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Lecture 11 

PINOCCHIO 

 

 Geppetto, a poor old wood carver, was making a puppet from a tree 

branch.  

 .، ػجٞص كو٤ش ٣٘ذذ اُخؾت ، ف٘غ د٤ٓخ ٖٓ كشع اُؾجشحج٤جزٞ

 "You shall be my little boy," he said to the puppet, "and I shall call you 

- Pinocchio. 

 .ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ -فـ٤ش١" ، "ٝاهِن ػ٤ِٚ اعْ  ٢هبٍ ُِذ٤ٓخ ، ٣جت ػ٤ِي إٔ رٌٞٗ"

 " He worked for hours, carefully carving each detail. When he reached 

the mouth, the puppet started making faces at Geppetto. 

ًبٕ ٣ؼَٔ ُغبػبد، ٣٘ذذ ثؼ٘ب٣خ كبئوخ ًَ اُزلبف٤َ، ٝػ٘ذٓب ثِؾ اُلْ، ثذأد اُذ٤ٓخ ثبُزٌؾ٤ش ك٢  ٝجٚ "

 ج٤جزٞ

 "Stop that, you naughty boy," Geppetto scolded, "Stop that at once!" "I 

won't stop!" cried Pinocchio. 

، "أٝهق رُي دكؼخ ٝادذح!" "أ٢٘ٗ ُٖ ارٞهق!" ث٠ٌ  ج٤جزٞ ٚٝثخ , أٝهق رُي، اٗذ كز٠ ع٤ئ اُغِٞى"

 .ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ

 "You can talk!" exclaimed Geppetto. 

 "Of course I can, silly," said the puppet. 

 "٣ٌٔ٘ي اُزذذس!"" .ج٤جزٞ فشر

 ٝهبُذ اُذ٤ٓخ "ثبُطجغ أعزط٤غ، ٣باثِٚ".

 "You've given me a mouth to talk with." Pinocchio rose to his feet and 

danced on the table top. "Look what I can do!" he squealed. 

ُوذ ٓ٘ذز٢٘  اُلْ ُِزذذس ثٚ." ٝاسرلغ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ػ٠ِ هذ٤ٓٚ ٝسهـ ػ٠ِ اػ٠ِ اُطبُٝخ. "اٗظش ا٠ُ ٓب "

 .٢ٌ٘٘ٔ٣ اُو٤بّ ثٚ!" ٛٞ ٣قشر ه٣ٞلا

 "Pinocchio, this is not the time to dance," Geppetto explained. 

 ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ، ٛزا ٛٞ ٤ُظ اُٞهذ أُ٘بعت ُِشهـ". ج٤جزٞ "أٝمخ "

 "You must get a good night's rest. Tomorrow you will start going to 

school with the real boys. 

اُغؼ٤ذح. ؿذا عٞف رجذأ ثبُزٛبة ئ٠ُ أُذسعخ ٓغ الأٝلاد ٣جت إٔ رذقَ ػ٠ِ اُشادخ ُٜزٙ ا٤ُِِخ "

 .اُذو٤و٤ٖ

 You will learn many things, including how to behave." On his way to 

school the next morning, Pinocchio stopped to see a puppet show. 
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ٝ ك٢ هش٣وٚ ا٠ُ  ٤ّٞ اُزب٢ُ،عٞف رزؼِْ أؽ٤بء ًض٤شح، ثٔب ك٢ رُي ٤ًل٤خ اُزقشف. " ك٢ فجبح اُ

 .أُذسعخ رٞهلذ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ُشؤ٣خ ٓغشح اُؼشائظ

 "I can dance and sing better than those puppets and I don't need 

strings," boasted Pinocchio. He climbed onto the stage. 

رلبخش ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ. ٝهلض  أعزط٤غ إٔ اسهـ ٝاؿ٢٘ أكنَ ٖٓ رِي اُذ٠ٓ ٝأٗب ُغذ ثذبجخ ئ٠ُ علاعَ،""

 .ػ٠ِ خؾجخ أُغشح

 "Get off my stage," roared the Puppet Master. Then he noticed how 

much the crowd liked Pinocchio. He did not say anything and let 

Pinocchio stay. 

ُْٝ ٣وَ أ١ ؽ٢ء، ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ. ـ ُاُجٜٔٞس دت صأس سئ٤ظ اُؼشائظ " اسدَ ٖٓ ٓغشد٢ " صْ لادظ ٓوذاس 

 بُجوبء.ثث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ـ ُ عٔخٝ

 

 "Here, you've earned five copper coins," the Puppet Master told 

Pinocchio. 

 .ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ، ٛ٘ب، هذ ًغجذ خٔظ ٗوٞد ٗذبع٤خ" اُؼشائظ  هبٍ سئ٤ظ"

 "Take these coins and go straight home," said the Puppet Master. 

Pinocchio put the coins into his sack. 

 هبٍ سئ٤ظ اُؼشائظ "خز ٛزٙ اُ٘وٞد ٝارٛت ٓجبؽشح ئ٠ُ أُ٘ضٍ". ٝمغ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ اُوطغ اُ٘وذ٣خ ك٢  ج٤جٚ"

 He did not go very far before he met a lame Fox and a blind Cat. 

Knowing that Pinocchio had money, they pretended to be his friends. 

"Come with us. 

