one of them dipped out of the old
man's mouth and escaped into the darkness under the table.

At thissight, the poor Marionette was filled with such
great and sudden happinessthat he dmost dropped in a
faint. He wanted to laugh, he wanted to cry, he wanted
to say athousand and one things, but al he could do was
to stand 4till, stuttering and stammering brokenly. At

last, with agreat effort, hewas ableto let out a scream of
joy and, opening wide hisarms he threw them around the
old man's neck.

"Oh, Father, dear Father! Havel found you at last?
Now | shdl never, never leaveyou again!”

"Aremy eyesredly telling methetruth?' answvered
the old man, rubbing hiseyes. "Areyou redly my own
dear Pinocchio?"

"Yes, yes, yes Itisl! Look a me! Andyou have
forgiven me, haven't you? Oh, my dear Father, how
good you are!’ And to think that 1--Oh, but if you

only knew how many misfortunes have fallen on my head
and how many troubles | have had! Just think that on
the day you sold your old coat to buy memy A-B-C
book so that | could go to schooal, | ran away to the
Marionette Theater and the proprietor caught me and
wanted to burn meto cook hisroast lamb! Hewasthe
onewho gave methefive gold piecesfor you, but | met
the Fox and the Cat, who took me to the Inn of the Red
Lobster. Therethey atelikewolvesand | left the Inn
aloneand | met the Assassinsin thewood. | ran and they
ran after me, dways after me, till they hanged meto the
branch of agiant oak tree. Then the Fairy of the Azure
Hair sent the coach to rescue me and the doctors, after
looking a me, said, "If heisnot dead, then heis surely
aive' and then | told alie and my nose began to grow.

It grew and it grew, till | couldn't get it through the
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door of theroom. And then | went with the Fox and the
Cat to the Field of Wondersto bury the gold pieces. The
Parrot laughed at me and, instead of two thousand gold
pieces, | found none. When the Judge heard | had been
robbed, he sent meto jail to make the thieves happy; and
when | came away | saw afine bunch of grapes hanging on
avine. Thetrap caught me and the Farmer put acollar on
me and made me awatchdog. Hefound out | wasinnocent
when | caught the Weasds and he let me go. The Serpent
with thetall that smoked started to laugh and aveinin his
chest broke and so | went back to the Fairy's house. She
was dead, and the Pigeon, seeing me crying, saidtome, '
have seen your father building aboat to look for you in
America,' and | saidto him, “Oh, if | only had wingd!' and
he said to me, "Do you want to go to your father? and |
said, "Perhaps, but how? and he said, "Get on my back. I'll
take you there Weflew dl night long, and next morning
the fishermen were looking toward the sea, crying, "There
isapoor little man drowning," and | knew it wasyou,
because my heart told me so and | waved to you from the shore--"

"I knew you as0," put in Geppetto, "and | wanted to

go to you; but how could 1? The seawas rough and the
whitecaps overturned the boat. Then a Terrible Shark

came up out of the seaand, as soon ashe saw meinthe

water, swam quickly toward me, put out histongue, and
swalowed me aseaslly asif | had been a chocolate peppermint.”

"And how long have you been shut away in here?'

"From that day to this, two long weary years-two
years, my Pinocchio, which have been like two centuries.”

"And how haveyou lived? Where did you find the
candle? And the matcheswith which to light it--where
did you get them?"

"Y ou must know that, in the storm which svamped my
boat, alarge ship adso suffered the samefate. Thesailors
were dl saved, but the ship went right to the bottom of
the sea, and the same Terrible Shark that swallowed me,
swalowed mogt of it."

"What! Swallowed aship?' asked Pinocchio in astonishment.

"At onegulp. Theonly thing he spat out was the main-
meadt, for it stuck in histeeth. To my own good luck, that
ship was loaded with meat, preserved foods, crackers,
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bread, bottles of wine, raisins, cheese, coffee, sugar, wax
candles, and boxes of matches. With dl these blessings, |
have been able to live happily on for two whole years, but
now | am at the very last crumbs. Today thereisnothing
left in the cupboard, and this candle you see hereisthe
last onel have."

"And then?'
"And then, my dear, well find oursalvesin darkness"

"Then, my dear Father," said Finocchio, "thereisno
timetolose. We must try to escape.”

"Escapel How?'

