The Selfish Giant

The children were always playing everyday in the wonderful garden of the
Giant, which had beautiful flowers here and there. In addition, there were F‘ s
twelve peach trees in the garden. In spring, they had pale pink and pearl gray h% K
delicate blossoms. In fall, they had plenty of fruits. The children enjoyed
hearing the birds singing on the branches.

“How pleasant it is to play in this garden!” they said in chorus.

One day the Giant came home for the first time in seven years and saw the ad .
children playing in his garden.

“Hey, what are you doing here?” Hearing his yell, the children ran away.
“This is my garden,” he cried. “Nobody shall play in this garden.”
The selfish Giant built up tall walls around it and put a bulletin board.

~Those who enter the garden shall have punishment.~

To their great sorrow, they had no place to play in. They lingered around the tall wall, talking about the
beautiful garden.

“How pleasant it was to play in this garden!” they said in chorus.

Soon they had spring again. The flowers blossomed and the birds sang. But it was still winter only in his
garden. As there were no children in the garden, the birds didn’t want to sing, and the trees and flowers
forgot to bloom.

It was only snow and frost that were much pleased.

“Spring forgot this garden,” the two said. “So we can live here all the year around.”
Soon the north wind came there and said, “What a comfortable place it is to live in!”
“Why doesn’t spring come here?”
The Giant said, sitting by the window, seeing the cold and white garden.
“I’d like the climate to change.”

But spring would never come in the garden. Neither did summer there. Though every garden had golden

fruits in fall, the garden never had a fruit.
“That’s because the Giant is so selfish.” Fall said.
So it was always winter in this garden; north wind, frost and snow were dancing among the trees.

One morning when he woke up in his bed, he heard a beautiful sound; a small bird was only singing
outside the window. Soon north wind, frost and snow stopped dancing.

“Spring must have come at last!” he thought and jumped down the bed and looked out of the window..

It was the most wonderful view; the children were sitting on each branch of the trees. The trees were so
pleased to be with the children that they had a great number of blossoms and were waving their branches

gently over them. The birds were joyfully flirting and singing around the trees. It was a lovely scene.



However, it was still winter at one corner in the garden, where a little boy was standing by a tree. He was
too short to reach the branch. The tree was covered with snow and frost. North wind was blowing over it.
The tree said to the boy, bending the branches as low as possible.

“Hey, Boy. Climb me!”
But it was impossible for him to reach the tree.

While watching outside, the Giant felt as if snow melted in his heart.

“What a selfish man I was!” he said to himself. “I understood now why the spring wouldn’t come. I’ll lift
the little boy on the tree. I’ll break down the walls. My garden will be the playground for children forever.”

The Giant gently walked toward the small boy and kindly lifted him on the tree, when the tree had many
blossoms at a time. Several birds stopped on the tree to sing. The boy kissed the Giant on the cheek.
Knowing that he was not ill-natured any more, the other children ran to him so that they could hug him.
“This garden is yours, not mine. My lovely children.” Saying so, he broke down the walls with a huge ax.
After that, the children played there everyday with the Giant all day long and left there when the sun
dawned, saying Good-bye to the Giant.

Many years had passed. The Giant was now very old and weak. He didn’t play with children any more.
He sat on a big chair, only watching them playing in the garden.

“The flowers in the garden are beautiful,” he said. “But the children are much more beautiful.”

One day in winter, he was looking out of the window. He didn’t hate winter any more, because he knew

that spring was sleeping and flowers were taking a rest.
Suddenly he found a tree at a corner in the garden covered with pretty white blossoms and the little boy
standing under it.
He jumped into the garden and ran to the boy.
“Who on earth hurt you?” he cried, because the boy had the scars of blood on both hands and on both feet.
“Tell me who hurt you, and I’ll kill him with a sword.”
“Forgive them!” the boy said. “These are the scars of love.”
“Who are you?” The Giant knelt before the boy, kept in awe.
The boy smiled and said,
“I’m the boy that you lifted on the tree. Today I came here to take you to my garden, Paradise.”

On the day in the afternoon, he laid himself dead under the tree, totally covered with white

blossoms.(kudos)

(2019/10/24: Original by Oscar Wild)
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