هجَ إ ٣جزؼذ جذا اُزو٠ صؼِت اػشط ٝهطخ ػ٤ٔبء. ػِٔب ثإٔ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ًبٕ ٣ِٔي أُبٍ، ٝأْٜٗ رظبٛشٝا أْٜٗ 

 .أفذهبءٙ. "رؼبٍ ٓؼ٘ب

 We'll teach you how to turn those copper pieces into gold," coaxed the 

sneaky Cat. 

 رذ٣َٞ رِي اُوطغ اُ٘ذبع٤خ ئ٠ُ رٛت، " "ٝٗذٖ عٞف ٗؼِٔي ٤ًل٤خ اُوو أُخبدع اه٘ؼٚ

 "We want to help you get rich. Plant your coins under this magic tree. 

In a few hours they'll turn to gold," said the Fox. 

ٝهبٍ اُضؼِت ٗذٖ ٗش٣ذ إٔ ٗغبػذى ك٢ اُذقٍٞ ػ٠ِ اُـ٠٘. ثضسع هطؼزي أُؼذ٤ٗخ رذذ ٛزٙ اُؾجشح  "

 .. كأٜٗب عززذٍٞ ك٢ ؿنٕٞ ثنغ عبػبد ئ٠ُ اُزٛت"،اُغذش٣خ

 "Show me where," said Pinocchio excitedly. The Cat and Fox pointed 

to a patch of loose dirt. Pinocchio dug a hole and put the sack in it, 

marking the spot with a stone. 

. ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ؿ٤ش صبثزٚضؼِت ئ٠ُ سهؼخ ٖٓ الأٝعبر اُُوو ٝ. ٝأؽبس ا" أس٢ٗ أ٣ٖ"،ٝهبٍ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ثذٔبط "

 .أٌُبٕ ثذجش ٝػِْ دلش دلشح ٝٝمغ ا٤ٌُظ ك٢ رُي،

 "Splendid!" exclaimed the Cat. "Now let's go to the inn for supper." 

After supper, the Fox and Cat, who weren't really lame or blind, 

quickly snuck away and disguised themselves as thieves. 
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سائغ!". "ا٥ٕ دػٞٗب ٗزٛت ئ٠ُ ٗضٍ ُز٘بٍٝ اُؼؾبء." ثؼذ اُؼؾبء، ػ٠ِ اُضؼِت ٝاُوو، "ٛزق اُوو 

 .ٝاُز٣ٖ ٤ُغٞا كؼلا أػشط أٝ ػ٤ٔبء، ٝرغِِٞا ثغشػخ ثؼ٤ذا ٝرٌ٘شٝا ًِقٞؿ

 They hid by the tree waiting for Pinocchio to come back and dig up the 

money. After Pinocchio dug up the coins they pounced on him. 

اخزجأٝا ٖٓ جبٗت اُؾجشح ك٢ اٗزظبس ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ إ ٣ؼٞد ٣ٝ٘جؼ أُبٍ. ثؼذ دلش ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ٤ُقَ  ُِوطغ 

 .ػ٤ِٚ ٞااُ٘وذ٣خ اٗون

 "Give us your money!" they ordered. But Pinocchio held the sack 

between his teeth and resisted to give the sack to them. Again they 

demanded, "Give us your money!" 

آشٝٙ "اػط٤٘ب ٓبُي!". ٌُٖٝ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ػوذ ا٤ٌُظ ث٤ٖ أع٘بٗٚ ٝهبّٝ لإػطبئْٜ ا٤ٌُظ. ٓشح أخشٟ "

 "!هبُجٞا، "اػط٤٘ب ٓبُي

 Pinocchio's Guardian Fairy, who was dressed all in blue and had blue 

hair, sent her dog, Rufus, to chase the Fox and Cat away. She ordered 

Rufus to bring Pinocchio back to her castle. "Please sit down," she told 

Pinocchio. Rufus kept one eye open to watch what was going on. 

، سٝكٞط، ًِجٜبأصسم، أسعِذ  ٛبثبُِٕٞ الأصسم، ًٝبٕ ؽؼش ٜبًِ ذث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ اُج٤٘خ، اُز٢ اًزغ دبسعخ 

"، ٝهبُذ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ . هِؼزٜبِؼٞدح ا٠ُ ُجِت ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ  ُٔطبسدح اُضؼِت ٝاُوو ثؼ٤ذا. أٓشد سٝكٞط

 .ٝادذح ٓلزٞدخ ُٔؾبٛذح ٓب ٣جش١ ٚػ٤٘اثو٠ سٝكٞط ". اجِظ اسجٞى

 "Why didn't you go to school today?" she asked Pinocchio in a sweet 

voice. 

 "I did," answered Pinocchio. Just then, his nose shot out like a tree 

branch. "What's happening to my nose?" he cried. 

 .عأُذ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ك٢ فٞد دِٞ ُٔبرا ُْ رزٛت ئ٠ُ أُذسعخ ا٤ُّٞ؟" "

 .٣ذذس لأٗل٢؟"  را"ٓبٛٞ ث٠ٌ. شع ؽجشحآزذ ه٣ٞلا ًبٗٚ كأجبة ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ، كؼِذ". كوو ثؼذ رُي، اٗلٚ  "

 "Every time you tell a lie, your nose will grow. When you tell the truth, 

it will shrink," said the Blue Fairy. "Pinocchio, you can only become a 

real boy if you learn how to be brave, honest and generous." 

