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 A poor woman had a son. She worked hard as a gardener in wealthy houses in their town. They gave her some grain in return.






 But she felt bad because she could never afford to buy nice clothes or lovely toys for her son.






 The
 little lad was bright and cheerful. Not having any toys or nice clothes
 did not bother him. After a hard day's work, the mother was going to 
the market to sell the grain she had received.






 She asked her son:



 
  Mother:
 
 What can I get for you from the market, little one?



 




 Now the boy was fascinated with the sound of a drum. So he said:



 
  Boy:
 
 A drum, mother, I would love to have a drum to play with.


























The mother knew she would never have enough money to buy a drum for her son. She went to the market, sold her grain and bought some gram flour and some salt.




While returning home, she felt sad that she would have to face him empty-handed. So when she saw a nice piece of wood on the road, she picked it up and brought it home.




 The son did not know what to do with the piece of wood. Yet he happily carried it with him when he went out to play.
 






 




 




 




 A happy song sprang to his lips and he went along singing it:
 
 



 
  

 



 
  Boy:
 
 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot
 
 
 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot!






 I asked for a drum and look what I got,



 A lovely piece of wood!



 I asked for a drum and look what I got,
 




 I think my luck is good!



 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot



 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot!






 
 
 





 And as he went skipping along on his way, he came across an old man. The old man was trying to light his stove using some cow-dung cakes. The fire was not catching and there was smoke all around. The smoke made the man's eyes water and he was coughing. The little boy ran up to him and said:






 
  Boy:
 
 What is the matter Grandpa? Can I help you in any way?






 
  Old
 
 
  Man:
 
 Ah! Little one, I am trying to cook some food, but I am unable to start a fire. For you see,



 My fire will just not start



 I need to cook. Oh! Take a look



 My fire will never start!



 Can somebody start this fire?



 My eyes are red, my arms are tired.
 




 I need to eat, I need some food.



 Oh! For a dry piece of wood!




 
  Boy:
 
 Here, Grandpa, you can use my piece of wood to start your fire.






 
  Narrator:
 
 The old man was very pleased. He lit his fire, made some bread and gave a piece to the boy.






 The boy skipped along singing his song:






 
  Boy:
 
 La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La



 La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La!



 My piece of wood got me some food.



 A lovely piece of bread.



 My piece of wood is not a drum, but it



 Got me bread. A lovely piece of bread.



 La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La



 La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La-la-la-la- La!



 The boy walked on till he came upon a potter’s wife. She had her baby in her arms. The baby was wailing and flailing her arms.



 
 



 The boy said:



 
  Boy:
 
 Dear lady, why is your daughter crying?






 
  Potter’s
 
 
  Wife:
 
 My little one is hungry. She has not had anything to eat since morning. I cannot give her anything as there is nothing in the house. I wish I had some bread to give her.



 




 The kind hearted boy 
gave the lady his bread. She gave the bread to her child who ate it 
eagerly and stopped crying. She was so pleased with the boy that she 
gave him a large pot.



 





 The boy went along humming his funny song:






 
  Boy:
 
 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot



 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot!



 I gave my bread away and



 Look what I got!



 I gave my bread away and



 Got a lovely pot!



 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot



 Tum-ti-tee Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee-Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee- Tum-ti-tee Tot!



 The little boy skipped along until he came upon a strange scene at the river bank.






 A washerman was quarreling loudly with his wife.






 The boy stopped and asked:



 
  Boy:
 
 Dear Sir, what is the matter? Why are you quarreling with your wife?



 




 
  Narrator:
 
 The washerman said:






 
  Washerman:
 
 You see, son, it was like this,



 I gave her a pot, I gave her a pot.



 And what did she do?



 I gave her a pot, it cost a lot.






 She went and broke it too!



 I gave her the pot that cost a lot.



 It’ll cost me all the more.



 She broke the pot, the last of my lot,



 And now I feel so sore!








I gave her the pot, the pot she broke.

