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Once, in a cornfield in Mexico, there lived a little
red ant. She shared an anthill with her nine hundred
ninety-nine cousins. They looked exactly alike
except for the little red ant. She was a bit smaller
than the others.
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The little red ant was sad to see him go. Then she
shrugged and started on her way again. But . . .

Something was moving down the row toward her.
It wore boots on its feet and a straw hat on its head.

The ant guessed at once what it was.

“iEl Hombre!” exclaimed the little red ant.

From far away, the man looked too small to help
even an ant. But the nearer he came, the larger he
got. Soon he was taller than the comstalks, and his
shadow stretched halfway down the row. He grew
so tall that the little red ant could not even see the
top of his hat.
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Early one fall morning all the ants crawled from
their anthill. They paraded single file across the
field, looking for food to store for the winter.
Because her legs were shorter, the little red ant was
last in line.

“jAmigos!” she called. “Wait for me.”
“Quick!” scolded the others. “;Pronto!”

The larger ants began to return to the nest, carrying
scraps of corn on top of their heads. They left nothing
behind for the little red ant. Then she spied something
yellow under a leaf. It was the color of corn, but it
smelled much sweeter.

The ant guessed at once what it was.
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“iEl Coyote!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“iHola!” the ant shouted to the coyote. “Hello!”

El Coyote stopped in the middle of a howl and
stared down his nose at the ant. “Don’t bother me.
I'm singing the sun a bedtime song.” The coyote
threw back his head, ready to howl again.

“You must be strong to sing so loudly,” said the
ant. “Will you carry my big crumb of cake for me?”

“Not now,” said El Coyote. “Maybe tomorrow.
Or next week.”

“But that might be too late!”

Suddenly the coyote pricked up his ears, and the
hair on his back stood on end. “iMira!” he yelped.
“Look! It is the terrible Hombre!” EI Coyote tucked
his tail between his legs and dashed off through
the cornstalks.
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“iEl Gallo!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“Por favor . . .” the ant begged the rooster.
“Please . . . don't eat me!”

“Ants taste HORRIBLE!” squawked El Gallo.

“Then will you carry my crumb of cake for me?”

“I'm too busy.” The rooster cocked his head.
“Did you say cake?”

“Si,” said the little red ant. “Yes.”
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“Cake tastes DELICIOUS!” crowed El Gallo.
“Ishall eat your crumb myself!”

“But . . .” the ant began.

“Where is it?” The rooster ran about in circles.
“Awk!” he screeched suddenly. “Listen!”

“To what?” asked the ant.

“To that dreadful noise! It's the chicken-chaser!
Awk!” Flapping his wings, the rooster flew up and
over the cornstalks.

21





OPS/images/TheLittleRedAntAndTheGreatBigCrumb-page0040.png
she was exactly the same size as her cousins.
“Lucky me!” exclaimed La Hormiga, the ant.
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“iLa Arafia!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“Perdén,” said the ant to the spider. “Excuse me.
I am climbing to the sun to ask him to carry my
crumb of cake. El Sol is very strong.”

“Foolish ant!” scoffed the spider. “No one can
climb so high. Anyhow, | know someone stronger
than El Sol.”

“Who?” asked the ant.

“El Gallo! He wakes the sun every morning.”
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“Cake tastes DELICIOUS!” crowed El Gallo.
“I shall eat your crumb myself!”

“But .. ." the ant began.

“Where is it?” The rooster ran about in circles.
“Awk!” he screeched suddenly. “Listen!”

“To what?” asked the ant.

“To that dreadful noise! It's the chicken-chaser!
Awk!” Flapping his wings, the rooster flew up and
over the cornstalks.

21





OPS/images/TheLittleRedAntAndTheGreatBigCrumb-page0039.png





OPS/images/TheLittleRedAntAndTheGreatBigCrumb-page0002.png
e LITTLE RED ANT and
e GREAT BIG CRUVIB

vavavavavav A Mexican Fable vavavavavay

Retold by Shirley Climo
llustrated by Francisco X. Mora

Clarion Books/New York





OPS/images/TheLittleRedAntAndTheGreatBigCrumb-page0024.png





OPS/images/TheLittleRedAntAndTheGreatBigCrumb-page0004.png
For Nina, who read this story once
and was willing to read it twice
—s.C.

Para Sergito y Panchito con mucho carifito
—FM.
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“iEl Lagarto!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“Buenos dias,” the ant said politely to the lizard.
“Good morning. | am looking for someone strong.”

El Lagarto puffed his cheeks. “I'm so strong | can
blow down an anthill!”

“Not that!” the ant cried. “I want you to carry my
big crumb of cake.”
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“Not now,” said El Coyote. “Maybe tomorrow.
Or next week.”

“But that might be too late!”

Suddenly the coyote pricked up his ears, and the
hair on his back stood on end. “iMira!” he yelped.
“Look! It is the terrible Hombre!” El Coyote tucked
his tail between his legs and dashed off through
the cornstalks.
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Once, in a cornfield in Mexico, there lived a little
red ant. She shared an anthill with her nine hundred
ninety-nine cousins. They looked exactly alike
except for the little red ant. She was a bit smaller
than the others.
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From far away, the man looked too small to help
even an ant. But the nearer he came, the larger he
got. Soon he was taller than the comstalks, and his
shadow stretched halfway down the row. He grew
so tall that the little red ant could not even see the
top of his hat.
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The larger ants began to return to the nest, carrying
scraps of corn on top of their heads. They left nothing
behind for the little red ant. Then she spied something
yellow under a leaf. It was the color of corn, but it
smelled much sweeter.

