Carlo Collodi
Pinocchio
Pinocchio

* editie bilingva roméni-engleza

* variantd prescurtata

Qi S=  —=——

AMATIONAL



Capitolul 1
Tamplarul Cherry géseste o bucata de lemn

A fost odata o bucata de lemn. Nu era o bucata dintr-o
esenta scumpa. Departe de asta. Doar o bucata simpla de lemn,
unul dintre acei busteni pe care-i pui iarna pe foc pentru a
incalzi camerele.

Nu stiu sigur cum s-a intamplat, dar e limpede pentru mine
cd aceasta bucata de lemn se gdsea Intr-o zi In pravilia unui
tamplar batran. Numele lui era Mastro Antonio, dar toata
lumea 1i zicea Mastro Cherry (Maestrul Cireasa), datorita
nasului sdu rosu si stralucitor ca o cireasd coapta.

Vazand bucata de lemn, Mastro Cherry fu cuprins de
veselie. Frecandu-si mainile, isi spuse:

— A venit la momentul potrivit acest bustean! Am sd cioplesc
din el un picior de masa superb!

Spunénd acestea, apucd toporul si incepu sd curete bucata
de lemn. Dar, nu lovi bine lemnul prima oard, ca si auzi o voce
slaba spunand:

—Te rog, fii atent! Nu ma lovi asa de tare!

Sa fi vazut uimirea de pe fata lui Mastro Cherry! Fata lui, si
asa comica, deveni si mai si...

Isi roti privirea prin camers, in speranta ci va afla de unde
vine vocea subtiricd, dar nu vazu pe nimeni. Se uita sub masa de
lucru, nimeni! Se uita in dulap, nimeni! Cauta prin rumegusul
de pe masa, nimeni! Deschise usa de la intrare, se uitd in susul
si in josul strazii... tot nimeni!

— Ahal zise el razand si scarpinandu-si peruca. Cred ca doar
mi s-a parut ca aud glasciorul slab spunand acele cuvinte! Bine,
bine, sa ma intorc la treaba!

Lovi inca o datd cu putere bucata de lemn.

- Au, au, ma ranesti! spuse aceeasi voce subtirica.

Mastro Cherry incremeni, ochii ii iesira din orbite, ramase
cu gura deschisa, iar limba 1i atdrnd afara.
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CHAPTER 1
Mastro Cherry, carpenter, found a piece of wood

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 warm.

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 red and
shiny that it looked like a ripe cherry.

As soon as he saw that piece of wood, Mastro Cherry was filled
with joy. Rubbing his hands together, he mumbled half to himself:

“This has come in the nick of time. I shall use it to make a divine
leg of a table.”

He grasped the hatchet quickly to peel off the bark and shape
the wood. But as he was about to give it the first blow 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.

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 still no one!

“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 again the piece of wood.

“Oh, oh! You hurt!” cried the same 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.
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Imediat ce-si reveni, spuse tremurand de frica:

- De unde vine aceastd voce, cand nu este nimeni in jurul
meu? Se poate oare ca aceasta bucata de lemn sa fi Invatat sa
vorbeascd si sa planga ca un copil? Nu prea-mi vine a crede!
Este doar o bucata obisnuitd de lemn, buna sa o arzi in soba, la
fel ca oricare altal E oare cu putintd sa se ascunda cineva in
interiorul busteanului? Daca-i asa, cu atit mai rau pentru el. |
aranjez eu!

Spunand acestea, Insfica busteanul si inceput sd cioca-
neasci in el fard mild. il lovi de podea, de peretii camerei, chiar
si de tavan.

Se opri sd auda vocea slaba cum se smiorcdie. Asteptd doua
minute, nimic; cinci minute, nimic; zece minute, nimic.

— Ahal! rase el incercand sa-si adune curajul si scarpinandu-si
peruca. Deci chiar mi s-a parut cd aud glasciorul pitigdiat! Da,
da - sa ma intorc iar la treaba!

Bietul de el, era atat de speriat, incat incepu sa fredoneze o
melodie pentru a-si face curaj.

Se aseza si lua toporul; incepu sa loveasca Incetisor in bus-
tean, pentru a-i da forma, dar cand il atinse prima oard auzi
acelasi glascior pitigdiat. De data asta, vocea 1i spuse chicotind:

— Opreste-te! O, opreste-te! Ma gadili la burtica!

In acel moment, Mastro Cherry lesina. Cand isi reveni, ob-
serva ca era intins pe podea.

Se schimbase la fata, iar nasul, din rosu, 1i devenise visiniu
aprins.

Dupa aceasta intamplare, Mastro Cherry se hotdri sa-i dea
bucata de lemn prietenului sdu Geppetto, pentru a-si ciopli o
marioneta care sa cante, sa danseze si sa faca tumbe.

In acel moment, in usi se auzi o bitaie puternica.

