
Tom
 Thum

b

Tom
 Thum

b w
as sm

all. In fact, he w
as no bigger than a m

an’s
thum

b. His bed w
as a m

atchbox and his bath w
as an eggcup.

His cap w
as a button, his belt w

as an elastic band, and his
jacket w

as lent to him
 by a doll.

He skipped w
ith the insects, and he chatted to the finches 

and the frogs.

It w
as w

hen Tom
 Thum

b w
as visiting the frogs that things

w
ent badly w

rong. A big fish spotted him
 jum

ping into the
pond. It sw

am
 up to him

 and gulp! It snapped him
 up!

“Help!” yelled Tom
 Thum

b, from
 the fish’s tum

m
y. 

A m
an w

as fishing from
 the bank w

ith a rod and a bit of
string. W

hen he pulled in the string, a big fish w
as on the 

end of it. O
ff he w

ent to sell the fish to the King’s chef.

In his kitchen, the King’s chef cut the fish up. He m
ust have

felt shocked w
hen out stepped …

. Tom
 Thum

b!
“W

hat can I do w
ith this little chap?” the chef said to

him
self. He had a think. Then he popped Tom

 Thum
b into the

King’s plum
 pudding!

W
hen the pudding w

as cut, out stepped …
Tom

 Thum
b!

He jum
ped into the King’s dish, crossed his legs and grinned

at the King. The King clapped and clapped.
“Thank you!” he said to the chef, and handed him

 a big bag
of gold.
“W

hat a splendid little chap! He can do tricks for m
y

guests w
hen I have a banquet!”

So the King kept Tom
 Thum

b. He dressed him
 in velvet and 

silk, and presented him
 w

ith a little tin drum
. W

hen the King
had a banquet, Tom

 Thum
b banged on his drum

 and did tricks
for the guests. The guests clapped, and lifted their goblets,
saying ”Let’s all drink to Tom

 Thum
b!”




