
Almost without knowing what he was doing, as though drawn by some magnet, James Henry 

Trotter started walking slowly toward the giant peach.  He climbed over the fence that surrounded it, 

and stood directly beneath it, staring up at its great bulging sides.  He put out a hand and touched it 

gently with the tip of one finger.  It felt so soft and warm and slightly furry, like the skin of a baby 

mouse.  He moved a step closer and rubbed his check lightly against the soft skin.  And then suddenly, 

while he was doing this, he happened to notice that right beside him and below him, close to the 

ground, there was a hole in the side of the peach.  

                It was quite a large hole, the sort of thing an animal about the size of a fox might have made. 

James knelt down in front of it and poked his head and shoulders inside. 

                He crawled in. 

                He kept crawling. 

This isn’t a hole, he thought excitedly.  It’s a tunnel! 

The tunnel was damp and murky, and all around him there was the curious bittersweet smell of fresh 

peach.  The floor was soggy under his knees, the walls were wet and sticky, and peach juice was dripping 

from the ceiling.  James opened his mouth and caught some of it on his tongue.  It tasted delicious. 

              He was crawling uphill now, as though the tunnel were leading straight toward the very center 

of the gigantic fruit.  Every few seconds he paused and took a bite out of the wall.  The peach flesh was 

sweet and juicy, and marvelously refreshing. 

                He crawled on for several more yards, and then suddenly—bang—the top of his head bumped 

into something extremely hard blocking his way.  He glanced up.  In front of him there was a solid wall 

that seemed at first as though it were made of wood.  He touched it with his fingers.  It certainly felt like 

wood, except that it was very jagged and full of deep groves. 