 The pot I need to boil my clothes.
 




 Without the pot, my clothes will rot.
 




 Oh, they will remain soiled!



 So you see, I have nothing to boil my clothes in before I wash them. And because of her, my trade will suffer.



 




 
  Boy:
 
 Dear Sir, don’t quarrel with your wife. Please take this pot of mine and use it.






 The washerman was very happy with the pot. He was so pleased with the boy’s good nature that he gave him a nice coat in return.






 The boy ran along singing his funny song.
 




 
  Boy:
 
 As I walked along,



 With my pot in hand,
 




 I met a washerman.



 Who gave me this coat so grand!



 Oh so funny indeed!



 People looking for things,



 And I have what they need!











The boy walked on, all the while admiring his grand coat. He soon came to a bridge, and there he was alarmed by what he saw.





 A man 
was shivering in the cold and he was not even wearing a shirt. He seemed
 to be hurt and was moaning in pain. The boy was very concerned and ran 
up to the man and said:






 
  Boy:
 
 You seem to be bleeding,



 You seem to be hurt!



 I'll try and get you some help.



 You also need a coat.






 The boy asked the man how he came to be in such a sorry state.











 
 
 





 
 
 The man said:
 
  

 



 
  Man
 
 : I was riding my horse in a hurry.



 I was riding my horse to the city.



 A crowd of thieves, they came and GOT me!



 They got me down, they got me out.



 They took my purse, got all my money.



 I tried to put up a good fight.
 




 But they beat me up, they beat me bad.



 They left me in pain, they left me hurt.



 They took it all, even my shirt!






 The boy said:



 
  Boy:
 
 Your need is greater than mine. Please take this coat. It will help you keep warm.






 The man was touched by the little lad's kindness. He thanked the boy profusely and presented him with the big fine horse he was riding.



The boy was very happy and led the horse along, singing his song.





 
  Boy:
 
 Oh so funny indeed!



 People looking for things,
 




 And I have what they need!



 A man needs a shirt,



 But all he has is a big fine horse!



 I gave him my coat, what did I get?



 His big fine horse, of course!



 




 As he was walking along with his horse, 
he came upon a large party of gaily dressed people. They were part of a 
big wedding party with the bridegroom, and musicians. They seemed ready 
to go in a wedding procession, but all of them were sitting under a tree
 with long faces.



 







 The boy stopped and asked them what made them look so depressed.
 












 






The groom’s father said:

 

 Groom’s


 father:

You see, son, it’s like this. We are all set to go in the wedding procession. But we need a horse for the groom. The man who was supposed to bring it hasn’t turned up, the auspicious hour is almost gone.




 




 And the groom himself stepped up to the boy and said:



 
  Groom:
 
 I am the groom.
 




 Waiting to see my bride,



 But I’m stuck in here Just hoping for a ride!



 I just can’t go there on my feet.



 My horse is late and so is the hour.



 My guests are all waiting to eat.



 I’ll miss my wedding for sure!



 So you see, what I need right now is a horse! I need a horse! A really quick horse!






 
  Chorus:
 
 He needs a horse, he needs a horse!He needs a really fast horse!








 And so the boy, being helpful as ever, offered his horse to the groom. The groom was very happy and he asked the boy what he could give him in exchange for his horse.






 The boy looked around among the musicians and quickly spotted the drummer.






 He said:



 
  Boy:
 
 A stitch in time they say saves nine.



 And what indeed did save the day,
 




 Was this splendid horse of mine!
 




 All I want from you is



 That fine little drum that you play!



 Oh, make my dreams come true!
 




 Please make my dream come true!



 




 The groom requested the drummer to hand 
over the drum to the boy. The drummer knew he would easily get enough 
money to buy himself a brand new drum. He willingly gave his drum away.
 







 
 
 





 The boy rushed home singing his song and playing his new drum. He could not wait to tell his mother how she had helped him to get his drum.



 




 
  Boy:
 
 My piece of wood did a lot of good!



 It got me bread as food.