"We can run out of the Shark's mouth and diveinto the sea."
"Y ou speak well, but I cannot swim, my dear Pinocchio.”

"Why should that matter? Y ou can climb on my shoulders
and |, who am afine swimmer, will carry you safely
to the shore."

"Dreams, my boy!" answered Geppetto, shaking his
head and smiling sadly. "Do you think it possblefor a
Marionette, ayard high, to have the srength to carry me
on hisshouldersand swim?'

"Tryitand see! Andinany case, if itiswritten that we
must die, we shdl at least dietogether.”

Not adding another word, Pinocchio took the candlein his hand
and going ahead to light the way, he said to hisfather:

"Follow me and have no fear."

They waked along distance through the somach and
the whole body of the Shark. When they reached the
throat of the mongter, they stopped for awhileto wait for
the right moment in which to make their escape.

| want you to know that the Shark, being very old and
auffering from asthmaand heart trouble, was obliged to
deep with hismouth open. Because of this, Pinocchio was
ableto catch aglimpse of the sky filled with stars, ashe
looked up through the open jaws of his new home.
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"Thetime has come for usto escape,” he whispered,
turning to hisfather. "The Shark isfast adeep. Thesea
iscam and the night isas bright asday. Follow me closdly,
dear Father, and we shall soon be saved.”

No sooner said than done. They climbed up the throat

of the mongter till they came to that immense open mouth.
There they had to walk on tiptoes, for if they tickled the
Shark's long tongue he might awaken--and where would
they be then? The tongue was so wide and so long that

it looked like acountry road. Thetwo fugitiveswerejust
about to dive into the sea when the Shark sneezed very
suddenly and, as he sneezed, he gave Pinocchio and
Geppetto such ajolt that they found themsalves thrown on
their backs and dashed once more and very unceremonioudy
into the somach of the mongter.

To make matters worse, the candle went out and father
and son wereleft in the dark.

"And now?"' asked Pinocchio with aserious face.
"Now we arelost."

"Why lost? Give meyour hand, dear Father, and be
careful not todip!”

"Wherewill you take me?"
"Wemust try again. Come with me and don't be afraid.”

With these words Pinocchio took hisfather by the hand

and, dwayswalking on tiptoes, they climbed up the mongter's
throat for asecond time. They then crossed the

whole tongue and jumped over three rows of teeth. But
before they took the last great leap, the Marionette said

to hisfather:

"Climb on my back and hold on tightly to my neck.
I'll take care of everything ese."

As soon as Geppetto was comfortably seated on his
shoulders, Pinocchio, very sure of what he was doing,
dived into the water and started to swvim. The seawaslike
oil, the moon shonein al splendor, and the Shark continued
to deep so soundly that not even a cannon shot would

have awakened him.
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CHAPTER 36

Pinocchio findly ceasesto be
aMarionette and becomes a boy

"My dear Father, we are saved!" cried the Marionette.
"All we haveto do now isto get to the shore, and that is easy.”

Without another word, he swam swiftly away inan

effort to reach land as soon as possible. All at once he
noticed that Geppetto was shivering and shaking asif with
ahighfever.

Was he shivering from fear or from cold? Who knows?
Perhgpsaalittle of both. But Pinocchio, thinking hisfather
was frightened, tried to comfort him by saying:

"Courage, Father! Inafew momentswe shall be safe onland.”

"But whereisthat blessed shore?' asked the little old man,
more and more worried as hetried to pierce the faraway shadows.
"Here | am searching on al sdesand | see nothing but seaand sky."

"| seethe shore," said the Marionette. "Remember, Father,
that | am likeacat. | see better at night than by day."

Poor Pinocchio pretended to be peaceful and contented,
but hewasfar from that. He was beginning to fed
discouraged, his strength was leaving him, and his bresthing
was becoming more and more labored. Hefet he could
not go on much longer, and the shorewas still far away.

He swam afew more strokes. Then he turned to Geppetto
and cried out weskly:

"Help me, Father! Help, for | an dying!”

Father and son were really about to drown when they
heard avoicelike aguitar out of tune call from the sea:

"What isthetrouble?'

"Itis| and my poor father."
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"I know thevoice. You are Pinocchio.”

"Exactly. Andyou?'

"I am the Tunny, your companion in the Shark's ssomach.”
"And how did you escape?'

"l imitated your example. Y ou are the one who showed
me theway and after you went, | followed.”

