4 )

TADOKU JUNIOR (/v #4088 ) (kkkvrse 525 ) (70558
Pinocchio, Chapter 15
F5E KERHYOKRILOZ3ENT

Carlo Collodi (tr. Carol Della Chiesa, 1909) (1883 MDA) [RIX¥ D% ¥ Bk : Mark F. Smith %Aﬁﬁﬂ):.ﬂ)wﬁfmi

- J

EALEBIEEL? ARLEBICEDhIEE/ vy *A X ROBVWRICIENDEET, BOSBREE LD, 2ED
DHFDEDAL ERDETLE. THRFIERT ...

The Assassins chase Pinocchio, catch him, and hang him to the branch of a giant

oak tree.

As he ran, the Marionette felt more and more certain that he would have to give
himself up into the hands of his pursuers. Suddenly he saw a little cottage

gleaming white as the snow among the trees of the forest.

“If I have enough breath left with which to reach that little house, I may be

saved,” he said to himself.

Not waiting another moment, he darted swiftly through the woods, the Assassins

still after him.
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After a hard race of almost an hour, tired and out of breath, Pinocchio finally

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

labored breathing of his persecutors. The same silence followed.

As knocking was of no use, Pinocchio, in despair, began to kick and bang against
the door, as if he wanted to break it. At the noise, a window opened and a lovely
maiden looked out. She had azure hair and a face white as wax. Her eyes were

closed and her hands crossed on her breast. With a voice so weak that it hardly

could be heard, she whispered:
“No one lives in this house. Everyone is dead.”

“Won’t you, at least, open the door for me?” cried Pinocchio in a beseeching

voice.

“I also am dead.”

“Dead? What are you doing at the window, then?”
“I am waiting for the coffin to take me away.”

After these words, the little girl disappeared and the window closed without a

sound.

“Oh, Lovely Maiden with Azure Hair,” cried Pinocchio, “open, I beg of you. Take

pity on a poor boy who is being chased by two Assass—"

He did not finish, for two powerful hands grasped him by the neck and the same

two horrible voices growled threateningly: “Now we have you!”

The Marionette, seeing death dancing before him, trembled so hard that the

joints of his legs rattled and the coins tinkled under his tongue.

“Well,” the Assassins asked, “will you open your mouth now or not? Ah! You do

not answer? Very well, this time you shall open it.”
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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
a thousand pieces. The Assassins looked at each other in dismay, holding the

handles of the knives in their hands.

“I understand,” said one of them to the other, “there is nothing left to do now

but to hang him.”
“To hang him,” repeated the other.

They tied Pinocchio’s hands behind his shoulders and slipped the noose around
his neck. Throwing the rope over the high limb of a giant oak tree, they pulled till

the poor Marionette hung far up in space.

Satisfied with their work, they sat on the grass waiting for Pinocchio to give his
last gasp. But after three hours the Marionette’s eyes were still open, his mouth

still shut and his legs kicked harder than ever.

Tired of waiting, the Assassins called to him mockingly: “Good-by till tomorrow.
When we return in the morning, we hope you’ll be polite enough to let us find you

dead and gone and with your mouth wide open.” With these words they went.

A few minutes went by and then a wild wind started to blow. As it shrieked and
moaned, the poor little sufferer was blown to and fro like the hammer of a bell.
The rocking made him seasick and the noose, becoming tighter and tighter,

choked him. Little by little a film covered his eyes.

Death was creeping nearer and nearer, and the Marionette still hoped for some
good soul to come to his rescue, but no one appeared. As he was 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! If you were only here!”
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These were his last words. He closed his eyes, opened his mouth, stretched out

his legs, and hung there, as if he were dead.

FHEZEDZHZANZANI1Z7 www.haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/ Pinocchio, Chapter 15

4/7



*ugR FIE KERHIDOARICD S SN T (Pinocchio, Chapter 15)

ARLEBRE/ vy FAZBUDNFTTONER. KERHDDARDORKICDZLTLEVET,

ENBDS, E/vFAR I T CEBSFLIONESTLEILCHNAVRL, EVI[FEINLALAR
(E->TEFELE, ¥DEE, FROKRLDHWIEIL, BOLH)ICBHODR/NERERIERAIF L

(HDNERREFTEENDIFZEFOEIE-> TS, BhdhdbLhiEw, s/ vyFFXDODPT
%k‘\i l/r:o

PDLLEBFLTIC. /v FFEFTOPETIER(AIFRITTVEF Lz, AFRLEEBIK, FEHEEE-T
-3

1BRHECHUV - LICE-> T, 2DhNES>TREYSLAENS, E/ v FAEPS EXDRODPOICFEND
E.PERLEELLE, FhbBTE A,

E/yFAE, BILNBR b)—FELEELE ILADSE. BoFOREEEZTLXFIRRIhLH
MIATERENSTY, ®IEN. LAELEFETLE,

FEWTHTERDT, /vy FARFEI LTV bASECAEN, PECDOLTLEVEFBRVESL
T, oY LIEL®E L, ¥OBEMWTRIRE. ELWDEHPEEELE L. P&
PEOHIFDEELTVT, BAXA2IDLIICBCRXELE, BIFELTVWT, MFEHOLTHEHA TWL
FlLlo MCABRWVIZEEELLWET, DildesepEELL,

FZORICIE. FhbEFATWERA, FARTKATLEVE L.

