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Is Breá Liom mo chuid Fiacla a Scuabadh I Love to Brush My Teeth (Irish English Bilingual Collection)

Tuilleadh leabhair iontach do leanaí:

Tháinig maidin agus bhí an ghrian ag taitneamh san fhoraois i gcéin. Bhí cónaí ar coinín beag Jimmy  i dteach beag lena thuismitheoirí agus beirt deartháireacha níos sine.

Morning came and the sun was shining in the faraway forest. There, in a small house, lived little bunny Jimmy, with his parents and two older brothers. 

Tháinig Mam isteach sa seomra a roinn Jimmy lena dheartháireacha.

Mom came into the room that Jimmy shared with his brothers. 
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Ar dtús, phóg sí an deartháir ba shine, a chodail go síochánta ina leaba ghorm. Ina dhiaidh sin, phóg sí an deartháir méanach. Bhí sé fós ina chodladh ina leaba glas.

First she kissed the oldest brother, who slept peacefully in his blue bed. Next she gave a kiss to the middle brother. He was still sleeping in his green bed.
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Faoi dheireadh, chuaigh Mam go leaba oráiste Jimmy agus thug sí póg dó.

Finally, Mom went to Jimmy's orange bed, and gave him a kiss.

“Maidin mhaith, a pháistí”, arsa Mam. “Tá sé thar am ardú.”

“Good morning, children,” said Mom. “It’s time to rise.”

Ag éirí as an leaba dó, chuaigh an deartháir is sine go dtí an seomra folctha.

Getting out of bed, the oldest brother made his way to the bathroom.
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“Wow!” a scairt sé, “Tá scuab fiacla nua agam! Tá dath gorm air, an dath is fearr liom. Go raibh maith agat, a Mham”. Thosaigh sé ag scuabadh a fhiacla.

“Wow!” he shouted, “I have a brand-new toothbrush! It’s blue, my favorite color. Thank you, Mom.” He started to brush his teeth.
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Lean an deartháir méanach é. “Tá scuab fiacla nua agam freisin, agus tá dath glas air!” a scread sé agus thosaigh sé ag scuabadh a chuid fiacla freisin.

The middle brother followed him. “I have a new toothbrush as well, and mine’s green!” he exclaimed and also began to brush his teeth.

D’éirigh Jimmy as a leaba agus shiúil sé go mall i dtreo an seomra folctha. Cén fáth bodhraigh fiú mo chuid fhiacla a scuabadh? a cheap sé. Ta mo chuid fiacla go breá mar atá siad.

Jimmy got out of bed and walked slowly towards the bathroom. Why even bother brushing my teeth? he thought. My teeth are fine as they are.
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“Féach, a Jimmy”, arsa a dheartháir is sine, “tá scuab fiacla nua agat freisin. Tá dath oráiste air cosúil le do leaba.”

“Look, Jimmy,” said his oldest brother, “you have a new toothbrush too. It’s orange like your bed.” 
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Tá scuab fiacla nua agam, déileáil mór”. Sheas Jimmy os comhair an scátháin ach níor thosaigh sé ag scuabadh a fhiacla.

“So I have a new toothbrush, big deal.” Jimmy stood in front of the mirror, but he still didn’t start brushing his teeth.

A pháistí, déan deifir! Tá an bricfeasta beagnach réidh,” chuala siad guth bog a máthar. “Ar chríochnaigh gach duine a gcuid fiacla a scuabadh?”

“Kids, hurry up! Breakfast is almost ready,” they heard their mother’s soft voice. “Has everyone finished brushing their teeth?”
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“Tá me críochnaithe”, a d’fhreagair an deartháir is sine agus rith sé amach as an seomra folctha.

“I’ve finished,” answered the oldest brother and ran out of the bathroom.

“Mise freisin”, a d’fhreafair an deartháir meánach. Rith sé i ndiaidh a dheartháir go dtí an chistin.

“Me too,” replied the middle brother. He ran after his brother to the kitchen.

