3/1/26, 12:56 The Tale of Johnny Town-Mouse by Beatrix Potter

Johnny Town-mouse was born in a cupboard. Timmy Willie was born in a garden. Timmy
Willie was a little country mouse who went to town by mistake in a hamper. The
gardener sent vegetables to town once a week by carrier; he packed them in a big
hamper.

dz'pni t'asnm'ass waz ba:n in 2 k'abad t'imi w'ili waz ba:n in a g'a:dan t'imi w'ili w'azas |
1tal k'Antri maos hu: went to taon bal mist'eik in @ h'sempa 85 g'a:dana sent v

‘edzitabalz ta tavn wans o witk bai k'aeria hi paekt 8am 1n o big h'sempa

Juanito ratén de ciudad nacié en un armario. Guillermito nacié en un jardin.
Guillermito era un ratoncito de campo que fue a la ciudad por error en una cesta.

Una vez a la semana, el jardinero enviaba verduras a la ciudad en un gran cesto.

The gardener left the hamper by the garden gate, so that the carrier could pick it up
when he passed. Timmy Willie crept in through a hole in the wickerwork, and after

eating some peas he fell fast asleep.

35 g'a:dana left &2 h'sempa bai 82 g'a:dan gert sov 8’083 k'seria kad pik it Ap wen hi
paest t'imi w'ili krept in Bru: 8 haol 'Inda w'ikew 3:k and 'aftar 'i:tin sam pi:z hi fel faest
asl'izp

El jardinero dejo la cesta junto a la puerta del jardin, para que el transportista
pudiera recogerla al pasar. Guillermito se colé por un agujero en la mimbreray,

después de comer unos guisantes, se quedd profundamente dormido.

He awoke in a fright, while the hamper was being lifted into the carrier’s cart. Then
there was a jolting, and a clattering of horse’s feet; other packages were thrown in; for
miles and miles. Jolt, jolt, jolt! And Timmy Willie trembled amongst the jumbled up

vegetables.

hi aw'aok In o frait wail 8s h'aampa waz b'izin I'iftid 'into da k'aerioz ka:t dsn daw'az o d3
‘aoltin and o kl'setarin av h'a:siz fiit 'ads p'aekidziz wa Braon In fa mailz an mailz dzaolt
dzouvlt dzaolt send t'imi wili tr'embald sm'Anst s dz'Ambald Ap v'edzitabalz
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Se desperté sobresaltado mientras subian la cesta al carro del transportista.
Entonces se oy6 un traqueteo y el repiqueteo de las patas de los caballos; otros
paquetes fueron arrojados dentro; durante millas y millas. jSacudida, sacudida,

sacudida! Y Guillermito temblaba entre las verduras revueltas.

At last the cart stopped at a house, where the hamper was taken out, carried in, and set
down. The cook gave the carrier sixpence; the back door banged, and the cart rumbled
away. But there was no quiet. There seemed to be hundreds of carts passing. Dogs
barked, boys whistled in the street, the cook laughed, the parlourmaid ran up and

downstairs, and a canary sang like a steam engine.

ot leest &9 ka:t stopt ‘sto havs wea ds h'aempa waz t'eikan ast k'aerid in an set daon &s
kok gerv 83 k'aeria s'tkspans da baek do: baengd an ds ka:t r'Ambald sw'er bat daw'az
nav kwalst dea si:md tab'i h'andradz av ka:ts p'aesin dogz ba:kt boiz w'isald 'Inds stri:t

89 kok leeft 8s p'a:lomeid raen Ap an d'avnsteaz and o kan'eari saen laik o sti:m ‘endzin

Por fin, el carro se detuvo ante una casa, de donde sacaron la cesta, la
introdujeron y la depositaron en el suelo. La cocinera dio seis peniques al
portador, la puerta trasera se cerrd y el carro se alejé. Pero no habia tranquilidad.
Parecian pasar cientos de carros. Los perros ladraban, los chicos silbaban en la

calle, la cocinera reia, la criada corria arriba y abajo y un canario cantaba como

una maquina de vapor.