"Tunny, you arrived a the right moment! | imploreyou,
for thelove you bear your children, thelittle Tunnies,
to help us, or we are logt!"

"With great pleasure indeed. Hang onto my tail, both
of you, and let melead you. Inatwinkling you will be
safeonland.”

Geppetto and Pinocchio, asyou can easily imagine, did not
refuse the invitation; indeed, instead of hanging onto
thetail, they thought it better to climb on the Tunny's back.

"Arewetoo heavy?' asked Pinocchio.

"Heavy? Notintheleast. You areaslight as sea-shdls”
answered the Tunny, who was as large as atwo-year-old horse.

As soon asthey reached the shore, Pinocchio wasthe
firgt to jump to the ground to help his old father.
Then heturned to the fish and said to him:

"Dear friend, you have saved my father, and | have not
enough words with which to thank you! Allow meto
embrace you asasign of my eternd gratitude.”

The Tunny stuck his nose out of the water and Pinocchio
knelt on the sand and kissed him most affectionately

on hischeek. At thiswarm greeting, the poor Tunny,

who was not used to such tenderness, wept like a child.
Hefelt so embarrassed and ashamed that he turned quickly,
plunged into the sea, and disappeared.

In the meantime day had dawned.

Pinocchio offered his arm to Geppetto, who was so
weak he could hardly stand, and said to him:
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"Lean on my arm, dear Father, and let usgo. Wewill
walk very, very dowly, and if we fed tired we can rest
by thewaysde."

"And where are we going?' asked Geppetto.

"Tolook for ahouse or ahut, where they will be kind enough
to give usabite of bread and a bit of straw to deep on.”

They had not taken a hundred steps when they saw two
rough-looking individuas Stting on astone begging for dms.
It was the Fox and the Cat, but one could hardly recognize
them, they looked so miserable. The Cat, after pretending
to be blind for so many years had redlly lost the sght

of both eyes. And the Fox, old, thin, and amost hairless,
hed even logt histail. That dy thief had faleninto

deepest poverty, and one day he had been forced to séll his
beautiful tail for abiteto est.

"Oh, Rinocchio," he cried in atearful voice. "Giveus
some ams, we beg of you! Weareold, tired, and sick.”

"Sick!" repeated the Cat.

"Addio, fasefriendd" answered the Marionette.
"Y ou cheated me once, but you will never catch me again.”

"Believeud Today wearetruly poor and sarving.”
"Starving!" repeated the Cat.

"If you are poor; you deserveit! Remember theold
proverb which says. “Stolen money never bearsfruit.’
Addio, fasefriends.

"Have mercy onugl"

"On US,"

"Addio, fasefriends. Remember the old proverb which says:
"Bad wheat always makes poor bread!™

"Do not abandon us."

"Abandon us," repested the Cat.
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"Addio, falsefriends. Remember the old proverb:
"Whoever stedls his neighbor's shirt, usudly dieswithout
hisown.™

Waving good-by to them, Pinocchio and Geppetto
camly went on their way. After afew more steps,

they saw, at the end of along road near a clump of trees,
atiny cottage built of straw.

"Someone mudt livein that little hut," said Pinocchio.
"Let usseefor oursdves”

They went and knocked at the door.
"Whoisit?' said alittle voice from within.

"A poor father and a poorer son, without food and with
no roof to cover them," answered the Marionette.

"Turn the key and the door will open,” said the same
littlevoice.

Pinocchio turned the key and the door opened. Assoon
asthey went in, they looked here and there and everywhere
but saw no one.

"Oh--ho, where isthe owner of the hut?' cried Pinocchio,
very much surprised.

"Herel am, up here!"

Father and son looked up to the celling, and thereon a
beam sat the Talking Cricket.

"Oh, my dear Cricket," said Pinocchio, bowing politely.

"Oh, now you call me your dear Cricket, but do you
remember when you threw your hammer at meto kill me?”

"You areright, dear Cricket. Throw ahammer a me now.
| deserveit! But spare my poor old father.”

"l am going to spare both the father and the son. | have
only wanted to remind you of thetrick you long ago
played upon me, to teach you that in thisworld of ours
we must be kind and courteousto others, if we want to
find kindness and courtesy in our own days of trouble.”
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"You areright, little Cricket, you are more than right,

and | shall remember the lesson you have taught me. But
will you tell how you succeeded in buying this pretty

little cottage?"