ٝهبُذ اُج٤٘خ اُضسهبء.، ك٢ ًَ ٓشح روٍٞ ًزثخ، عٞف ٣٘ٔٞ أٗلي. ٝػ٘ذٓب روٍٞ اُذو٤وخ، عٞف  "

٣زوِـ"، "ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ، ٣ٌٔ٘ي إٔ رقجخ كوو فج٢ دو٤و٢ ئرا ً٘ذ رؼِْ ٤ًل٤خ إٔ رٌٕٞ ؽجبػب ٝفبدم 

 ٝعخ٢"

 The Blue Fairy told Pinocchio to go home and not to stop for any 

reason. Pinocchio tried to remember what the Blue Fairy told him. 

هبُذ اُج٤٘خ اُضسهبء ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ػذ ئ٠ُ أُ٘ضٍ ٝلا رزٞهق لأ١ عجت ٖٓ الأعجبة. دبٍٝ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ إٔ ٣ززًش 

 .ٓب هبُذ ُٚ اُج٤٘خ اُضسهبء 

 On the way to home he met some boys. "Come with us," said the boys. 

"We know a wonderful place filled with games, giant cakes, pretty 

candies, and circuses." The boys didn't know that if you were bad, you 

were turned into donkeys and trained for the circus. 

سائغ ٢ِٓء  "رؼبٍ ٓؼ٘ب"،. "ٗذٖ ٗؼشف ٌٓبٕ لز٤بٕٝهبٍ اُك٢ اُطش٣ن ئ٠ُ أُ٘ضٍ اُزو٠ ثؼل اُلز٤بٕ. 

ْٜٗ ا، ع٤ئ ٛزا  ارا ًبٕج٤ِٔخ، ٝاُغ٤شى." كإ الأٝلاد لا ٣ؼشكٕٞ اُأُؼبة، اٌُؼي اُؼٔلام، ٝاُذ٣ِٞبد 

 .غ٤شىِرذس٣جْٜ ٣ُزْ اُذ٤ٔش ٝ ا٠ُ ٣زذُٕٞٞ 
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 It was not very long before the boys began changing into donkeys. 

"That's what happens to bad boys," snarled the Circus Master as he 

made Pinocchio jump through a hoop. 

ُْ ٣ٔل ٝهذ ه٣َٞ جذا هجَ ثذء اُلز٤بٕ ك٢ اُزجذٍ ا٠ُ اُذ٤ٔش. ٝامبف "ٛزا ٓب ٣ذذس ُِلز٤بٕ اُغ٤ئخ"، 

 .ٝػوذ ٓبعزش اُغ٤شى ث٤٘ٔب جؼَ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ٣ولض ٖٓ خلاٍ اُطٞم

 Pinocchio could only grow a donkey's ears, feet, and tail, because he 

was made of wood. 

  .٘ٔٞ كوو آرإ اُذٔبس، ٝاُوذ٤ٖٓ، ٝاُز٣َ، لأٗٚ ف٘غ ٖٓ اُخؾترث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ٣ٌٖٔ إٔ 

 The Circus Master couldn't sell him to any circus. He threw Pinocchio 

into the sea.  

 .ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ك٢ اُجذشع٤ذ اُغ٤شى لا ٣ٌٖٔ ث٤ؼٚ ئ٠ُ أ١ ع٤شى. أُو٠ 

 The instant Pinocchio hit the water, the donkey tail fell off and his own 

ears and feet came back. 

 .ُذظخ  اسرطبّ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ك٢ أُبء، اٗخلل ر٣َ اُذٔبس ٝرٞهلذ أر٤ٗٚ ٝسج٤ِٚ ُِشجٞع ٓشح أخشٟ

 He swam for a very long time. Just when he couldn't swim any longer, 

he was swallowed by a great whale. 

 "It's dark here," scared Pinocchio said. 

 .عجخ ُلزشح ه٣ِٞخ جذا. كوو ػ٘ذٓب ٛٞ ُْ ٣غزط٤غ اُغجبدخ ُلزشح أهٍٞ، اثزِغ ٖٓ هجَ دٞد ػظ٤ْ

 أٌُبٕ ٓظِْ ٛ٘ب""هبٍ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ خبئلب

 Pinocchio kept floating deep into the whale's stomach. "Who's there by 

the light?" called Pinocchio, his voice echoing. 

 .فذٟ فٞرٚٝسجغ "ٖٓ ٛ٘بى ثبُنٞء؟" ، فبح ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ثو٠ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ػبئْ ك٢ ػٔن ثطٖ اُذٞد. 

 "Pinocchio, is that you?" asked a tired voice. 

 .ٖٓ اٗذ؟" ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ، عأٍ ثقٞد ٓزؼت"

 "Father, you're alive!" Pinocchio shouted with joy. He wasn't scared 

anymore. Pinocchio helped Geppetto build a big raft that would hold 

both of them. 

 أٗؾئ ٝ ٤ُظ خبئلب ثؼذ ا٥ٕ. ج٤جزٞ عبػذ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ٛٞالأة، اٗذ ػ٠ِ ه٤ذ اُذ٤بح!" فبح ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ كشدب. "

 .هٞف ًج٤ش ع٤ذَٔ ًَ ٜٓ٘ٔب

 When the raft was finished, Pinocchio tickled the whale. "Hold tight, 

Father. When he sneezes, he'll blow us out of here!" cried Pinocchio. 
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، ٝػ٘ذٓب ٣ؼطظ، ٛٞ عٞف  ثؾذٙ، دؿذؽ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ اُذٞد. "ٝالاة ػوذ فػ٘ذٓب رْ الاٗزٜبء ٖٓ اُطٞ

 .ؼ٘ب  ُِخشٝط ٖٓ ٛ٘ب!" ث٠ٌ ث٣ٞ٤ًٞ٘٤ذك

 Home at last, Geppetto tucked Pinocchio into his bed. "Pinocchio, today 

you were brave, honest and generous," Geppetto said. "You are my son 

and I love you." 