Timmy Willie, who had lived all his life in a garden, was almost frightened to death.
Presently the cook opened the hamper and began to unpack the vegetables. The
terrified Timmy Willie sprang out.

t'imi w'ili hu: had hvd 2:1 hiz laif in 3 g'a:dan waz '2:Imaust fr'aitand to deB pr'ezantli 8s
kok 'svpand &s h'aempar an big'aen ta Anp'ak 82 v'edzitabalz ds t'enf aid t'imi w'ili
spreen aot

Guillermito, que habia vivido toda su vida en un huerto, estaba casi muerto de
miedo. Enseguida la cocinera abrid la cesta y empezé a sacar las verduras. El
aterrorizado Guillermito salté afuera.
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The cook jumped up on a chair, exclaiming “A mouse! a mouse! Call the cat! Fetch me
the poker, Sarah!” Timmy Willie did not wait for Sarah with the poker; he rushed along
the skirting board till he came to a little hole, and he popped in.

83 kuk dzampt Ap pn o tfea ekskl'eimin @ mavs @ mauvs ka:l 8s kaet fetf mi &2 p'avks s
‘eara t'imi w'ili didn'pt weit fa s'ears w'idda p'avka hi raft al'on da sk's:tig ba:d til hi

keim ta o I'ital haol an hi popt In

La cocinera se subioé a una silla y exclamé: —jUn ratén! jUn ratén! jLlama al gato!
Traeme el atizador, Sara—. Guillermito no esperd a Sara con el atizador; corrié por

el rodapié hasta que llegd a un pequeno agujero y se metié dentro.

He dropped half a foot, and crashed into the middle of a mouse dinner party, breaking
three glasses. “Who in the world is this?” inquired Johnny Town-mouse. But after the

first exclamation of surprise he instantly recovered his manners.

hi dropt ha:f o fot an kraeft 'Inta 8 m'idal 'sve mawvs d'ina p'a:ti br'eikin Ori: gl'aesiz hu:
'Inda w3:ld 1z 81s Inkw'alad d3'pni t'asnm'avs bat 'aefts da f3:st eksklom'elfon av sapriaiz

hi 'instantli rik'Avad hiz m'aenaz

Cayo medio pie y se estrelld en medio de una cena de ratones, rompiendo tres
vasos. —;Quién demonios es este? —pregunté el ratdn Juanito. Pero tras la

primera exclamacion de sorpresa, recuperd sus modales al instante.

With the utmost politeness he introduced Timmy Willie to nine other mice, all with long
tails and white neckties. Timmy Willie’s own tail was insignificant. Johnny Town-mouse
and his friends noticed it; but they were too well bred to make personal remarks; only

one of them asked Timmy Willie if he had ever been in a trap?

w1881 ‘Atmaust pal'aitnas hi intradj'u:st t'imi w'ili ta nain 'Ada mais 2:1 wid lon teilz an
walt n'ektaiz t'imi w'iliz son tell waz insign'ifikant d3'oni t'asnm'ass an hiz frendz n
‘autist It bat der wa tu: wel bred ta meik p'3:sanal rim'a:ks 'sonli wan av dam aeskt t'imi

w'ili If hi had 'eva bin In a traep
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Con la mayor cortesia, presentd a Guillermito a otros nueve ratones, todos con
largas colas y corbatas blancas. La cola de Guillermito era insignificante. El raton
Juanito y sus amigos se fijaron en ella, pero eran demasiado educados para hacer
comentarios personales; sélo uno de ellos pregunté a Guillermito si habia estado

alguna vez en una trampa.

The dinner was of eight courses; not much of anything, but truly elegant. All the dishes
were unknown to Timmy Willie, who would have been a little afraid of tasting them;
only he was very hungry, and very anxious to behave with company manners. The
continual noise upstairs made him so nervous, that he dropped a plate. “Never mind,

they don't belong to us,” said Johnny.

da d'ina waz av eit k'o:s1z not matf av 'eniB 1 bat tr'u:li ‘ehigant 2:1 8a d'ifiz war Ann'son
to t'imi w'ili hu: w'odhav bin a I'ital ofr'eid av t'eistin 8am "sonli hi waz v'eri h'angri an v
‘eri 'aenfos ta bih'eiv wid k'ampani m'anaz 8s kant'injual noiz Apst'esaz meid him sao n

'3:vas &at hi dropt a pleit n'eve maind deil davnt bil'on ta As sed dz'pni

La cena constaba de ocho platos; de todo un poco, pero verdaderamente
elegante. Todos los platos eran desconocidos para Guillermito, quien habria
tenido un poco de miedo de probarlos; pero tenia mucha hambre y estaba muy
ansioso por comportarse como corresponde. El continuo ruido en el piso de

arriba le puso tan nervioso, que se le cayé un plato. —No importa, no son

nuestros —dijo Juanito.

