Tom Thumb

man and a woman lived in a cottage on the edge
of a small village. They had a good life and they
loved each other, but one thing was missing to
complete their happiness. They both wished for

a baby very much, and as time went on, they became sad-
der and sadder.

But one day their wish was fulfilled. While the man was ploughing the
field, a son was born to his wife. He cried non-stop, but there was nothing
strange in that - children often cry. But their little son was so tiny that you
wouldn’t find such a small boy for many miles around. Just imagine, he wasn’t
bigger than a thumb, and that’s why he got the name Tom Thumb. However,
that wasn’t the end of all the strangeness. Right after he was born, the little
boy jumped up on his tiny legs, ran around the house, and called to his mother:
“Mum, make some lunch for Dad. I’ll go to the field and take it to him.”

The surprised woman placed some food for her husband in a basket and
wanted to go to the field with her son - after all, such a small boy wouldn’t be
able to even lift a basket. But believe it or not, Tom Thumb stood underneath
the basket and with a swift jerk upwards, he got it onto his shoulders and he
bravely crawled along to the field to take it to his dad. It looked as if the basket
was moving along on its own, as you could hardly see Tom Thumb under it.
On his way, the little boy bravely overcame all the small obstacles, and even had
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0 Paleckovi

chaloupce na kraji malé vesnice zili muz a Zena. Dafilo se
jim dobre, méli radi jeden druhého, ale presto jim k iplnému
Stésti a radosti néco chybélo. Oba si moc prali détatko, a jak
Cas bézel, byli stdle smutnéjsi a zasmusile;jsi.

Jednoho dne se jejich prani splnilo. Zatimco muz oral na poli,
narodil se jeho Zené¢ syndcek. Byl ukficeny az hrliza, ale na tom by
nebylo nic divného, déti prece ¢asto plaCou. Jejich synacek vsak byl
tak malicky, Ze Siroko daleko by tak malého chlapce ¢lovék nenaSel.
Predstavte si, nebyl veétsi nez palec u ruky, a proto také dostal jméno
Palecek. Tim vSak jesté vSechny podivnosti nekoncily. Palecek hned
po narozeni vyskocil na nozky, bé¢hal po dome¢ a volal na maminku:
,Mamo, nachystej obéd pro tatinka, donesu mu jej na pole.“

Prekvapenad Zena vyrovnala do kosiku jidlo pro manzela k obédu
a chtéla se na pole vypravit se synkem, vzdyt tak malicky hosi-
cek urcité ko$ ani neuzvedne. Ale svéte div se, Palecek se postavil
pod kos$ a hej rup, uz ho mél na ramenou a state¢né kracel na pole
za tatinkem. Vypadalo to, Ze se po cesté Sine kosik sdm, protoze
Palecka pod nim skoro nebylo vidét. Palecek po cest¢ odvazné pre-
kondval vsechny drobné ndstrahy, a dokonce mé¢l tolik duvtipu,
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the ingenuity to swim across the creek, where there was no footbridge. He took
out a wooden spoon from the basket, sat on it as if it were a boat, and safely
reached the other side with the basket. And then Tom Thumb saw the field
where his dad worked.

“Dad, stop working, I am bringing you your lunch,” Tom Thumb called out
with all his might, but his voice wasn’t strong enough for his dad to hear. Tom
Thumb had to place the basket right in front of his father, otherwise his father
wouldn’t have noticed it.

“Where did this food basket come from?” the father wondered, shaking his
head thoughtfully and looking all around to see who could have brought him
the food. After a little while he heard a voice by his feet, so he looked down and
stared in wonder at the tiny creature.

“I am your son, Tom Thumb! I was born this

morning.”

The father was amazed: today his son had

been born and he was so tiny that he would be

afraid of crushing him in his hands. He had come

into the world that morning and by lunchtime he
could walk and talk. What next?

Tom Thumb laid the food on the ground, invited
his dad to eat and offered to go on ploughing
instead of him.



ze bez vétsich potizi preplaval potok, pres ktery nevedla lavka.
Vyjmul z kosiku dfevénou lZici, posadil se do ni jako do lodic¢ky
a bezpecn¢ se dostal na druhy breh i s kosikem. A pak uz Palecek
spatftil pole, na kterém pracoval tatinek.

,Tatinku, zastav se, nesu ti obéd!“ volal PalecCek ze vSech sil, ale
tatinek jeho slaby hlasek neslySel. PaleCkovi nezbyvalo nic jiného
nez postavit kosik pfimo pred tatinka, jinak by si ho tatinek stézi
povsiml.

»,Kdepak se tu vzal kosik s jidlem?“ divil se otec, zamyslen¢ kroutil
hlavou a rozhliZel se na vSechny strany, zda neuvidi, kdo mu jidlo pfti-
nesl. Az po chvili zaslechl néjaky hlasek u svych nohou, sklopil tedy
zrak a s udivem hledél na malinké stvoreni.

,Ja jsem tvij syn Palecek! Narodil jsem se
dnes zrdna.“

Tatinek nevychdzel z idivu: dnes se mu
narodil synek a je tak drobounky, Ze by
mel strach, ze ho v dlanich rozmacka...
PriSel na svét rano a v poledne uz
chodi a mluvi. To jsou véci...

Palecek tatinkovi prostrel
na mezi, pozval ho k jidlu
a nabidl se, ze zatim misto
neho ptijde orat.
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“Son, how are you going to drive the oxen when you won’t even be able to
hold up the whip?”