ج٤جزٞ  ؽجبع ٝفبدم ٝعخ٢" ًبٕث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ك٢ عش٣شٙ. "ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ، ا٤ُّٞ ذخَ ٣ج٤جزٞ ، اخ٤شا ك٢ أُ٘ضٍ

 ".أٗذ اث٢٘ ٝأٗب أدجي" هبٍ

 Pinocchio remembered what the Blue Fairy told him. "Father, now that 

I've proven myself, I'm waiting for something to happen," he whispered 

as he drifted off to sleep. 

بء ُٚ. "الأة، ا٥ٕ ثؼذ إٔ اصجذ ُ٘لغ٢، ٝأٗب ك٢ اٗزظبس دذٝس ؽ٢ء ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ  رزًش ٓب هبُزٚ اُج٤٘خ اُضسه

 .ٓب،" ٛٞ ٛٔظ ًبٗٚ  اٗغبم هجبُخ ُِّ٘ٞ

 The next morning Pinocchio came running down the steps, jumping and 

waving his arms. I He ran to Geppetto shouting, "Look Father, I'm a real 

boy!" 

٣قشر  ٤ُّٞ اُزب٢ُ ث٤ًٞ٘٤ٞ ٣ٜشٍٝ اُخطٞاد ٣ٝولض ٣ِٝٞح ثزساػ٤ٚ. سًل ا٠ُ ج٤جزٞ ٝٛٞجبء فجبح ا

 "!"اٗظش اث٢، أٗب فج٢ دو٤و٢

The End 

PINOCCHIO 

by Carlo Collodi 

 

 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— 

 1اُلقَ 

 .اٌُشص، ٗجبس ٝجذ هطؼخ ٖٓ اُخؾت اُز٢ رج٢ٌ ٝرنذي ًأٜٗب هلَ ع٤ذ٤ًق دذس إٔ 

 - ٓ٘ز هشٕٝ ػبػ ٛ٘بى

 "A king!" my little readers will say immediately. 

 No, children, you are mistaken. Once upon a time there was a piece 

of wood. It was not an expensive piece of wood. Far from it. Just a 

common block of firewood, one of those thick, solid logs that are 

put on the fire in winter to make cold rooms cozy and warm. 

 .أُِي!" عٞف اهشا ه٤ِلا ٝهبٍ ػ٠ِ اُلٞس"

ُوطؼخ ؿب٤ُخ ٖٓ اٌٖ رًبٕ ٛ٘بى هطؼخ ٖٓ اُخؾت. ُْ  لا، الأهلبٍ، كأٗزْ ٓخطئٕٞ. راد ٓشح

غ٤ٌٔخ، ٝاُجزٝع اُاُخؾت. ػ٠ِ اُؼٌظ ٖٓ رُي. ٓجشد ًزِخ ٓؾزشًخ ٖٓ اُذطت، ٝادذح ٖٓ رِي 

 .اُقِجخ اُز٢ رٞمغ ػ٠ِ اُ٘بس ك٢ كقَ اُؾزبء ُجؼَ اُـشف اُجبسدح ٓش٣ذخ ٝداكئخ
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 I do not know how this really happened, yet the fact remains that 

one fine day this piece of wood found itself in the shop of an old 

carpenter. His real name was Mastro Antonio, but everyone called 

him Mastro Cherry, for the tip of his nose was so round and red 

and shiny that it looked like a ripe cherry. 

 

ادذ الا٣بّ ٛزٙ اُوطؼخ ٖٓ اُخؾت ك٢ أٗب لا أػشف ٤ًق دذس ٛزا دوب، ٌُٖٝ رظَ اُذو٤وخ إ 

 ع٤ذأٗط٤ٗٞٞ، ٌُٖٝ اُج٤ٔغ دػبٙ  اُغ٤ذٝجذد ٗلغٜب ك٢ ٓذَ ٗجبس هذ٣ْ. ًبٕ اعٔٚ اُذو٤و٢ 

 .اٌُشص، ُطشف أٗلٚ ًبٕ ٓغزذ٣ش ٝادٔش ٝثشام أٗٚ ثذا ًٝأٗٚ اٌُشص اُ٘بمجخ

 As soon as he saw that piece of wood, Mastro Cherry was filled 

with joy. Rubbing his hands together happily, he mumbled half to 

himself: 

 "This has come in the nick of time. I shall use it to make the leg of 

a table." 

اٌُشص ثـ اُلشح. كشى ٣ذ٣ٚ ٓؼب ثغؼبدح، ٝرٔزْ إ اُ٘قق   ع٤ذثٔجشد إٔ سأٟ هطؼخ اُخؾت، آزلأ 

 :ُ٘لغٚ

 ".ُق٘غ عبم اُطبُٝخ عأعزخذٜٓبٝهذ جبء ٛزا ك٢ اُٞهذ أُ٘بعت رٔبٓب. "

 

 He grasped the hatchet quickly to peel off the bark and shape the 

wood.  

 ثغشػٚ ُ٘ضع اُِذبء ٝرؾ٤ٌَ اُخؾت  ٛٞ آغي ثبُلأط 

 

 But as he was about to give it the first blow, he stood still with arm 

uplifted, for he had heard a wee, little voice say in a beseeching 

tone: "Please be careful! Do not hit me so hard!" What a look of 

surprise shone on Mastro Cherry's face! His funny face became 

still funnier. 

