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Dear reader,

The book you are about to read was written by Spanish undergraduate 

students of the World Languages & Cultures department and illustrated by 

undergraduate students of the School of Art and Design, both from Georgia 

State University. This story is an English translation of the Spanish original.

This project has been made with my Spanish classes and the final product is 

a result of collaboration by the authors -students who wrote the original 

stories based on personal experiences-, and by the illustrators -Art students 

who gave life to the stories with a fresh and unique touch-. Neill Prewitt 

supervised the illustration process and I supervised the writing process.  

I hope you will find the stories in Serie Leamos, appealing, interesting, and 

enjoyable. Above all, I hope that these stories will help you love reading and 

reading in Spanish.

¡Espero que lo disfruten!

Victoria Rodrigo
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Little Girl Mom

Carmen



• Hacerle cosquillas – to tickle
• Hallar – to find
• Jugar al escondite – to play hide 

and seek
• Las gotas de sudor – beads of 

sweat
• Las mariposas – butterflies
• Por ningún lado – anywhere
• Trepar – to climb
• Una oruga – a caterpillar

Vocabulary



It was a day like any other 
and I was playing in the 

garden by myself. 



I loved to go on adventures 
and I often climbed the tree 
in the garden, my favorite 

tree.



I could feel the beads of 
sweat on my forehead with 
every branch that I climbed. 
But then I saw a caterpillar

by itself. Just like me.



“Hello little caterpillar,
are you playing by yourself 

too?” I asked.

“Well, maybe we could play 
together since we’re both 

alone?”



I picked up the caterpillar, placed it on my arm and 
carefully climbed down the tree.

“I’m going to call you Carmen. Do you like that name?”

I think so, because she began to climb 
up my arm, tickling me.



Carmen and I continued to play together 
until it was time to go inside.



I knew my mom would not 
let me bring her inside...

So I made a room for
her in the garage.



I always made sure to give her leaves and 
water in case she got hungry during the night.



Each day that passed, Carmen and I were together.



She loved to play hide and seek,
even though I always won.



But one day when I went to play 
with her, she wasn’t there.

My only friend left me.



I began to look for her... 

but I couldn’t find her 
anywhere.



I ran crying to my mom.

“Maybe it was time for her to 
go to the butterfly 

colony.” My mom said.

“Butterfly 
colony?” I asked.



“Yes. When caterpillars grow up, they become 
butter lies and join the butter ly colony. Just like 

you, when you get older, you will be a part of a group 
of friends too.”

Although I was still sad, 
I understood.



Months later, a family, with a girl 
my age, moved into the house next 

door. We often played together, 
and it reminded me of my 
adventures with Carmen.



We are no longer alone.

Now anytime I see a butterfly, I ask it to tell 
Carmen that I miss her, but I’m happy we 

both have friends to play with.