T, PERITTChERAL?) EE/vFFIE THZEIEFTEIFUTE LS
bz LHATNWIDTT, |

EATNR? LxH. BOEZATHAZLTVWEZD?
ThizLEBATWCUD2EE/F>TWIDTY,

X738 DEXORITEAL. BEEbHCLENE L,

ol

. ZROIFIDEDELVWILEA) EE/vFAFSITUELE, TRV TT, BAIFTESE
W DHBWEFBBOFEBITTLCEEL, BUAITSOSNATWRIATT. 2ADAT A —

SVWRLOIEWVIBIC, 2KODBNFEAE/ vExFDEEDILH. HDBEXALL2DDEM, HETLH
CTHABZNFLSE. TEH. D2HFAL¥E!

DDA S5 2CDERT, £/ vy $FRREFL B, ROBEANDRH BN, SOFORE
FrUFey BN E L,

Fredh, EARLEBIEETRELE. TO%BIF3ARICHESFh EFE?RIEDH | BEELEVOH,?
L. SEZXRAITEETNS, 4

ARRCTT R EVFA 228N B L. AFEOEPEHV S EW2@DE £ L1

FHEZEDZHZANZANI1Z7 www.haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/ Pinocchio, Chapter 15 5/17



SVbWRIEIC, /vy FFARFETHIVWARTTETILNWEDT, FA42FIRETHICCFEFTLENE
Lifco ABRLEBIEFMODICENEFICLIZZE. oD LTEERSLEE L],

o >=%¥) ETADRLITAICEVELE, H5I0DED3TULHARV, |

M3 LA, & BIMANCHRLE LT,

2AIEE/ vy X FOBMFEEPTLIXN.,. GCBLHLOETHEMNTELE, ¥ LT KELHOROZFWRRICH
HERITMT T, DDV BAELRS (RS ENZFTI-IENHIFEL

2AIERN EFEZEISHERLT. EDLICThN, /v FxANBEINENMIDEFH L Lz, £ 3253

BFRI-->TH. AFEOBIEEFLRAVWTWT, OlFELEEFF. BEATE N BIFIIFLAEEIEEZEETWEL
T:o

FE(EUNEABRLESIK. BACLELIICKUDITELE, (TR bl BHE->TERL
EIRIEE BRrALTEATVT OBRECHITTVWTICNZ EH NP v, EDCHVDRWERSFS T
(h&o J ¥98->T. 2AFILBENE L

BRrz2&. FIFLVADNANEFLDELL, AXEa—Ea—E)RBLVIIC, hbW¥jRE/ vdHF
X »PRDPDIEIDLF T BAEANEWERShE LIz, WERSNTRONELCLED. EDEDIEE
ARAEDL R S>T BHDE->TEE L, LT D, BORINDTATEE LT

FRIEEAEAEDWTEELE, ¥ THE/ v F AL EFhDBRODBRANBIFICRKTCNBIZEEREST
WELED, FhbdobhFEFHATLE, IEDLEEVIEE B/ v FAEDDVES REEVS
READZEERVEL. BOIIEE > TV 3DLh b LK (bOhSHRVEE, DRPEF L,

(Hdh. BRXECh RFERBERXEA I ZZRVWTChES LD |

hd, €/ vFFDEVTDEETLE, /v FA13B8%E L. O%RKIF. 2FDIEL T, 3 TIEA
FEHIICREENA>TWE LT,

FHEZEDZHZANZANI1Z7 www.haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/ Pinocchio, Chapter 15 6/17



TFAZ E 94X g5 xsnhsokico3shT

cottage

window

rope

/J\é zﬂ% snhow Eg door /E - NP
£ hair hFDE knives 717 (knife® <95
#2)

BIZw3

EX= Py IS Lsils b
) zromEEELED kDL HOERFIR?

EALDR

5

Vet OB GOf-2

AW E
E) +1otorhTh, B/ yFFHTFRESEDREI LT?
<D#tw%??%zmt#5 (Dx%w%%fwt#B @ FCICITIFEAD

&b IS
E) sl ey RFBEROZEERUBLELES?
Db0EIoA0¥ QABRVWRE O BREA

a3 3

Ledls 503 hH 35 & - - L3 3 -
Ql @ 2 XEFEEe (bbVE) OHLrHFDEELTVT, B2 INLICBCRAE L

Q@ D B/ ydFEEThAENRTTETWAEDT, 4 IDIEI AL RIS CHFTLENE L,
Q3 B HIKBEENIEE, B/ v dARBREAESWEL. (2w TChEdES, EosPEE L,

BRBEFZBODLZFHANARA IS 2=P
7;: lJO
haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/

B B RBXEDEE (IBHEEEHNLITVWEYA) o Project Gutenberg BFEEE #500 (Carlo Collodi (tr. Carol Della Chiesa, 1909). 1883%F) o

TV o RXA >,

B . CORICIEBEIALEWES, H5BEAM1 X —Y L TAI (Codex) THWEIETT,

BA5% (WebhR)

: Mark F. Smith (LibriVox RS > F 4 Po X7V w2 KAL)

FOR - 24X AIEAD K AIE3EF v P, ADBTHIBRERL TWET,

FHEZEDZHZANZANI1Z7 www.haradaeigo.com/tadokubestjr/ Pinocchio, Chapter 15

A