A Mham, chríochnaigh mé ag scuabadh mo chuid fiacla freisin”, a scairt Jimmy. Ní raibh sé ach ar tí an seomra folctha a fhágáil nuair a chuala sé guth.

“Mom, I finished brushing my teeth too,” shouted Jimmy. He was just about to leave the bathroom, when he heard a voice.
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“Ní deas bréag a insint”, a dúirt an guth. “Níor scuab tú do chuid fiacla”.

“It’s not nice to lie,” the voice said. “You didn’t brush your teeth.”

“Cé a dúirt é sin?” a d’fhiafraigh Jimmy agus é ag breathnú thart i gcruachás. 

“Who said that?” asked Jimmy as he looked around in confusion. 
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Bhí a scuab fiacla oráiste nua ag cur púic air féin ag breathnú air, ina sheasamh ar an gcuntar. Ní chreidfeadh sé a shúile... ná a chluasa! 

Frowning at him was his new orange toothbrush, standing on the counter. He just couldn’t believe his eyes...or his ears!
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“Ní féidir le scuab fiacla a labhairt”, a dúirt sé i nguth géar.

“A toothbrush can’t talk,” he said in a stunned voice.

“Is féidir liom cinnte. Is scuab fiacla draíochta mé”, a dúirt an scuab fiacla go bródúil. “Is é an jab atá agam a chinntiú go scuabann gach duine a fhiacla.”

“I sure can. I’m a magical toothbrush,” said the toothbrush proudly. “My job is to make sure EVERYONE brushes his teeth.” 

Bhí Jimmy ag gáire mar fhreagra. “Níor scuab mé mo chuid fiacla agus níor tharla aon rud dona dom.”

Jimmy laughed in response. “I didn’t brush my teeth and nothing bad happened to me.”
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“Féach ort féin”, a dúirt an scuab fiacla. “Tá do chuid fiacla buí agus bíonn boladh uafásach ar d’anáil.”

“Look at yourself,” the brush said. “Your teeth are yellow and your breath smells terrible.”

“Níl sé sin fíor, scuab. Níl tú ach ag insint bréaga”! Thóg Jimmy an scuab fiacla agus chaith sé i bhfad isteach i gcúinne an seomra folctha é.

“That’s not true, brush. You’re just making it up!” Jimmy took the toothbrush and threw it far into the corner of the bathroom. 

Ansin, rith sé isteach sa chistin chun a bhricfeasta a fháil.

Then he ran into the kitchen to have his breakfast. 

“Sin aon bhealach chun cóir leighis a chur orm”, a scairt an scuab fiacla. “Is scuab fiacla draíochta mé. Cruthóidh mé cé chomh tábhachtach is atá mé!”

“That’s no way to treat me,” shouted the toothbrush. “I’m a magical toothbrush. I’ll prove how important I am!”
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Faoin am seo, bhí Jimmy ina shuí in aice lena dheartháireacha sa chistin.

By this time, Jimmy was already sitting down next to his brothers in the kitchen. 

Thóg sé ceapaire agus thug sé go dtí a bhéal é. Ach, ansin, léim an ceapaire as lámha Jimmy ar phláta a dheartháir ba shine.

He took a sandwich and brought it to his mouth. But then the sandwich jumped out of Jimmy’s hands right onto the plate of his oldest brother.
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In ionad an cheapair, bhí Jimmy tar éis a mhéara a ghreamú - go crua!

Instead of the sandwich, Jimmy had bitten his fingers — hard!
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“Cé leis an ceapaire seo?” a d’fhiafraigh an deartháir.

“Who does this sandwich belong to?” the brother asked. 

“Rith mo cheapaire uaim,” a d’fhreagair Jimmy. “Is liomsa é!”

“My sandwich ran away from me,” answered Jimmy. “It’s mine!” 

“Samhlaíocht go leor atá agat, a stór. Conas is féidir le ceapaire a
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