ٌُٖٝ ث٤٘ٔب ًبٕ ػ٠ِ ٝؽي اػطبئٚ أٍٝ مشثخ، ًبٕ لا ٣ضاٍ ٝاهلب ٓغ اسرلبع  اُزساع الا اٗٚ عٔغ 

 ُٜب ٖٓ  ٣بفٞد فـ٤ش جذا ٣وٍٞ  ك٢ ُٜجخ اُزٞعَ: "! اسجٞى رٞخ٢ اُذزس لا رنشث٢٘ ثوٞٙ" 

 افجخ ٝلا٣ضاٍ اًضش رغ٤ِخ ٔنذياُاٌُشص، ٝجٜٚ  ع٤ذأمأد ٝجٚ  ٗظشح اعزـشاة 

 He turned frightened eyes about the room to find out where that 

wee, 

 little voice had come from and he saw no one! 

 اُقٞد اُقـ٤ش جذا ٝ ٗظش لا ادذ ٣أر٢ٖٓ ا٣ٖ ٤ٌُزؾق  اُـشكخدشى ػ٤٘بٙ ٓشػٞثب دٍٞ 

 

 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 still no one! 

لا أدذ! اخز ٣ذذم  - لا ادذ! اخزِظ اُ٘ظش داخَ  أُشدبك  لا ادذٝٗظش رذذ هبُٝخ اُ٘جبس 

 -لا أدذ! كزخ اُجبة ٗظش ئ٠ُ أػ٠ِ ٝأعلَ اُؾبسع  -  اُوؾبسحلا أدذ! ٝثذش ث٤ٖ  -داخَ اُخضاٗخ 

 !ادذلا  صاٍٝٓب 
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 "Oh, I see!" he then said, laughing and scratching his Wig. "It can 

easily be seen that I only thought I heard the tiny voice say the 

words! Well, well--to work once more." He struck a most solemn 

blow upon the piece of wood. 

أٝٙ، أٗب اسٟ!": مذي ٝ دي ؽؼشٙ أُغزؼبس. "٣ٌٖٔ ثغُٜٞخ اُ٘ظش ا٤ُٚ الا أ٢٘ٗ أػزوذ !صْ هبٍ  "

ضش ! ػبد ُِؼَٔ ٓشح أخشٟ." أٗٚ عذد مشثخ أً-أ٢٘ٗ عٔؼذ فٞد فـ٤ش ٣وٍٞ ًلاّ ٓإصش

 .ػ٠ِ هطؼخ اُخؾت اجلالا

 "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 his tongue hung down on his chin. 

 .اُقـ٤ش ثؼ٤ذا أٝٙ، أٝٙ! أٗذ رإر١!" فشر ٗلظ اُقٞد"

 .ػ٠ِ ره٘ٚ لاعلَُغبٗٚ  ٝرذ٠ُ، ثشصد ػ٤٘٤ٚ ٖٓ سأعٚ، كزخ كٔٚ ٝاعغ، فبٓزباٌُشص  ع٤ذاسرلغ 

 

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

stuttering from fright: "Where did that voice come from, when 

there is no one around? Might it be that this piece of wood has 

learned to weep and cry like a child? I can hardly believe it.  

ثٔجشد إ اعزؼبد اعزخذاّ دٞاعٚ، هبٍ اٗٚ، ٣شرجق ٖٓ اُخٞف ٝاُزِؼضْ:؟ "ٖٓ أ٣ٖ ٣أر٢  ٛزا 

اُقٞد ٖٓ، ػ٘ذٓب لا ٣ٌٕٞ ٛ٘بى ادذ ك٢ ج٤ٔغ الأٗذبء هذ رٌٕٞ ٛزٙ هطؼخ اُخؾت ُوذ رؼِٔذ 

 .اُجٌبء ٝاُقشار ٓضَ اُطلَ؟ أٗب ثبٌُبد أفذم رُي

 Here it is--a piece of common firewood, good only to burn in the 

stove, the same as any other. Yet-- might someone be hidden in it? 

If so, the worse for him. I'll fix him!" 

ٗلظ أ١ ًب ك٢ اُلشٕ، ٝٛٞ  رذشمكوو إٔ  ج٤ذٙهطؼخ ٖٓ دطت اُٞهٞد أُؾزشى،  -ٖٝٓ ٛ٘ب 

ك٢ رُي؟ ئرا ًبٕ الأٓش ًزُي، ٝالأعٞأ ثبُ٘غجخ ُٚ.  ٓخل٢ ٣ٌٕٞ ؽخـ ٓب هذ  -اخش. دز٠ ا٥ٕ 

 " !اٝسهٚعٞف 

 With these words, he grabbed the log with both hands and started 

to knock it about unmercifully. He threw it to the floor, against the 

walls of the room, and even up to the ceiling. 

بد، أٓغي صٗذ اُخؾت  ثٌِزب ٣ذ٣ٚ ٝثذأ ُزغذ٣ذٛب ثلا سدٔخ. ٝهبٍ اٗٚ س٠ٓ ثٜب ػ٠ِ ٓغ ٛزٙ أٌُِ

 .الأسك، ٝػ٠ِ جذسإ اُـشكخ، ٝدز٠ رقَ ئ٠ُ اُغوق

 He listened for the tiny voice to moan and cry. He waited two 

minutes--nothing; five minutes--nothing; ten minutes--nothing. 