"This cottage was given to me yesterday by alittle Goat
with bluehair."

"And where did the Goat go?" asked Pinocchio.

"l don't know."

"And when will she come back?"

"Shewill never come back. Yesterday she went away
bleating sadly, and it seemed to me she said: “Poor Pinocchio,
| shal never seehim again. . .the Shark must have

egten him by thistime™

"Were those her real words? Then it was she--it was--

my dear little Fairy," cried out Pinocchio, sobbing bitterly.
After he had cried along time, he wiped hiseyesand

then he made abed of straw for old Geppetto. Helaid him
onit and said to the Taking Cricket:

"Tdl me, little Cricket, where shdl | find aglass of milk
for my poor Father?'

"Threefidlds away from herelives Farmer John. He has
some cows. Go there and he will give you what you want."

Pinocchio ran dl the way to Farmer John'shouse. The
Farmer said to him:

"How much milk do you want?'

"l want afull glass.”

"A full glass cogtsapenny. Firg give methe penny.”

"I have no penny,” answered Pinocchio, sad and ashamed.

"Very bad, my Marionette," answered the Farmer,
"very bad. If you have no penny, | have no milk."

"Too bad," said Pinocchio and started to go.

"Wait amoment," said Farmer John. "Perhaps we can cometo terms.
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Do you know how to draw water from awel|?"
"l cantry."

"Then go to that well you see yonder and draw one
hundred bucketfuls of weter."

"“Verywel."

"After you havefinished, | shdl giveyou aglass of
warm sweet milk."

"l an idfied.”

Farmer John took the Marionette to the well and showed
him how to draw the water. Pinocchio set to work aswell
as he knew how, but long before he had pulled up the one
hundred buckets, he wastired out and dripping with
perspiration. He had never worked so hard in hislife.

"Until today," said the Farmer, "my donkey has drawn
the water for me, but now that poor animal isdying.”

"Will you take meto see him?"' said Pinocchio.

"Gledly."

As soon as Pinocchio went into the stable, he spied a
little Donkey lying on abed of straw in the corner of the
sable. He wasworn out from hunger and too much work.
After looking & him along time, he said to himsdlf:

"I know that Donkey! | have seen him before.”

And bending low over him, he asked: "Who areyou?'

At this question, the Donkey opened weary, dying eyes
and answered in the sametongue: "I am Lamp-Wick."

Then he closed hiseyesand died.

"Oh, my poor Lamp-Wick," said Pinocchio in afaint voice,
as he wiped his eyes with some straw he had picked up from the ground.

"Do you fed so sorry for alittle donkey that has cost you nothing?!
said the Farmer. "What should | do--I, who have paid my good money for him?"

"But, you see, hewasmy friend."
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"Y our friend?"
"A classmate of mine"

"What," shouted Farmer John, burgting out laughing.
"What! 'Y ou had donkeysin your school? How you must
have sudied™

The Marionette, ashamed and hurt by those words, did not answer,
but taking his glass of milk returned to hisfather.

From that day on, for more than five months, Pinocchio
got up every morning just as dawn was breaking and went
to thefarm to draw water. And every day hewas given
aglass of warm milk for his poor old father, who grew
stronger and better day by day. But he was not satisfied
with this. Helearned to make baskets of reeds and sold
them. With the money he recelved, he and hisfather were
ableto keep from starving.

Among other things, he built arolling chair, strong and
comfortable, to take hisold father out for an airing on
bright, sunny days.

In the evening the Marionette studied by lamplight.

With some of the money he had earned, he bought himself
asecondhand volume that had a few pages missing, and
with that helearned to read in avery short time. Asfar as
writing was concerned, he used along stick at one end of
which he had whittled along, fine point. 1nk he had none,
s0 he used thejuice of blackberries or cherries.

Little by little hisdiligence was rewarded. He

succeeded, not only in hisstudies, but dsoin hiswork, and a
day came when he put enough money together to keep his
old father comfortable and happy. Besidesthis, hewas
ableto save the great amount of fifty pennies. Withit he
wanted to buy himsdf anew suit.

One day he said to hisfather:

"l am going to the market place to buy mysdf acodt, a
cap, and apair of shoes. When | come back I'll be so
dressed up, you will think I am arich man.”

