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comer

My caterpillar
doesn’t want to eat
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A David Unger, por su desprendida
y generosa ayuda llevando

este cuento a la lengua inglesa.



Mi oruga no quiere comer

Sara se desperto y brincé de la cama, co-
rrié al bafio y se cambié. En el comedor
sus hermanos tomaban el desayuno.

—Sara siempre tarde, Sara siempre tar-
de —comenzaron a gritar al verla.

—Hoy estoy temprano, hoy estoy tem-
prano... —les respondié ella al tiempo
que buscaba en la despensa una bolsita
plastica en la que después puso migajas
de pan.

—iMigajas de pan para los pajaritos!
—gritaron a coro sus hermanos, en tono

de burla.



My caterpillar doesn’t
want to eat

Sara woke up, jumped out of bed, ran to the
bathroom and got dressed. Her brothers
were already in the dining room eating
breakfast.

“Sara’s always late... Sara’s always late,”
they chimed in a singsong as soon as they
saw her.

“I'm early today... I'm early today,” she
responded as she walked into the pan-
try to look for a plastic bag to store some
crumbs.

Her brothers mockingly yelled at her,
“Breadcrumbs for the birds!”