“Why don’t those youngsters come back with the dessert?”

wal doont 890z j'Anstaz kam baek w'1dds diz'3:t

—:Por qué no vuelven esos jovenes con el postre?

It should be explained that two young mice, who were waiting on the others, went
skirmishing upstairs to the kitchen between courses. Several times they had come
tumbling in, squeaking and laughing; Timmy Willie learnt with horror that they were

being chased by the cat. His appetite failed, he felt faint.
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It fod bi ekspl'eind dat tu: jan mais hu: wa w'eitin 'ondi 'Adaz went sk's:mifin Apst'eaz to
ds k'itfon bitw'izn k'o:s1z s'evral taimz der had kam t'amblin in skw'izkin an I'sefinp t'imi w
1l I3:nt wid h'pra dat del wa b'inin tfeist bai 8a kaet hiz ‘aepit ait feild hi felt feint

Habria que explicar que dos ratoncitos, que atendian a los demas, subian a la
cocina peledndose entre plato y plato. Varias veces habian entrado dando

tumbos, chillando y riendo; Guillermito se enterd con horror de que el gato los

perseguia. Se le fue el apetito y se sintié débil.

“Try some jelly?” said Johnny Town-mouse.

tral som d3'li sed dz'pni t'asnm'avs

—:Probar un poco de mermelada? —dijo Juanito ratéon de ciudad.

“No? Would you rather go to bed? | will show you a most comfortable sofa pillow.”

naov wad jo r'a:ds gao to bed al wil [ou jo @ mawst k'amftabal s'aufa p'ilov

—:No? ;Prefieres ir a la cama? Te ensenaré una almohada de sofa de lo mas

comoda.

The sofa pillow had a hole in it. Johnny Town-mouse quite honestly recommended it as
the best bed, kept exclusively for visitors. But the sofa smelt of cat. Timmy Willie

preferred to spend a miserable night under the fender.

89 s'avfa p'ilov haed o haol In it d3'pni t'asnm’ass kwait ‘onistli r ekam'endid 1t 5z 83
best bed kept ekskl'u:sivli fa v'izitaz bat da s'avfo smelt av kaet t'imi w'ili prif's:d to

spend @ m'izrabal nait ‘Ands &s f'enda

La almohada del sofa tenia un agujero. Juanito ratén de ciudad la recomendaba
sinceramente como la mejor cama, reservada exclusivamente para las visitas. Pero
el sofa olia a gato. Guillermito preferia pasar una noche miserable bajo el

guardabarros.
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It was just the same next day. An excellent breakfast was provided for mice accustomed
to eat bacon; but Timmy Willie had been reared on roots and salad. Johnny Town-
mouse and his friends racketted about under the floors, and came boldly out all over
the house in the evening. One particularly loud crash had been caused by Sarah
tumbling downstairs with the tea tray; there were crumbs and sugar and smears of jam

to be collected, in spite of the cat.

It waz d3ast 8a seim nekst del an ‘eksalant br'ekfast waz prav'aidid fa mais ak'Astamd to
i:t b'etkan bat t'imi w'ili hadb'in riad pn ru:ts an s'alad d3'pni t'asnm'avs an hiz frendz r
‘aekitid ab'avt ‘Ands 83 fl2:z an keim b'soldli aot 2:1 'svva 83 havs 'Indi 'izvnin wan pat
'Ikjolali lavd kraef hadb'in ko:zd bai s'eara t'Amblin d'avnsteaz w'1dds ti: trel aw's

kramz an ['ogar an smiaz av dzsem tab'i kal'ektid in spait ‘avds kaet

Al dia siguiente ocurrié lo mismo. Se sirvid un excelente desayuno para ratones
acostumbrados a comer tocino, pero Guillermito se habia criado a base de raices
y ensalada. El ratén Juanito y sus amigos se alborotaban bajo el suelo y salieron
por toda la casa por la noche. Un estruendo particularmente fuerte lo habia
causado Sara al bajar las escaleras con la bandeja del té; habia migas y aztcary

manchas de mermelada que recoger, a pesar del gato.