— Intrd! spuse tamplarul, fard a avea puterea sd se ridice de
pe podea.

— Bunad ziua, Mastro Antonio! raspunse Geppetto. Ce cauti
pe podea?

— Le invdt pe furnici abecedarul!
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As soon as he regained the use of his senses, he said, trembling
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. 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!”

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.

He listened for the tiny voice to moan and cry. He waited
two minutes — nothing; five minutes — nothing; ten minutes —
nothing.

“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!”

The poor fellow was scared half to death, so he tried to sing a
song in order to gain courage.

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:

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

Then, poor Mastro Cherry fell as if shot. When he opened his
eyes, he found himself sitting on the floor.

His face had changed; his nose turned from red to deepest
purple.

After this, he gives the piece of wood to his friend Geppetto,
who takes it to make himself a Marionette that will dance, fence,
and turn somersaults.

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.

“Good day, Mastro Antonio,” said Geppetto. “What are you
doing on the floor?”

“I am teaching the ants their A B C’s.”
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— Mult succes!

— Ce te-a adus aici, prietene Geppetto?

— Picioarele. Mastro Antonio, am venit sa-ti cer o favoare, ar
trebui sa te simti flatat.

— Sunt aici sa te ajut, {i raspunse tamplarul, ridicandu-se in
genunchi.

— Azi dimineatd mi-a venit o idee buna!

— S-0 auzim!

— M-am géandit sd-mi confectionez o marioneta superba din
lemn. Trebuie sa fie una minunatd, sa stie sa danseze, sa faca
salturi si alte giumbuslucuri! Intentionez sa plec cu ea in lume
sa-mi castig bucata de paine si paharul de vin. Ce crezi despre
asta?

— Bravo, Mamaligutd! strigd acelasi glascior subtirel.

Auzind cd i s-a spus ,Mamadliguta“, Geppetto se inrosi la fata,
se uitd spre tamplar si 1i spuse supadrat:

— De ce ma insulti?

— Cine te-a insultat?

— Mi-ai spus Mdmaliguta!

— Nu-i adevdrat!

— Adica tu crezi ca eu am zis-o! Dar eu stiu ca ai fost tu!

— Nu!

—Ba da!

— Nu!

— Ba da!

Tensiunea crestea, iar cei doi ajunsera de la ceartd la
lovituri, sfarsind prin a se zgaria si musca.

Cand lupta lua sfarsit, Mastro Antonio avea peruca galbena
a lui Geppetto in maini, iar peruca lui carliontata se afla in gura
lui Geppetto.

— Da-mi inapoi peruca! strigd cu o voce ursuza Mastro
Antonio.



“Good luck to you!”

“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.”

“Here I am, at your service,” answered the carpenter, raising
himself on to his knees.

“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. 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.

On hearing himself called Polendina, Mastro Geppetto turned
the color of a red pepper and, facing the carpenter, said to him
angrily:

“Why do you insult me?”

“Who is insulting you?”

“You called me Polendina!”

“I did not!”

“I suppose you think I did! Yet I know it was you.”

“Nol”

“Yes!”

“Nol”

“Yes!”

And growing angrier each moment, they went from words
to blows, and finally began to scratch and bite each other.

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.

“Give me back my wig!” shouted Mastro Antonio in a surly voice.
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— Dd-mi-o si tu pe a mea si vom redeveni prieteni!

Cei doi batranei, fiecare cu propria-i peruca pe cap, isi
stransera mainile si isi jurard cd vor fi prieteni pentru tot
restul vietii.

- Bine, atunci, Mastro Geppetto! spuse tamplarul fard
supdrare in glas. Ce doresti?

— Vreau o bucatd de lemn sa-mi confectionez o marioneta.
Imi dai?

Foarte bucuros, Mastro Antonio se indreptd spre bancul
de lucru, pentru a lua bucata de lemn care-l speriase atat de
tare. Dar, cand se apropie de prietenul sdu, lemnul {i sari din
brate si-l lovi pe bietul Geppetto peste picioarele sale
subtiratice.

— Aha! Asa stii tu sa oferi drdgut un cadou, Mastro
Antonio?

— Iti jur ¢ nu am vrut si se intample asta!

- §i e vina mea, desigur!

— Este vina acestei bucati de lemn.

— Ai dreptate! Dar nu uita cd tu ai aruncat-o peste picioa-
rele mele!

— Nu am aruncat-o!

— Mincinosule!

- Geppetto, nu md insulta ca-ti voi spune si eu
Mamaliguta!

— Idiotule!

— Mamaliguta!

— Magarule!

— Mamaliguta!

— Maimutoiule!

— Mamaliguta!

Cand auzi ca i se zice Mamaliguta si a treia oara, pe
Geppetto il apuci furia si siri la tamplar. Incepura iarisi si se
ia la tranta.
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