لا ؽ٢ء؛ ػؾش  -لا ؽ٢ء؛ خٔظ دهبئن  -ُقٞد فـ٤ش لأ٤ٖٗ ٝثٌبء. ٝاٗزظش ده٤وز٤ٖ  ًبٕ ٣غزٔغ

 .لا ؽ٢ء -دهبئن 

 "Oh, I see," he said, trying bravely to laugh and ruffling up his wig 

with his hand. "It can easily be seen I only imagined I heard the 

tiny voice! Well, well--to work once more!" 

أٝٙ، لا أسٟ"، ٝهبٍ اٗٚ ٓذبٝلا ثؾجبػخ إٔ ٣نذي جؼذ أػ٠ِ ؽؼشٙ أُغزؼبس ث٤ذٙ. "٣ٌٖٔ "

 "!! ػبد ُِؼَٔ ٓشح أخشٟ-ثغُٜٞخ إٔ اٗظش ئ٤ُٚ أٗب كوو أرخ٤َ عٔبع فٞد فـ٤ش ٓإصش ، 
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 The poor fellow was scared half to death, so he tried to sing a gay 

song in order to gain courage. 

 .ٖٓ أجَ ًغت اُؾجبػخ ٓشدٚأُغ٤ٌٖ ًبٕ خبئلب دز٠ أُٞد، ُزُي دبٍٝ إٔ ٣ـ٢٘ أؿ٤٘خ 

 He set aside the hatchet and picked up the plane to make the wood 

smooth and even, but as he drew it to and fro, he heard the same 

tiny voice. This time it giggled as it spoke: 

ًٔب ُلذ اٗزجبٛٚ ٌُٖ  ك٘ذ٠ ػ٘ٚ اُلأط ٝاُزوو أُغذبط  ُجؼَ اُخؾت ػ٠ِ ٗذٞ عِظ ٝٓزغبٝ،

 هٜوٜٚ ًٔب رذذس : أُشحج٤ئخ ٝرٛبثب اٗٚ عٔغ ٗلظ اُقٞد اُنئ٤َ . ٛزٙ 

 "Stop it! Oh, stop it! Ha, ha, ha! You tickle my stomach." 

 This time poor Mastro Cherry fell as if shot. When he opened his 

eyes, he found himself sitting on the floor. 

 ."ًق ػٖ ٛزا! أٝٙ، رٞهق ػٖ رُي! ٛب، ٛب، ٛب! ٣ٌٔ٘ي دؿذؿخ ٓؼذر٢"

اٌُشص ًٔب ُٞ هزف. ػ٘ذٓب كزخ ػ٤٘٤ٚ، ٝجذ ٗلغٚ ٣جِظ ػ٠ِ  ع٤ذٛزٙ أُشح عوو أُغ٤ٌٖ 

 .الأسك

 His face had changed; fright had turned even the tip of his nose 

from red to deepest purple. 

 .ٝجٜٚ هذ رـ٤ش؛ هذ دٍٞ اُخٞف دز٠ هشف أٗلٚ ٖٓ الأدٔش ئ٠ُ الأسجٞا٢ٗ اُؼ٤ٔن

Chapter 2 

 Mastro Cherry gives the piece of wood to his friend Geppetto, who 

takes it to make himself a Marionette that will dance, fence, and 

turn somersaults. 

ج٤جزٞ، اُز١ ٣أخزٛب ٤ُجؼَ ٖٓ ٗلغٚ اُذ٤ٓخ أُزذشًخ  اٌُشص ٣ؼط٢ هطؼخ اُخؾت ُقذ٣وٚ ع٤ذ

 .ٝػَٔ اُؾوِجبد ، ٝرجبسص، رشهـاُز٢ عٞف 

 In that very instant, a loud knock sounded on the door. "Come in," 

said the carpenter, not having an atom of strength left with which 

to stand up. 

ك٢ رِي اُِذظخ جذا، ثذا اُذم ػ٠ِ اُجبة ثقٞد ػبٍ. "، هبٍ اُ٘جبس "رؼبٍ"، ، لا ٝجٞد رسح ٖٓ 

 .ؿبدس ٓؼٜب هٞح ػ٠ِ اُٞهٞف

 At the words, the door opened and a dapper little old man came in. 

His name was Geppetto, but to the boys of the neighborhood he 

was Polendina,[1] on account of the wig he always wore which 

was just the color of yellow corn. 

ذ٢ اُك٢  الاٝلاد، ٌُٖٝ  ج٤جزٞ اعٔٚ ثؼجبسح اخشٟ ، كزخ اُجبة ٝجبء سجَ أ٤ٗن ػجٞص. ًٝبٕ

 ُٞٗٚدائٔب اُز١ ًبٕ كوو  اُز١ ٣شرذ٣ٚٔغزؼبس اُ ٙؽؼش جت ثغ Polendina ،[1] ٣غٔٞٗٚ  اًٞبٗ

 .اُزسح ًِٕٞأفلش 

 Cornmeal mush 

 Geppetto had a very bad temper. Woe to the one who called him 

Polendina! He became as wild as a beast and no one could soothe 

him. 

 "Good day, Mastro Antonio," said Geppetto. "What are you doing 

on the floor?" 
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 ػق٤ذح ده٤ن اُزسح

ٝلا أدذ  د٤ٞإ ٓضَ ٝدؾ٢ أفجخ  !Polendina ٓضاط ع٢ء جذا. رجب ُِز١ دػبٙ ك٢ ج٤جزٞ ًبٕ

 رٜذئزٚ.٣ٌٖٔ 

 "ك٢ اُطبثن؟ رلؼَٓبرا " .أٗط٤ٗٞٞ"، ع٤ذ٣ّٞ ج٤ذ، هبٍ ج٤جزٞ "

 

 "I am teaching the ants their A B C's." 

