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KHura Ha aHITIMIICKOM SI3BIKE C MapasuIeIbHBIM NIepeBOJOM Ha pycckuil. [locne
KQKIOT0 MPEJIOKEHUS CIELYET €ro NEPEBOA. IJTO HE MPOCTO CKa3Ka, a

Aep3KUid IOOeT U3 CKyYHOH peasibHOCTH. TOJCTOM co3/1a1 TMMH aBaHTIOPU3MY:
JepeBsSIHHBIN copBaHell bypaTrHo npoaaet a30yKy, YTOObl KyIUTh OUJIET B

TeaTp — U He nporajpiBaeT. BMecto HpaBoy4YeHuil 3/1ech BeTep cBOOO/IbI, 3arax
KYJIUC U 3BOH 30JI0ThIX MOHET. [ J1aBHBIN (pOKyCc — B JeTanisix. XapueBHs «Tpex
neckapemn», nusABKMU [lypemapa, MpayHas TailHa 3a XOJICTOM — 3TOT MUP XOYeTCs
pa3msabBaTh OECKOHEUHO. VIcTOpus LEemIsieT He MOPaJiblo, a KYpPakoM: Jake HOC
BypatuHo paboTaer Kak OTMbIYKA. MieanbHBIN TEKCT 7151 TeX, KTO YCTal ObITh
«BOCIUTaHHBIM». [lociie mpoYTeHUsI XOUeTCsl HEeMeJIeHHO HAWTU NMOTAaUHYIO JIBEPILY
Y HapyIUTh Napy-TPOUKY MPaBUJL.
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The Golden Key, or The Adventures of Buratino 3omotoi kimounk, wiu [pukmodyenus: bBypa-
THUHO

I dedicate this book IlocBsmiato 3Ty KHUTY
To Lyudmila Ilyinichna Tolstoy Jlrogmune Unsunnune Tosncron

Preface [IpenucioBue

When I was little — a long, long time ago — I read a book called Pinocchio, or the Adventures of a
Wooden Doll (a wooden doll in Italian is Buratino). Korga s Obu1 MajieHbKHi — O4eHb, OYE€Hb JaBHO, —
sl YATaJl OJHY KHUXKKY; OHa Ha3biBasach «IIuHoKkuMO, wiu [ToxoxaeHus nepeBsiHHON KYKJIbl» (epe-
BSIHHAsI KyKJIa TIO-UTaJIbsTHCKU — OYpaTHHO).

I often told my friends, girls and boys, the entertaining adventures of Buratino. fI yacto paccka-
3bIBaJl MOMM TOBApHIIaM, JEBOUKAM M MaJbuMKaM, 3aHUMaTellbHble TpuKodueHusi byparuno. But
since the book was lost, I told it differently each time, inventing adventures that were not in the book at
all. Ho Tak Kak KHMKKA MOTEPSIIACH, TO SI pACCKa3bIBAJI KX bl pa3 MO-pa3HOMY,BbIIyMbIBAJ TAKHE
MOXO/ICHH I, KAKUX B KHUTE COBCEM M HE OBLIO.

Now, many, many years later, I remembered my old friend Buratino and decided to tell you,
girls and boys, an extraordinary story about this wooden man. Tenepsb, yepe3 MHOro-MHOTO JIET,
sl IPUTIOMHMJI MOETO CTaporo jipyra BypatuHo m Hajymas pacckasaTh BaM, JEBOYKU M MaJIbYMKH,
HEOOBIYalHYI0 HCTOPHIO TPO 3TOTO AEPEBSHHOTO YeJIOBEUKa.

Alexey Tolstoy Anekceii Toncroii

The carpenter Giuseppe came across a log that squeaked with a human voice Cronsipy Ixy-
3er11e NOoMnajoch Moj pyKy MOJEHO, KOTOPOE MUIIAJIO YeTOBEYECKUM TrOJIOCOM

Once upon a time, in a town on the shores of the Mediterranean Sea, there lived an old carpenter
named Giuseppe, nicknamed Blue Nose. [laBHbIM-1aBHO B Topojike Ha Oepery Cpean3eMHOro Mopst
KU crapbiil ctonsp Jxysernne no npo3Banuio Cusblii Hoc.

