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There once was a little girl as small as 
a thumb. Her name was Thumbelina. She 
loved to listen to the songbird sing as 
she sat inside her flower by the pond. 

“Tweet. Tweet. Tweeeet”. 
His song made her heart sing.



One day, a toad came by. 

Croak. Croak. 
Croakkk!

“What a beautiful toad.” said the toad  
and he spat into the water.

“I’m not a toad,” said Thumbelina. 

“I am a girl.”
“I have never seen such a pretty toad,”  
said the toad. 

“I think I’ll marry you.”



The toad hid and waited for Thumbelina 
to fall asleep. The he kidnapped her and 
brought her to his lily pad.



“Oh, no!” said the koi fish. 
“We must help Thumbelina.”



With their tiny teeth the koi fish cut the 
stalk that held the toad’s lily pad.



A paperfly flew by. Thumbelina tied 
her hair onto it and sailed away.



“What a beautiful bug,” he said. “Whirr whirr, 

whirrrr. I think I’ll marry her”. So he gobbled 

up her paperfly and captured Thumbelina.

“I’m not a bug,” said Thumbelina. “I am a girl. 

Look, you have six legs and I have only two.”

So the maybug (who was proud of his six hairy 

legs) decided not to marry Thumbelina after 

all and left her on an anemone.

“You’re really very pretty even though you only have two legs,”  

he said, flying away.



“That Maybug didn’t see me for who  
I am,” sighed Thumbelina.

All summer long Thumbelina lived in 
the woods. She shared honey with the 
bees and drank dew from the leaves.



Autumn came and turned the 
leaves orange and red.



The first winter  
snowflake fell.



Thumbelina shivered in the cold. She hid 
in a tunnel underneath the dried up corn-
field. There she found her friend, the 
songbird lying still and cold.

“Dear songbird, you made my heart sing in the sweet 
summer sun all day long.” cried Thumbelina and 
she gave the bird a warm hug. 

Thump, thump, thump. 
His heart was beating! He was not dead after all!



A burly mole and mouse came by. 

“We never liked that Songbird’s noisy tweets. Good riddance!”  
they said, throwing rocks.

“How would you feel if you were cold and sick and someone  
threw rocks at you?” cried Thumbelina.

“Bullies! What you call noise is sweet music to me. The Song-
bird’s tweets make my heart sing. Go away!”

The mole and mouse hung their heads and slunk away.



Thumbelina tended to her friend all winter 
long. When spring came, the sun’s rays melted 
the snow, warmed the earth and flowers 
bloomed. Thumbelina dug open the hole of the 
tunnel wide and let the Songbird out. 

“Thank you for your kindness, and courage. You saved my 
life, Thumbelina. Come fly away with me.”

So Thumbelina flew away with her friend, the songbird. 
They flew over the mountains and forests until they 
landed in a grove of cherry blossom trees.

From the sweetest blossom in the tallest tree a little 
Prince appeared. He bowed and offered his hand.

“Tweet, tweet, tweet,” sang the bird. 



“You helped my songbird return home,” he said. 
“You are kind, and generous, and brave.  
My Kingdom is yours. What is your name?”

“This boy sees me for who I am,” thought 
Thumbelina. “He sees into my heart.”  
And like the songbird’s tweet tweet tweet, his 
voice made her heart sing.  

She took his hand.
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“Thumbelina.” she said.