 "Good luck to you!" 

 ".A B Cاَُ٘ٔ  ْٜأٗب ادسع"

 "!دظب عؼ٤ذا ٌُْ"

 "What brought you here, friend Geppetto?" 

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

have come to you to beg for a favor." 

 "ج٤جزٞ؟ ٓبرا جبء ثي ٛ٘ب، فذ٣و٢"

 ".ُِٔقِذخ ارٞعَعبه٢. ٝسثٔب رِٔن ُي إٔ رؼشف، ع٤ذ أٗط٤ٗٞٞ، ا٢٘ٗ جئذ ُي "

 

 "Here I am, at your service," answered the carpenter, raising 

himself on to his   knees. 

 أجبة اُ٘جبس أٗب ٛ٘ب، ك٢ خذٓزي،" ، ٝسكغ ٗلغٚ ئ٠ُ سًجز٤ٚ "

 "This morning a fine idea came to me." "Let's hear it." 

 "I thought of making myself a beautiful wooden Marionette. It 

must be wonderful, one that will be able to dance, fence, and turn 

somersaults.  

 ".ٛزا اُقجبح جبءر٢٘ كٌشح ج٤ذ." "دػٞٗب ٗغٔغ رُي"

جت إٔ رٌٕٞ سائؼخ، ٝادذح ٖٓ ؽأٜٗب كٌشد ك٢ ف٘غ د٤ٓخ ٓزذشًخ ُ٘لغ٢ ٖٓ خؾج٤خ ج٤ِٔخ. ٣"

 .، ٝػَٔ اُؾوِجبدٝأُجبسصحإٔ رٌٕٞ هبدسح ػ٠ِ اُشهـ، 

 

 With it I intend to go around the world, to earn my crust of bread 

and cup of wine. What do you think of it?" "Bravo, Polendina!" 

cried the same tiny voice which came from no one knew where. 

اُخجض ًٝأط ٖٓ اُ٘ج٤ز. ٓب سأ٣ي ك٢  سؿ٤ق ٢ ٓغ رُي أ١ٞٗ ُِزٛبة ك٢ ج٤ٔغ أٗذبء اُؼبُْ، ٌُغج

ٖٓ د٤ش ُْ ٣ٌٖ أدذ  جبء اُقـ٤ش اُز١ث٠ٌ ٗلظ اُقٞد "" !Polendina، ثشاكٞرُي؟ "" 

 .٣ؼشف
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 On hearing himself called Polendina, Mastro Geppetto turned the 

color of a red pepper and, facing the carpenter, said to him angrily: 

رذٍٞ ُٞٗٚ ا٠ُ اُلِلَ الأدٔش، ٝٓٞاجٜخ اُ٘جبس، هبٍ ُٚ  ج٤جزٞ  ، ع٤ذ ػ٘ذ عٔبػٚ  ٣ذػ٤ٚ ث٤ُٞ٘ذ٣٘ب 

 :ثـنت

 "Why do you insult me?" 

 "ُٔبرا ر٢٘٘٤ٜ؟"

 "Who is insulting you?" 

 "ٖٓ ٛٞ اٛبٗي؟"

 "You called me Polendina." 

 ".Polendina دػٞر٢٘"

 "I did not." 

 ."ُْ أكؼَ"

 "I suppose you think I did! Yet I know it was you." 

 ".أكزشك ً٘ذ أػزوذ أ٢٘ٗ كؼِذ! ٌُٖٝ أٗب أػِْ أٗٚ اٗذ"

 "No!" 

 "Yes!" 

 "No!" 

 "Yes!" 

 And growing angrier each moment, they went from words to 

blows, and finally began to scratch and bite and slap each other. 

 

ًَ ُذظخ، رٛجب ٖٓ اٌُلاّ ئ٠ُ اُنشة، ٝثذأد أخ٤شا ٗوطخ اُقلش ٝػل ٝفلغ ٚ ؿنج ٝأصداد

 .ثؼنٜب اُجؼل

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

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

his mouth. 

ؽؼش  ج٤جزٞ  ػ٘ذٓب اٗز٢ٜ اُوزبٍ، ًٝبٕ  ؽؼش ج٤جزٞ أُغزؼبس الافلش ك٢ ٣ذ اُغ٤ذ اٗط٤ٗٞٞ ٝٝجذ

 .اُ٘جبس أُغزؼبس أُجؼذ ك٢ كٔٚ

 "Give me back my wig!" shouted Mastro Antonio in a surly voice. 

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

 .!"لإسجبػٚأػط٢٘ ؽؼش١ أُغزؼبس " فبح اُغ٤ذ أٗط٤ٗٞٞ ثقٞد ػبثظ

 ".٣ٌٔ٘ي اػبدٙ ٢ٌِٓ ٝعٌٕ٘ٞ أفذهبء"
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 The two little old men, each with his own wig back on his own 

head, shook hands and swore to be good friends for the rest of their 

lives. 

ًجبس اُغٖ الاص٘بٕ ، اػبد ًَ ْٜٓ٘ ؽؼشٙ أُغزؼبس ٓشٙ اخشٟ ػ٠ِ ساعٚ ، رقبكذب اُو٤َِ ٖٓ 

 .ٝأهغٔب إ ٣ٌٞٗب افذهبء ج٤ذ٣ٖ ُجو٤خ د٤برٜٔب

 "Well then, Mastro Geppetto," said the carpenter, to show he bore 

him no ill will, "what is it you want?" 