One day he came across a log, an ordinary log for heating the hearth in winter. OgHax bt emy
MONAJIOCh O] PYKY TOJIEHO, OOBIKHOBEHHOE TIOJIEHO JIJISl TOTIKM OYara B 3MMHEE BpeMsl.

“Not a bad thing,” Giuseppe said to himself, “we could make something out of it like a table
leg...” — Heroxas Belipb, — ckazai cam cede Jly3emnre, — MOKHO CMAacTepHUTh U3 HErO YTO-HUOY/Ib
BpOJIe HOXKH JJISI CTOJA. . .

Giuseppe put on his glasses, wrapped in twine, since the glasses were also old, turned the log
in his hand and began to chop it with an axe. [[)xy3erme HaJiell OYKH, OOMOTaHHBIE OCUEBKOM, TaK
KaK OYKHU ObUIM TOXE CTaphble, TIOBEpTel B PyKe MOJICHO U Haval ero Tecath TOMOpPUKOM. But as soon
as he began to chop, someone’s unusually thin voice squeaked: Ho Tonbko oH Havyasl Tecarb, 4eu-To
HEOOBIKHOBEHHO TOHEHBKUI TOJIOCOK TPOITHIIIA:

- Oh-oh, please be quiet! — Oii-oi, moTwuile, Moxatyncra!

Giuseppe pushed his glasses up to the tip of his nose and began to look around the workshop
—noone... I[)Ky3€l'[H€ CABHUHYJI OYKH Ha KOHYUK HOCA, CTaJl OIryIdablBaTh MaCTEPCKYIO — HUKOIO. . .

He looked under the workbench — no one... OH 3amisHyJ1 1104 BEPCTaK — HUKOTO. . .

He looked in the basket with shavings - no one... OH mocMoTpes B KOP3UHE CO CTPYKKaAMH —
HUKOTO. ..

He stuck his head out the door — there was no one on the street. .. OH BBICYHYJI TOJIOBY 32 IBE€Pb
— HUKOI'O Ha yJI1IIC. ..

“Did I really imagine it?” «Heyxenu mue nouyauiocs? — thought Giuseppe. — momgyman JIxy-
serme. — “Who could have been squeaking? — Ko 6b1 310 MOr numars?. .. .” »

He took the hatchet again and again — just hit the log... OH onsATh B3s1 TONOPUK U OMSITH —
TOJIBKO YAApWJI IO TIOJIEHY . . .
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“Oh, it hurts, I'm telling you!” — Oii, 6onbHO *e, roBopio! — a thin voice howled. — 3aBbin
TOHEHBKHUH TOJIOCOK.

This time Giuseppe was seriously scared, his glasses even started to fog up... He looked around
every corner of the room, even climbed into the fireplace and, turning his head, looked into the
chimney for a long time. Ha stoT pa3 [I)xy3enne ucnyrajicsi He Ha HIyTKY, Y HEro Aaxe BCIOTEeNn
o4ku... OH ocMOTpen Bce YIIbl B KOMHATe, 3ajie3 J1ake B ouar U, CBEpHYB TOJIOBY, JOJITO CMOTpE
B TpyOy.

— There is no one... — Het Hukoro...

“Maybe I drank something inappropriate and my ears are ringing?” «MoxeT ObITb, s BHIITAT
4yero-HuOy/Ib HETIOAXOISIIETO U Y MeHs 3BeHUT B yiax ? — Giuseppe thought to himself. » — pa3mpiri-
75171 Tipo ce6s1 [Ixy3erre.

No, he hadn’t drunk anything inappropriate today... Having calmed down a bit, Giuseppe took
the plane, hit the back of it with a hammer so that the blade would come out just right — not too much
and not too little — put the log on the workbench and — just started shaving... Hert, cerogns oH Hu4ero
HeToAXosmero He ... Hemnoro ycnokosich, [Ixy3enme B35 pyOaHOK, CTYKHYJ MOJIOTKOM 10
3aJHEel ero 4acTu, 4ToObl B Mepy — He CJIMIIKOM MHOTO M He CJIMIIKOM MaJlo — BBUIE3JIO JIe3BHUE,
TIOJIOXKIUJT TIOJIEHO Ha BEPCTAK U — TOJBKO MOBEN CTPYXKKY. . .