 My piece of bread lasted not,
 




 But gave me a lovely pot.



 My pot got me a lovely coat.






 The coat did help a needy man.



 I got me a big fine horse to ride.



 With that horse,



 I got a groom his bride!



 So you see it is simple indeed
 




 A little bit of give and take,



 Will a lot of people happy make!



 So when you meet your friends today,



 Try and make their day!



 




 
 
 











 This book was made possible by Pratham Books' StoryWeaver platform. Content under Creative Commons licenses can be downloaded, translated and can even be used to create new stories ­ provided you give appropriate credit, and indicate if changes were made. To know more about this, and the full terms of use and attribution, please visit the following
 
  link
 
 .



 Story Attribution:


This story:
The Boy and the Drum (A Shorter Version)
is written by

 Umesh P N

.
            © Pratham Books
  , 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.

 Other Credits:


This book has been published on StoryWeaver by Pratham Books.The development of the print version of the book has been supported by HDFC Asset Management Company Limited (A joint venture with Standard Life Investments). www.prathambooks.org

 Illustration Attributions:


Cover page:

 Boy playing the drums and children dancing behind him

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 3:

 Woman speaking to a group of children who are dressing up

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 6:

 People watching a smiling boy drum on wood

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 8:

 Old man coughing from smoke, boy watching

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 11:

 Boy handing over a piece of roti to a lady on the street

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 14:

 Boy watching a man and woman argue furiously

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 16:

 Boy in an an oversized shirt dancing as other children watch him

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 18:

 Boy offering a shirt to a shivering man out in the street

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 20:

 Boy leading a horse

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 22:

 A worried groom at his wedding

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Page 25:

 A drummer of a wedding band offering the drum to a young boy

, by

 Rajiv Eipe

© Pratham Books, 2015. Some rights reserved. Released under CC BY 4.0 license.
Disclaimer:

 https://www.storyweaver.org.in/terms_and_conditions



 Some rights reserved. This book is CC­-BY­-4.0 licensed. You can copy, modify, distribute and perform the work, even for commercial purposes, all without asking permission. For full terms of use and attribution,
 
  http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
 



 The Boy and the Drum (A Shorter Version)
 (English)



 A folktale about giving and kindness transforms into a lively play! This versatile and adaptable piece can be performed on stage or in the classroom. Hours of fun and learning guaranteed!



 This is a Level 3 book for children who are ready to read on their own.



Pratham Books goes digital to weave a whole new chapter in the realm of multilingual children's stories. Knitting together children, authors, illustrators and publishers. Folding in teachers, and translators. To create a rich fabric of openly licensed multilingual stories for the children of India ­­ and the world. Our unique online platform, StoryWeaver, is a playground where children, parents, teachers and librarians can get creative. Come, start weaving today, and help us get a book in every child's hand!
content/a045902a940be4f3b9a0dd0e44886dc5.jpg





content/dea344b6af27af3c63fb9c183038cce3.jpg





content/74e984c3ea3e772c86509098c140c4a5.jpg





content/1997e8a7b59657c2cb3439515d56a8a1.jpg





content/39ba23f69fdc1825b83da62ba11ec556.jpg





content/d034228a338049ec3f8a267cae7a3313.jpg





content/a5c66ea0438e97ee66266fcc2890dcfd.png





content/339261ba50a3879e992abce4dfa8b46f.jpg





content/f86d450051a12a0bfee5e886534586b1.jpg





content/17aa181036b228fa3d8c3f819bcd9575.png
Level 3





content/133453ede50b203d31d54ddd9960d984.jpg





content/f32f6ee29e61e037aca11b2989e5f4a8.jpg
/"Il"l'.
‘
g O W Ve

-
ikl






content/160536cfa921b3a928b12f91d213374d.jpg





content/d710444fa4fa11e970eed00fa1977069.png





content/61fd7e1fd7a0b699c82eb4f089a455f7.png
PRATHAM
BOOKS

A Book in Every Child's Hand