 "رش٣ذ؟را ، "ٓب ٤ُٗٚٚ أ١ عٞء لا ٣ذَٔ ، ، ٤ُظٜش أٗٚ "ع٤ذ ج٤جزٞ دغ٘ب، صْ هبٍ اُ٘جبس "

 "I want a piece of wood to make a Marionette. 

 .أس٣ذ هطؼخ ٖٓ اُخؾت ُق٘غ اُذ٤ٓخ أُزذشًخ"

 Will you give it to me?" Mastro Antonio, very glad indeed, went 

immediately to his bench to get the piece of wood which had 

frightened him so much. 

َٛ رؼط٢٘٤ ؟ "اُغ٤ذ أٗط٤ٗٞٞ، عؼ٤ذ جذا ك٢ اُٞاهغ، ٝرٛت ػ٠ِ اُلٞس ئ٠ُ ٓوؼذٙ ُِذقٍٞ ػ٠ِ 

 .هطؼخ اُخؾت اُز١ ًبٕ خبئلب ٜٓ٘ب ًض٤شا

 But as he was about to give it to his friend, with a violent jerk it 

slipped out of his hands and hit against poor Geppetto's thin legs. 

"Ah! Is this the gentle way, Mastro Antonio, in which you make 

your gifts? You have made me almost lame!" 

ٝافطذٓذ أٜٗب اٗضُوذ ك٢ ٣ذ٣ٚ ٌُٖٝٝ لأٗٚ ًبٕ ػ٠ِ ٝؽي اػطبئٜب فذ٣وٚ، ٓغ سػؾخ ػ٤٘لخ 

اُز٢ روذّ ك٤ٜب ٛذا٣بى أٗط٤ٗٞٞ،  ع٤ذ، اُِط٤لخَٛ ٛزٙ ٢ٛ اُطش٣وخ  . "آٙ! هجبُٚ عبه٢ اُلو٤ش ج٤جزٞ 

 "!روش٣جب اػشط٢٘ ز؟ ُوذ جؼِ

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

 "!أهغْ ُي أ٢٘ٗ ُْ أكؼَ رُي"

 "It was I, of course!" 

 "!ًبٕ أٗب، ثبُطجغ"

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

 ".اُوطؼخ ٖٓ اُخؾتٝهبٍ "اٗٚ رٗت ٛزٙ 

 "You're right; but remember you were the one to throw it at my 

legs." 

 ".أٗذ ػ٠ِ دن، ٌُٖٝ رزًش أٗي ً٘ذ اُٞد٤ذ ُش٤ٜٓب ػ٠ِ عبه٢"

 "I did not throw it!" 

 "!ُْ أًٖ اُو٤ٜب"

 "Liar!" 

 "ًزاة"

 "Geppetto, do not insult me or I shall call you Polendina." 

 ب٘ج٤جزٞ  لا ر٢٘٘٤ٜ ٝالا عأدػ٤ي ث٤ُٞ٘ذ٣

 "Idiot." 

 اثِٚ

 "Polendina!" 
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 ث٤ُٞ٘ذ٣٘ب

 "Donkey!" 

 دٔبس

 "Polendina!" 

 ث٤ُٞ٘ذ٣٘ب

 

 "Ugly monkey!" 

 هشد هج٤خ

 

 "Polendina!" 

 ث٤ُٞ٘ذ٣٘ب

 On hearing himself called Polendina for the third time, Geppetto 

lost his head with rage and threw himself upon the carpenter. Then 

and there they gave each other a sound thrashing. 

 

، ج٤جزٞ كوذ ػوِٚ ثغجت ؿنجٚ ٝس٠ٓ ٗلغٚ ػ٠ِ اُ٘جبس  اُضبُضخ ُِٔشح  ٣ذػ٤ٚ ث٤ُٞ٘ذ٣٘ب ػ٘ذ عٔبػٚ 

 . صْ ٛ٘بى اػط٠ ثؼنْٜ اُجؼل هشع اُجِذ 

 After this fight, Mastro Antonio had two more scratches on his 

nose, and Geppetto had two buttons missing from his coat. Thus 

having settled their accounts, they shook hands and swore to be 

good friends for the rest of their lives. 

 ٛ٘بى اص٤ٖ٘ اٝ اًضش ٖٓ اُخذٝػ ػ٠ِ اٗلٚ ، ًٝبٕ اٗط٤ٗٞٞثؼذ ٛزٙ أُؼشًخ، ًٝبٕ ػ٠ِ ع٤ذ 

اص٤ٖ٘ ٖٓ الأصساس ك٢ ػذاد أُلوٞد٣ٖ ٖٓ ٓؼطلٚ. ٌٝٛزا ثؼذ إٔ اعزوش دبُْٜ ، رقبكذب  ج٤جزٞ 

 .ٝأهغٔب إ ٣ٌٞٗب افذهبء ج٤ذ٣ٖ ُجو٤خ د٤برٜٔب

 Then Geppetto took the fine piece of wood, thanked Mastro 

Antonio, and limped away toward home. 

 .ٖٓ اُخؾت، ٝؽٌش ع٤ذ أٗط٤ٗٞٞ، ٝخشط ثؼ٤ذا ٗذٞ أُ٘ضٍ اُج٤ذحاُوطؼخ  ج٤جزٞ أخزصْ 

 

 


