
CHAPTER 3 
As soon as he gets home, Geppetto fashions the Marionette 
and calls it Pinocchio. The first pranks of the Marionette 
 
Little as Geppetto's house was, it was neat and comfortable. It was a small room 
on the ground floor, with a tiny window under the stairway. The furniture could not 
have been much simpler: a very old chair, a rickety old bed, and a tumble-down 
table. A fireplace full 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 like real steam. 
As soon as he reached home, Geppetto took his tools and began to cut and shape 
the wood into a Marionette. 
"What shall I call him?" he said to himself. "I think I'll call him PINOCCHIO. This 
name will make his fortune. I knew a whole family of Pinocchi once--Pinocchio the 
father, Pinocchia the mother, and Pinocchi the children--and they were all lucky. 
The richest of them begged for his living." 
After choosing the name for his Marionette, Geppetto set seriously 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, felt insulted and said in a grieved tone: "Ugly 
wooden eyes, why do you stare so?" There was no answer. 
After the eyes, Geppetto made the nose, which began to stretch as soon as 
finished. It stretched and stretched and stretched 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 he let it alone. Next he made the mouth. 
No sooner was it finished than it began to laugh and poke fun at him. 
"Stop laughing!" said Geppetto angrily; but he might as well have spoken to the 
wall. 
"Stop laughing, I say!" he roared in a voice of thunder. The mouth stopped 
laughing, but it stuck out a long tongue. Not wishing to start an argument, 
Geppetto made believe he 
saw nothing and went on with his work. After the mouth, he made the chin, then 
the neck, the shoulders, the stomach, the arms, and the hands. 
As he was about to put the last touches on the finger tips, Geppetto felt his wig 
being pulled off. He glanced up and what did he see? His yellow wig was in the 
Marionette's 
hand. "Pinocchio, give me my wig!" But instead of giving it back, Pinocchio put it on 
his own head, which was half swallowed up in it. 
At that unexpected trick, Geppetto became very sad and downcast, more so 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 your poor old father. Very bad, my son, very bad!" 