“Oh, oh, oh, oh, listen, why are you pinching?” — Oii, oi1, oi1, Ol CTyIIaiiTe, Yero Bbl IIUILIE-
Tech? — a thin voice squeaked desperately. — oT4astHHO 3arnuIa TOHEHHKUI TOJIOCOK.

Giuseppe dropped the plane, stepped back and sat down on the floor: he realized that the thin
voice was coming from inside the log. [Ixxy3enme ypoHu1 pyOaHOK, MOMATHICS U CeJl PSMO Ha TIOJ:
OH JIOTa/IaJICS, YTO TOHEHBKUH T'OJIOCOK IIEN U3HYTPH TOJIeHA.

Giuseppe gives a talking log to his friend Carlo [I>xy3enne gaput roBopsiiiee 1ojeHo CBOeEMY
apyry Kapmno

At this time, an old friend of Giuseppe’s, an organ grinder named Carlo, came to see him. Bato
BpeMs K JXKy3erre 3ale ero CTapuHHbIN PpUSTENb, [apMaHIIUK 1o umeHu Kapro.

Once upon a time, Carlo, wearing a wide-brimmed hat, walked around the cities with a beautiful
barrel organ and earned his living by singing and playing music. Koraga-to Kapno B mmpokonosnoi
IISATIE XOAWJI C TIPEKPACHOM IapMaHKOM 10 rOpoJaM | MeHWeM U MY3bIKOH JoObIBasI cede Ha XJieO.

Now Carlo was already old and sick, and his barrel organ had long since broken. Ceituac Kapmno
ObLT yX)e cTap 1 00JieH, U MapMaHKa ero JaBHO CJIOMAasIach.

“Hello, Giuseppe,” he said, entering the workshop. — 3npaBctByii, [Ixy3emnre, — cka3an OH,
3aiias B mactepckywo. “Why are you sitting on the floor?” — Uro Tsl cuauib Ha noiy?

“And I, you see, lost a small screw... Oh, never mind!” — A 51, BUTUIIIb JIU, OTEPSLTT MAJICHbKUIA
BUHTHK. .. [la Hy ero! — Giuseppe answered and glanced sideways at the log. — orBeT1 [Ixxy3enne u
nokocusics Ha nosieHo. — “Well, how are you, old man?” — Hy, a Tbl Kak kuBEIIb, cTapuHA?

“It’s bad,” answered Carlo. — ITnoxo, — orBeTi Kapro. “I keep thinking about how I can earn
my living... If only you could help me, give me some advice, or something...” — Bc€ nymaio — uem
Obl MHE 3apaboTaTh Ha XJie0... XOTh Obl THI MHE ITOMOT, [IOCOBETOBAJT ObI, UTO JIH. . .

“What could be simpler?” Giuseppe said cheerfully and thought to himself: “I'll just get rid of
this damned log now.” — Yero mpoire, — ckazan Beceso [lxxy3enme u nmogymat rpo cedst: «Otaena-
I0Ch-Ka 5 ceiiuac OT 3TOro MpoKJISIToro nojieHa». “What could be simpler: you see, there’s an excellent
log lying on the workbench, take this log, Carlo, and take it home. .. — Yero npoitie: BUIUIIb — JEKUT
Ha BEpCTaKe MPEeBOCXOJHOE MOJIEHO, BO3bMU-Ka ThI 3TO MoJieHo, Kapro, u oTHecH JOMOM. . .

“Hey-he-he,” Carlo answered sadly, “what next?” — Dii-xe-xe, — yHbu10 otBeTHI Kapio, — uro
xe paneie-to? I'll bring home a log, but I don’t even have a fire in the closet. [Ipunecy s nomon
TIOJIEHO, & Y MEHS JIaKe U oJara B KaMOpKe HeT.

- I'm telling you something, Carlo... Take a knife, cut a doll out of this log, teach it to say all
sorts of funny words, sing and dance, and carry it around the courtyards. — I Tebe meno rosopio,
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Kapso... Bo3pMM HOXUK, BBIPEKD U3 TOIO IOJEHA KYKJy, HAy4d €€ TOBOPUTh BCSAKUE CMELIHbIE
CJIOBa, METh W TaHIIeBaTh, Aa U HOCH 110 1BopaM. You'll earn enough for a piece of bread and a glass
of wine. 3apaboTaerib Ha KycOK Xjie0a U Ha CTAKaHYHMK BUHA.

