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Jack was making lunch when he heard a tiny squeak. He lifted
the top slice of bread and gasped. A whole tiny world sparkled
below him! Little houses made of crust, tiny roads of crumbs,

and a sign that read: Welcome to the Sandwich Kingdom. Jack
leaned closer, careful not to breathe too hard.
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In the middle of the kingdom stood Mayor Lettuce, an elderly
fellow the size of a thumb. His wavy leafy hair waved in many
pale green layers, and he tapped his tiny wooden walking stick
on the ground. 'This lettuce land belongs to us!' he announced,
pushing his leaf-shaped spectacles up his nose with one
wrinkled hand.



On the other side, Sir Cheddar crossed his blocky arms. His
golden-yellow skin had little holes on his cheeks, and his hard
hat was made from a cheese wedge. "We cheese builders need
more space for our walls!' he boasted. Rosie Tomato, plump
and glossy red, waved her watering can. 'And we farmers need
sunny fields to grow our food!



Jack watched the three groups argue over every crumb and
leaf. Mayor Lettuce wanted the crispy edge. Sir Cheddar
wanted the middle bridge. Rosie Tomato wanted the sunny
corner for her tiny tomato plants. '‘Ours!' 'No, ours!' they

shouted, louder and louder, until the bread beneath them
began to tremble.




Jack raised one finger gently. 'Excuse me,' he said softly, 'but
why not share?' The tiny people paused and looked up at the
enormous boy with messy dark brown hair and freckles across
his nose. Mayor Lettuce coughed politely. Sir Cheddar

scratched his square head. Rosie Tomato tilted her straw sun
hat and frowned.




‘Sharing never works,' huffed Mayor Lettuce, adjusting his
woven grass vest. 'We tried once. Everyone grabbed and
pushed.' Sir Cheddar nodded. 'Building needs strong borders!
Walls keep things tidy!' Rosie Tomato folded her arms.
'Farmers need open space!' Jack listened carefully, then smiled
his gap-toothed smile. 'Maybe you just need a better plan.'
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Before anyone could answer, the ground gave a terrible
wobble. CRUMBLE! A lettuce leaf slid sideways. CRACK! The
cheese bridge sagged in the middle. A tomato rolled past,
bouncing like a ball. 'The sandwich is falling apart!" cried
Rosie Tomato, grabbing her basket of tiny tomatoes. All the
little people scrambled in different directions.

7




Mayor Lettuce wobbled on his walking stick. Sir Cheddar
dropped his tiny hammer. The whole Sandwich Kingdom tilted
like a sinking ship! 'Help!' squeaked the lettuce villagers. 'Our
houses are sliding!" Jack pressed his hands flat against the
table, steadying the bread. 'Everyone, stay calm!' he called.
‘We can fix this, but we must do it together.’
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Sir Cheddar puffed out his chest. 'I can build strong supports!
I have a hammer and a ruler and plenty of cheese blocks!' He
drew a quick plan in the air. 'But I cannot grow the vines to tie
it all down.' Mayor Lettuce raised his hand. 'Lettuce leaves are
strong and stretchy. We can wrap them around the beams.'
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Rosie Tomato jumped up and down. 'And tomato roots hold soil
in place!' she said. '"We can plant our roots along the edges to
keep everything snug.' Jack clapped his hands. 'Perfect! You all
have something the others need. Sir Cheddar builds, Mayor
Lettuce wraps, and Rosie Tomato anchors. Let's try it!' The
tiny people looked at each other and nodded.
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First, Sir Cheddar hammered cheese blocks into sturdy posts
and beams. Next, Mayor Lettuce and his villagers wrapped
long, stretchy lettuce leaves around every joint. Finally, Rosie
Tomato planted tiny roots along the bottom to hold the soil
tight. Jack held the bread steady with his careful fingers.
Slowly, the wobbling stopped.




The Sandwich Kingdom stood tall and strong. Everyone stared
at what they had built together. 'We made it better than
before!' cheered Rosie Tomato, her round red face beaming.
Sir Cheddar polished his tiny ruler proudly. Mayor Lettuce
adjusted his spectacles and smiled a wrinkly, gentle smile.

'"Well now,' he said. 'This teamwork business is rather
remarkable.'




Jack leaned down until his chin touched the table. 'You see?
Sharing skills is better than arguing over land.' Mayor Lettuce
offered Sir Cheddar a patch of soft lettuce for his next bridge.
Sir Cheddar promised to build a sturdy wall around Rosie's

tomato fields. Rosie Tomato handed everyone baskets of fresh,
tiny tomatoes to share.
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That afternoon, the miniature inhabitants worked side by side.
Cheese builders raised a new tower. Lettuce villagers wove
leafy bridges. Tomato farmers planted rows of little red
tomatoes along the sunny edge. Children from all three groups
played together in the crumb square. For the first time, the
Sandwich Kingdom was truly peaceful. Everyone had a place.
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Jack finished his lunch with a happy sigh. He left a small
corner of bread and a tiny dish of water just in case. 'Goodbye,
Sandwich Kingdom,' he whispered. As he put his plate in the
sink, he heard a chorus of tiny voices. 'Thank you, Jack!' They
came from the crumb street, where the lettuce villagers,
cheese builders, and tomato farmers stood together.
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From that day on, Jack always made his sandwiches carefully,
with a little extra space in the middle. And if you listen closely
while making lunch, you might hear tiny hammers tapping,
leaves rustling, and happy voices planning together. After all,
the Sandwich Kingdom is a peaceful community now—where
teamwork, kindness, and cooperation keep everyone happily
building and growing together.
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