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ADIVINANZAS 

A B 
1 Thirty white horses on a red hill, 

First they champ,  
Then they stamp,  
Then they stand s till. 

Voiceless it cries, 
Wingless it flutters, 
Toothless bites, 
Mouthless mutters. 

2 It cannot be seen, cannot be felt, 
Cannot be heard, cannot be smelt. 
It lies behind stars and under hills, 
And empty holes it fills. 
It comes first and follows after, 
Ends life, kills laughter. 

This thing all things devours: 
Birds, beast, trees, flowers; 
Gnaws iron, bites steel; 
Grinds hard stones to meal; 
Slays king, ruins town, 
And beats high mountain down. 

3 You break it even if you name it! You must keep it after giving it. 
4 A box without hinges, key, or lid, 

Yet golden treasure inside is hid.  
You feed it, it lives, you give it 
something to drink, it dies. 

5 I go a round in circles, 
But always straight ahead 
Never complain, 
No matter where I am led. 

Lighter than what 
I am made of, 
More of me is hidden 
Than is seen. 

6 If a man carried my burden, 
He would break his back. 
I am not rich, 
But leave silver in my track.  

A man rode to town on Friday. 
He stayed there all night, 
and came back on the same Friday. 
How can this be? 

7 I am always hungry, 
I must always be fed,  
The finger I lick 
Will soon turn red.  

Three lives have I. 
Gentle enough to soo the the skin, 
Light enough to caress the sky 
Hard enough to crack rocks. 

8 Look into my face and I'm everybody; 
Scratch my back and I'm nobod y. 

Keys without locks 
Yet I unlock the soul. 

9 I am so simple, 
That I can only po int  
Yet I guide men 
All over the world. 

Colored as a maiden tweaked, 
time was naught when I began; 
through the garden I was sneaked, 
I alone am the fall of man. 

10 The part of the bird 
that is not in the sky, 
which can swim in the ocean 
and a lways stay dry. 

Inside a great blue castle 
Lives a shy young maid 
She blushes in the morning 
And comes not out at night. 

11 My life can be measured in hours, 
I serve by being devoured. 
Thin, I am quick 
Fat, I am slow 
Wind is my foe. 

I can be touched 
But I hurt those who touch me 
I move swiftly through a dry forest 
But die in a mountain stream 
Where I pass I leave a black shroud. 

12 Robbers came to our house 
And we were all in.  
The house leaped out at the windows 
And we were all taken in. 

I have legs but walk not 
A strong back but work not 
Two good arms but reach not 
A seat but sit and tarry not 

13 Each morning I appear 
To lie at your feet, 
All day I follow 
No matter how fast you run, 
Yet I nearly perish 
In the midda y sun. 

As beautiful as the setting sun,  
As delicate as the morning dew;  
An angel's dusting from the stars 
that can turn the Earth into 
A frosted moon. 
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RESPUESTAS 

 A B 
1 teeth wind 
2 darkness time 
3 silence your word 
4 egg fire 
5 wheel ice 
6 snail his horse is named “Friday”  
7 fire water 
8 a mirror piano 
9 compass an apple 
10 the shadow the sun 
11 candle the fire 
12 the fish in a net the chair 
13 shadow the snow 
 