“Don’t worry, Dad, I can make do without a whip,” Tom Thumb called,
crawling swiftly up the ox’s ear, settling comfortably in it, and shouting with
all his might: “Hey, ho, hey!” Tom Thumb’s voice was very soft, but it echoed
around the ox’s ear like an unpleasant mosquito. The ox ran quickly to get rid of
the unpleasant screeching. And he ran and ran, and in a while Tom Thumb had
ploughed more than his father had done all morning.

Along the field was a path where a stingy merchant was walking to the mar-
ket. Though he was in a hurry to do business, he stopped and watched the fast
ploughing admiringly. It is an unusual sight: a bull running on its own in a field
up and down and ploughing without being driven by a ploughman. So he stepped
closer to get to the bottom of it, and then he heard a soft call: “Hey, ho, hey!”
He wondered where the little voice was coming from.
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,»,Chlapce, jak chces§ volky pohanét, vzdyt ani bi¢ neuneses.“

,Neboj se, tatinku, ja si poradim i bez bice,” volal Palec¢ek a mrstné vylezl
volovi az do ucha, pohodln¢ se v ném usadil a ze vSech sil halekal: ,,Hoj, hejsa,
hej!“ Palecktiv hlasek byl sice slaboucky, ale ozyval se volovi pfimo v uchu
jako pisténi neprijemného komadra. Vil hbité vybéhl, aby se nelibého pisténi
zbavil. A béhal a béhal a za chvili méli s PaleCkem zorano vic nez tatinek
za celé dopoledne.

Podél pole vedla cesta, po niz krdcel na trh lakomy kupec. Prestoze sp¢-
chal za svymi obchody, zastavil se a obdivné¢ sledoval hbitou orbu. To se jen
tak nevidi: volek sam stfelhbité béha po poli vzhiru dolt a ord sam, aniz ho

pohani orac. Pristoupil tedy bliZ, aby prisel vécem na kloub, a vtom zaslechne
tiché volani: ,Hoj, hejsa, hej!“ Premital, odkudpak se ten hlasek asi ozyva.




“I'm here,” said Tom Thumb as he watched the puzzled merchant’s expres-
sion, “here - in the ox’s ear!” Then he poked his head out and laughed cheer-
fully at the merchant. The merchant liked the lively boy at first sight - he
quickly calculated how much money a clever boy like that could make for him.
So he asked him: “Listen, little one, would you like to come and work for me?”

“Why not, sir,” Tom Thumb said cheerfully, “but first I need to check with my
dad.” Tom Thumb ran quickly to his dad and whispered in his ear: “Don’t worry,
Daddy, let me go to work for the merchant, I’ll be back soon. And don’t sell me
cheaply,” he added, with a roguish gleam in his eyes.

The father was reluctant to sell his son, but when he saw that his son insisted,
he finally agreed with a heavy heart. Tom Thumb whispered: “Daddy, go behind
us at a distance. I have a plan - I know what I’'m doing.”

The surprised father did what Tom Thumb asked him. Who knew what the
boy was up to - what his son was capable of left him baffled.

The greedy merchant squirmed a bit, but in
the end he paid well for Tom Thumb. He pushed
him into his backpack and hurried into the city.
The father followed slowly. After a while some-
thing flashed in the dust on the road. The father
bent down to look and what was this? A gold coin
on the ground! And then a second, and a third...
In the end, he collected a full pocket of coins and
he wondered where so much money had sud-
denly come from - it definitely hadn’t come out

of the sky.




,Tady jsem prece,” bavil se Palecek, kdyz sledoval nechapavy kup-
clv vyraz, ,,tady - ve volove uchu!“ Nakonec vystr¢il hlavu a vesele se
na kupce zasmal. Ciperny ho$i¢ek se kupci zalibil na prvni pohled -
rychle si spocital, kolik by mu takovy Sikulka mohl vydélat penéz.
Zeptal se ho: ,,Poslys, malicky, nechtél bys ke mné do sluzby?“

,Pro¢ ne, pane,“ spustil zvesela Palecek. ,,Ale nejprve musi svolit
tatinek.“ Palecek rychle zabéhl k tatinkovi a zaSeptal mu do ucha:
,Neboj se, tatinku, pust mé ke kupci do sluzby, brzy se ti vratim.
A neprodévej me lacino,*“ dodal jesté se Sibalskymi jisktickami v o¢ich.

Tatinek se zdrahal sotva nalezeného synka prodat do sluzby, ale kdyz
vidél, Ze synek trva na svém rozhodnuti, nakonec s tézkym srdcem svo-
lil. Palecek mu jeSté Septem upfesnil: , Tatinku, béZ zpovzdali za ndmi.
J4 uz mam plan, dobre vim, co udélam.“

Prekvapeny tatinek ud¢lal, o¢ ho Palecek zadal. Kdo vi, co md ten klu-
¢ina jeSté za lubem, vzdyt dokdze délat véci, ze ¢loveku zlstava
rozum stat.

Lakotny kupec se osival, ale nako-
nec za Palecka dobre zaplatil. Strcil ho
do tlumoku a spéchal do mésta. Otec ho
pomalu nasledoval. Po chvili se v pra-
chu cesty néco zablysklo. Otec se sklo-
nil a ejhle - na zemi lezi zlatdk. A pak
druhy, treti, ... Nakonec jich nasbiral
plnou kapsu a divil se, kde se najednou
vzalo tolik pencz, pfece nenaprsely
z nebe.