The ant guessed at once what it was.
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“iSefior!” called the ant. “Please carry my cake
for me.”

The man did not hear her. He kept walking.

Now the little red ant looked up and saw something
terrifying. The heel of his huge boot hung over her
head.

“iAlto!” exclaimed the little red ant. “Stop!”
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“iLa Arafia!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“Perdén,” said the ant to the spider. “Excuse me.
I am climbing to the sun to ask him to carry my
crumb of cake. El Sol is very strong.”

“Foolish ant!” scoffed the spider. “No one can
climb so high. Anyhow, | know someone stronger
than El Sol.”

“Who?” asked the ant.

“El Gallo! He wakes the sun every morning.”

“Then | shall ask him to help me,” the ant declared.

“Stay a while,” La Arana coaxed, “and keep me
company.”

The little red ant gazed up at the spider. The sun
had moved higher in the sky and no longer seemed
caught in the web. A fly was caught instead.

“No, gracias,” said the ant quickly. She did not
want La Arafa to tie her up like the fly. “No, thank
you.”
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The ant watched him go. “Adics, sefior,” she
called. “Goodbye.” Then she thought of something
quite surprising.

“I frighten EI Hombre . . . who scares El Coyote . . .
who chases El Gallo . . . who wakes El Sol . .
who warms El Lagarto . . . who can blow down
an anthill. So

“I AM THE STRONGEST OF ALL!”
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“{El Lagarto!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“Buenos dias,” the ant said politely to the lizard.
“Good morning. | am looking for someone strong.”

El Lagarto puffed his cheeks. “I'm so strong | can
blow down an anthill!”

“Not that!” the ant cried. “I want you to carry my
big crumb of cake.”

“Too cold,” grumbled the lizard. “I'm stiff as a
stick until El Sol warms me up.”

“Then El Sol is stronger than you are,” said the
ant. “I shall ask the sun to help me.”

“We can wait for him together,” El Lagarto whispered.
He flicked out his long tongue. “Come closer.”

“No, gracias,” the ant said quickly. “No, thank you!”
She did not want to be breakfast for a hungry lizard.
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she was exactly the same size as her cousins.
“Lucky me!” exclaimed La Hormiga, the ant.
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The little red ant skittered over his shoulders.
The man slapped his neck. So . . .

The little red ant crept into his ear.

She shouted in her very loudest voice, “HELP ME!”
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The man did not hear her. He kept walking. So . . .

The little red ant took a skip and a hop and caught
hold of his shoelace. Then she ran up his leg.

The man rubbed his knee. So . . .

The little red ant scurried under his shirt.

The man scratched his chest. So . . .
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Early one fall morning all the ants crawled from
their anthill. They paraded single file across the
field, looking for food to store for the winter.
Because her legs were shorter, the little red ant was
last in line.

“jAmigos!” she called. “Wait for me.”
“Quick!” scolded the others. “;Pronto!”
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“Yil” yelled the man. “Ticklebugs!” He shook his
head and jumped up and down.

The straw hat flew from his head, and the little
red ant tumbled down on top of it.

The man ran across the cornfield, still shouting,
“TICKLEBUGS!"
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The little red ant was sad to see him go. Then she
shrugged and started on her way again. But . . .

Something was moving down the row toward her.
It wore boots on its feet and a straw hat on its head.

The ant guessed at once what it was.

“iEl Hombre!” exclaimed the little red ant.
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The ant watched him go. “Adids, sefior,” she
called. “Goodbye.” Then she thought of something
quite surprising.

“I frighten EI Hombre . . . who scares El Coyote . . .
who chases El Gallo .. . who wakes El Sol . . .
who warms El Lagarto . . . who can blow down
an anthill. So . . .

“I AM THE STRONGEST OF ALL!"
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“Too cold,” grumbled the lizard. “I'm stiff as a
stick until El Sol warms me up.”

“Then El Sol is stronger than you are,” said the
ant. “I shall ask the sun to help me.”

“We can wait for him together,” El Lagarto whispered.
He flicked out his long tongue. “Come closer.”

“No, gracias,” the ant said quickly. “No, thank you!”
She did not want to be breakfast for a hungry lizard.
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“iEl Coyote!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“iHola!” the ant shouted to the coyote. “Hello!”

El Coyote stopped in the middle of a howl and
stared down his nose at the ant. “Don’t bother me.
I’'m singing the sun a bedtime song.” The coyote
threw back his head, ready to howl again.

“You must be strong to sing so loudly,” said the
ant. “Will you carry my big crumb of cake for me?”
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“Then | shall ask him to help me,” the ant declared.

“Stay a while,” La Araiia coaxed, “and keep me
company.”

The little red ant gazed up at the spider. The sun
had moved higher in the sky and no longer seemed
caught in the web. A fly was caught instead.

“No, gracias,” said the ant quickly. She did not
want La Arafa to tie her up like the fly. “No, thank
you.”
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“{El Gallo!” exclaimed the little red ant.

“Por favor . . .” the ant begged the rooster.
“Please . . . don't eat me!”

“Ants taste HORRIBLE!” squawked El Gallo.

“Then will you carry my crumb of cake for me?”

“I'm too busy.” The rooster cocked his head.
“Did you say cake?”

“Si,” said the little red ant. “Yes.”
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