Timmy Willie longed to be at home in his peaceful nest in a sunny bank. The food
disagreed with him; the noise prevented him from sleeping. In a few days he grew so
thin that Johnny Town-mouse noticed it, and questioned him. He listened to Timmy

Willie's story and inquired about the garden.

t'imi w'ili lond tab'i st haom in hiz p'i:sfal nest In 3 s'Ani baenk da fu:d d 1sagr'i:d wid him
&2 noiz priv'entid him fram sl'izpi in o fju: deiz hi gru: sas Bin dst d3'pni t'asnm'avs n
‘autist it an kw'estfond him hi I'isand ta t'imi w'iliz st'a:ri and inkw'aiad ab'ast da g

‘a:dan

Guillermito anhelaba estar en casa, en su tranquilo nido en un banco soleado. La
comida le sentaba mal; el ruido le impedia dormir. En pocos dias adelgazé tanto
gue Juanito ratén de ciudad lo notd y le pregunté. Escuchd la historia de
Guillermito y le preguntoé por el jardin.
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“It sounds rather a dull place? What do you do when it rains?”

It savndz r'a:dar a dal pleis wot ds jo du wen it reinz

—c:Parece un lugar bastante aburrido? ;Qué haces cuando llueve?

“When it rains, | sit in my little sandy burrow and shell corn and seeds from my autumn
store. | peep out at the throstles and blackbirds on the lawn, and my friend Cock Robin.
And when the sun comes out again, you should see my garden and the flowers—roses
and pinks and pansies—no noise except the birds and bees, and the lambs in the
meadows.”

wen It reinz ai sit in mai l'ital s'aendi b'Aras an fel ka:n an si:dz from mai '2:tam sto: ai
pi:p avt ot 35 Or'psalz an bl'aekbs:dz 'pnda I>:n an mai frend kok r'pbin send wen da san
kamz ast ag'en jo Jod si: mai g'a:don an ds flavaz r'avziz an pinks an p'a&nziz nav noiz

eks'ept 82 b3:dz an bi:z an 83 leemz 'Inds m'sdavz

—Cuando llueve, me siento en mi pequena madriguera arenosa y desgrano maizy
semillas de mi almacén de otono. Me asomo a ver a los zorzales y a los mirlos en
el césped, y a mi amigo el gallo petirrojo. Y cuando vuelve a salir el sol, deberias
ver mi jardin y las flores —rosas y claveles y pensamientos—, sin mas ruido que el

de los pajaros y las abejas, y los corderos en los prados.

“There goes that cat again!” exclaimed Johnny Town-mouse. When they had taken
refuge in the coal cellar he resumed the conversation; “I confess | am a little

disappointed; we have endeavoured to entertain you, Timothy William."

dea goovz daet kaet ag'en ekskl'eimd d3'pni t'asnm'avs wen der had t'eitkan r'efju:dz 'Inds
kool s'els hi rnzj'u:md &a konvas'elfon al kanf'es alam a I'ital d 1sap ' 2intid wi hav end'evad

ta entat'en jo t'imabi w'ilism
—iAhi va otra vez ese gato! —exclamé Juanito ratén de ciudad. Cuando se
hubieron refugiado en la carbonera, reanudo la conversacion: —Confieso que

estoy un poco decepcionado; nos hemos esforzado por entretenerte, Guillermito.

“Oh yes, yes, you have been most kind, but | do feel so ill,” said Timmy Willie.
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90 jes jes jo havb'in maost kaind bat ai du fi:l sao 1l sed t'imi w'ili

—Oh, si, si, ha sido usted muy amable, pero me encuentro muy mal —dijo

Guillermito.

“It may be that your teeth and digestion are unaccustomed to our food; perhaps it might
be wiser for you to return in the hamper.”