At this moment, a cheerful voice squeaked on the workbench where the log was lying: B st0
BpeMsl Ha BEPCTaKe, IJe JIeXKao MOJIeHO, MUCKHYI BECENBIN TOJIOCOK:

- Bravo, great idea, Blue Nose! — bpaBo, npekpacuo npuaymano, Cusbiii Hoc!

Giuseppe began to shake with fear again, and Carlo only looked around in surprise — where did
the voice come from? JIxy3emnrie onsTh 3aTpsiccs OT cTpaxa, a Kapso TospKo yauBIEHHO OIS IbIBAIICS
— OTKyJa royioc?

- Well, thank you, Giuseppe, for the advice, let’s take your log, please. — Hy, cacu6o, Ixy-
3erre, YTo MOCOBETOBAI, 1aBai, MOXKalyi, TBOE MOJIEHO.

Then Giuseppe grabbed the log and quickly shoved it to his friend. Torga Jxy3enmne cxBarui
TIOJICHO U MOCKopee CyHyJ1 ero apyry. But either he shoved it awkwardly, or it jumped up on its own
and hit Carlo on the head. Ho To i1 OH HEJTIOBKO CyHYJI, TO JIU OHO CaMO TMOJICKOYMJIO U CTYKHYJIO
Kapuio 1o ronose.

“Ah, so these are your gifts!” — Ax, Bot kakue TBoM nogapku! — Carlo shouted, offended at his
friend. — oOuaeBIIMCh Ha Opyra, KpUkHYT Kapro.

- Sorry, buddy, it wasn't me who hit you. — I[Ipoctu, apyxwuiie, 3To He 5 TeOs] CTYKHYL.

- So, I hit myself on the head? — 3nauut, s cam ceds CTYKHYJT IO rojioBe?

- No, my friend, the log itself must have hit you. — Her, npyxmuiiie, 1075KHO OBITh, CaMO TIOJICHO
TeOs CTYKHYJIO.

- You're lying, you hit... — BpéIib, Tbl CTYKHYII. ..

- No, not me... — Hert, He 4...

“I knew you were a drunkard, Blue Nose,” said Carlo, “and you’re also a liar.” — §1 3nan, 4ro
Thl ibstHUIIA, Cu3biii Hoc, — ckazan Kapro, — a Tel eimé u JiryH.

- Oh, you swear! — Ax, Tol pyratbcs! - shouted Giuseppe. — kpukny: xy3enmne. - Come closer!
— Hy-ka nonoiinu 6mke!. .. .

- Come closer yourself, I'll grab you by the nose! — Cam mogoinu Omke, s TeOs1 cXBauy 3a
Hoc!. ...

Both old men sulked and began to attack each other. O6a craprka Haay MCh ¥ HAYaJIA HACKA-
KuBath Apyr Ha apyra. Carlo grabbed Giuseppe by his blue nose. Kapno cxsatuin [Ixy3emnrie 3a cu3blii
Hoc. Giuseppe grabbed Carlo by the gray hair that grew near his ears. [Ixxy3enne cxBarun Kapro 3a
cefIble BOJIOCHI, POCIIIFE OKOJIO YILIEeH.

After that, they started to beat each other up with their fists. ITocie aToro onu Hayay 310poBO
TY3UTh ApYyr apyra nog Mukutku. A shrill voice on the workbench was squeaking and egging on at
that time: [TpoH3UTEbHBIN TOJIOCOK HA BEPCTAKe B 9TO BPeMsI MUINAJ U MOJHAYNBA:

- Go ahead, go ahead and do it! — Basiu, Basu XOpoOITIeHbKO!

Finally the old men were tired and out of breath. Hakonen crapuku ycraau v 3ambIXajiuch.
Giuseppe said: [Ixxy3emnne ckazan:

— Let’s make peace, shall we? — Jlaaii noMmupumcsi, 4to Jiu. . .

Carlo replied: Kapno orseru:

- Well, let's make peace... — Hy 4ro 3, 1aBail HOMUpUMCS. . .

The old men kissed. Ctapuku nouenobanuck. Carlo took the log under his arm and went home.
Kapso B3s11 osieHO 1o MBIIIKY U TTOIIEN JOMOM.
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KoHen 03HaKOMHUTEJIBHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.
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