Heran out of the house and up the road to the village,
laughing and snging. Suddenly he heard his name called,
and looking around to see whence the voice came, he
noticed alarge snail crawling out of some bushes.
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"Don't you recognize me?' said the Snail.
"Yesand no."

"Do you remember the Snail that lived with the Fairy
with Azure Hair? Do you not remember how she opened
the door for you one night and gave you something to est?'

"I remember everything," cried Pinocchio. "Answer

me quickly, pretty Snail, where have you left my Fairy?
What is she doing? Has she forgiven me? Doesshe
remember me? Does she till love me? Isshevery far avay
from here? May | see her?

At al these questions, tumbling out one after another,
the Snail answered, cam asever:

"My dear Pinocchio, theFairy islyingill in ahospitd.”

"In ahospitd ?*

"Yes, indeed. She has been stricken with trouble and illness,
and she hasn't a penny left with which to buy a bite of bread.”

"Redlly? Oh, how sorry | am! My poor, dear little Fairy!
If 1 had amillion | should runto her withit! But |

have only fifty pennies. Herethey are. | wasjust going to
buy some clothes. Here, take them, little Snail, and give
them to my good Fairy."

"What about the new clothes?"

"What doesthat matter? | should like to sall theserags

| have on to help her more. Go, and hurry. Come back
here within a couple of daysand | hope to have more
money for you! Until today | have worked for my father.
Now | shal haveto work for my mother dso. Good-by,
and | hope to see you soon.”

The Snail, much againgt her usual habit, began to run
likealizard under asummer sun.

When Pinocchio returned home, hisfather asked him:
"And whereisthe new suit?'

"I couldn't find oneto fit me. | shdl haveto look again
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some other day."

That night, Pinocchio, instead of going to bed at ten
o'clock waited until midnight, and instead of making
eight baskets, he made sixteen.

After that he went to bed and fell adeep. Ashedept,

he dreamed of his Fairy, beautiful, smiling, and happy,

who kissed him and said to him, "Bravo, Pinocchio! In

reward for your kind heart, | forgive you for al your

old mischief. Boyswho love and take good care of their

parents when they are old and sick, deserve praise even

though they may not be held up as models of obedience

and good behavior. Keep on doing so well, and you will be happy.”

At that very moment, Pinocchio awvoke and opened wide his eyes.

What was his surprise and hisjoy when, on looking
himsdf over, he saw that he was no longer aMarionette,
but that he had become ared live boy! Helooked all
about him and instead of the usua walls of straw,

he found himself in abeautifully furnished little room,

the prettiest he had ever seen. In atwinkling, he jumped
down from his bed to look on the chair standing near.
There, he found anew suit, anew hat, and apair of shoes.

As soon as he was dressed, he put hishandsin his
pockets and pulled out alittle leather purse on which were
written the following words:

The Fairy with Azure Hair returns
fifty penniesto her dear Finocchio
with many thanksfor hiskind heart.

The Marionette opened the purse to find the money,
and behold--there werefifty gold coing!

Pinocchio ran to the mirror. He hardly recognized himsdlf.
The bright face of atal boy looked a him with wide-awake blue eyes,
dark brown hair and happy, smiling lips.

Surrounded by so much splendor, the Marionette hardly
knew what he was doing. He rubbed his eyestwo or three times,
wondering if he were still adeep or awake and decided he must be awake.

"And whereisFather?' he cried suddenly. Heran
into the next room, and there stood Geppetto, grown years
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younger overnight, spick and span in hisnew clothes and
gay asalark inthe morning. He was once more Mastro
Geppetto, the wood carver, hard at work on alovely
picture frame, decorating it with flowers and leaves, and
heads of animas.

"Father, Father, what has happened? Tell meif you can,”
cried Pinocchio, as he ran and jumped on his Father's neck.

"This sudden changein our houseisdl your doing,
my dear Pinocchio,” answered Geppetto.

"What havel to dowith it?"

"Just this. When bad boys become good and kind,
they have the power of making their homes gay and new
with happiness.”

"I wonder where the old Pinocchio of wood has hidden himsdf?"
"There heis," answered Geppetto. And he pointed

to alarge Marionette leaning againgt achair, head turned

to one Sde, arms hanging limp, and legs twisted under him.

After along, long look, Pinocchio said to himsalf with
grest content:

"How ridiculous| was asaMarionette! And how
happy | am, now that | have become areal boy!"

134