It me1 bi dat jo ti:0 an daidz'estfon ar Anak'astomd ta a: fu:d pah'aps it mait bi w'aiza fo

jo tarit's:n 'Inds h'aampa

—Puede ser que tus dientes y tu digestién no estén acostumbrados a nuestra

comida; tal vez seria mas prudente que volvieras en la cesta.

“Oh? Oh!” cried Timmy Willie.

20 9v kraid t'imi w'ili

—iOh! ;Oh! —grité Guillermito.

“Why of course for the matter of that we could have sent you back last week,” said
Johnny rather huffily. “Did you not know that the hamper goes back empty on
Saturdays?”

wal av ko:s f'ada m'aetar av dzet wi k'vdav sent jo baek laest witk sed d3'pni r'a:ds h'afili

did jo not naw &'ada h'aempa gavz baek 'empti pn s'aetad ez

—Por supuesto que podiamos haberte enviado de vuelta la semana pasada —dijo
Juanito un poco malhumorado—, ;no sabias que la cesta se devuelve vacia los

sabados?
So Timmy Willie said goodbye to his new friends, and hid in the hamper with a crumb of

cake and a withered cabbage leaf; and after much jolting, he was set down safely in his

own garden.
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soo t'imi w'ili sed godb'al ta hiz nju: frendz an hid 'iInds h'aempa wid a kram av keik and

o w'idad k'aebidz li:f and 'sefta matf d3'soltin hi waz set daon s'eifli in hiz aon g'a:dan

Asi que Guillermito se despidié de sus nuevos amigos y se escondio en la cesta
con una migaja de pastel y una hoja de col marchita; y después de muchos

sobresaltos, se instalé sano y salvo en su propio jardin.

Sometimes on Saturdays he went to look at the hamper lying by the gate, but he knew
better than to get in again. And nobody got out, though Johnny Town-mouse had half
promised a visit.

s'’Amtaimz pn s'aetad eiz hi went ts lok at 83 h'aempas I'aun bai 8a geit bat hi nju: b'sta
dan ta get In 9g'en send n'avbadi got ast dav dz'pni t'asnm'avs had ha:f pr'omist o v

zit

A veces, los sdbados, iba a mirar la cesta que habia junto a la puerta, pero sabia
gue no debia volver a entrar. Y nadie salia, aunque Juanito ratén de ciudad le

habia prometido a medias una visita.

The winter passed and the sun came out again. Timmy Willie sat by his burrow warming
his little fur coat and sniffing the smell of violets and spring grass. He had nearly
forgotten his visit to town. When up the sandy path all spick and span with a brown

leather bag came Johnny Town-mouse!

&2 w'inta paest an & sAn keim ast ag'en t'imi w'ili seet bar hiz b'Aras w'aimin hiz I'ital f3:
koot an sn'ifin s smel av v'aislits an sprin graes hi had n'iali fog'ptan hiz v'izit to taon

wen Ap 83 s'andi paed 2:| spik an spaen wid o braon I'eda baeg keim d3'pni t'asnm'avs

Pasé el invierno y volvié a salir el sol. Guillermito estaba sentado junto a su
madriguera calentando su abriguito de piel y aspirando el olor de las violetas y la

hierba primaveral. Casi habia olvidado su visita a la ciudad. Cuando por el sendero

arenoso, todo acicalado y con una bolsa de cuero marrén, llegé el raton Juanito.

Timmy Willie received him with open arms. “You have come at the best of all the year,

we will have herb pudding and sit in the sun.”
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t'imi w'ili nis'izvd him wid ‘sopan a:mz jo hav kam ot 8s best av 2:1 8s jia wi wil haev h3:b

p'odin an sit 'Inda sAn

Guillermito lo recibié con los brazos abiertos. —Has venido en el mejor momento

del ano, comeremos pudin de hierbas y nos sentaremos al sol.

“Hmm! it is a little damp,’ said Johnny Town-mouse, who was carrying his tail under his

arm, out of the mud.

ham 1t 1z 5 I'ital daemp sed d3'pni t'asnm'ass hu: waz k'aeriin hiz teil 'Ands hiz a:m ‘aotav
82 mad

—ijHum! esta un poco humedo —dijo Juanito ratén de ciudad, que llevaba la cola
bajo el brazo, fuera del barro.

“What is that fearful noise?” he asked violently.

wot 1z daet f'1afal noiz hi aeskt v'aialontli

—:Qué es ese ruido espantoso? —pregunto violentamente.

“That?” said Timmy Willie, “that is only a cow. | will beg a little milk, they are quite

harmless, unless they happen to lie down upon you. How are all our friends?”

daet sed t'imi w'ili daet 1z 'sonli o kav ar wil beg a I'ital milk der o kwait h'a:mlas Anl'es del

h'aepan ta lai davn ap'on jo hao a:r o:l a: frendz

—:Eso? —dijo Guillermito—, es sélo una vaca. Le pediré un poco de leche, son
bastante inofensivas, a menos que se te echen encima. ;Cémo estan todos

nuestros amigos?

Johnny’s account was rather middling. He explained why he was paying his visit so early
in the season. The family had gone to the seaside for Easter. The cook was doing spring
cleaning with particular instructions to clear out the mice. There were four kittens, and
the cat had killed the canary.
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d3'pniz ak'avnt waz r'a:da m'idlin hi ekspl'eind wai hi waz p'enn hiz viizit sao '3:li 'Inda s
'izzon da f'eemili had gpn ta da s'irsaid far 'i;sto da kok waz d'uzin sprin kl'iznin wid pat

Ikjolar instr'aAkfonz ta kliar avt 82 mais daw's fa: k'itanz an da kaet had kild 8 kan'eari

El relato de Juanito fue mas bien regular. Explicé el motivo de su visita tan al
principio de la temporada. La familia habia ido a pasar las Pascuas a la orilla del
mar. La cocinera estaba haciendo limpieza de primavera con instrucciones
particulares de eliminar a los ratones. Habia cuatro gatitos y el gato habia matado

al canario.

“They say we did it, but | know better,” said Johnny Town-mouse. “Whatever is that

fearful racket?”

del sel wi did 1t bat a1 nav b'ets sed d3'pni t'asnm'avs wot'svar 1z dzet f'iafal r'aekit

—Dicen que lo hicimos nosotros, pero yo sé que no fue asi —dijo Juanito ratén de

ciudad—. ;Qué es ese ruido espantoso?

“That is only the lawnmower; | will fetch some of the grass clippings presently to make

your bed. | am sure you had better settle in the country, Johnny.”

daet 1z 'sonli 83 I'o:nmava a1 wil fetf som ‘avda graes kl'ipinz pr'ezantli ts meik jo bed

alom fos jo had b'sta s'stal 'Inda k'antri d3'pni

—Eso es sélo la cortadora de césped; enseguida traeré algunos trozos de hierba
para hacer tu cama. Estoy seguro de que es mejor que te instales en el campo,

Juanito.

“Hmm, we shall see by Tuesday week. The hamper is stopped while they are at the

seaside.”

ham wif'al si: bai tj'u:zdel wi:k &3 h'aempar 1z stopt wail el ar ot 8a s'i:said

—Hum, ya lo veremos el martes de la semana que viene. El cesto esta parado

mientras estan en la playa.
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“l am sure you will never want to live in town again,” said Timmy Willie.

alom Jua jo wil n'eva wont ta liv in tasn ag'en sed t'imi w'ili

—Estoy seguro de que nunca querras volver a vivir en la ciudad —dijo Guillermito.

But he did. He went back in the very next hamper of vegetables. He said it was too

quiet!

bat hi did hi went baek 'Inds v'eri nekst h'aempar av v'ed3zitabalz hi sed it waz tu: kwaist

Pero lo hizo. Regresé en la siguiente cesta de verduras. iDijo que estaba

demasiado tranquilo!

One place suits one person, another place suits another person. For my part | prefer to

live in the country, like Timmy Willie.

wAn pleis su:ts wan p'3:san an'Ada plels su:ts an'aAda p'3:san fa mai pa:t ai prif's: ta liv
In 83 k'antri laik t'imi w'ili

Un lugar le va bien a una persona, otro le va bien a otra. Por mi parte, prefiero

vivir en el campo, como Guillermito.
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