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The Selfish Giant
by Oscar Wilde

Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to go and play in the giant’s
garden.

It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over the grass stood beautifil
flowers like stars, and there were twelve peach trees that in the springtime broke out into delicate
blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore rich fruit. © The birds sat on the trees and sang s>
sweetly that the children used to stop their games in order to listen to them. How happy we are here!
they cried to each other.

One day the giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the Cornish ogre®, and had stayed
with him for seven years. After the seven years were over he had said all that he had to say, for his
conversation was limited, @ and he determined to return to his own castle. When he arrived he saw the
children playing in the garden.

What are you doing here? he cried in a very gruff® voice, and the children ran away.

My own garden is my own garden, said the giant, anyone can understand that, and I will allow

nobody to play in it but myself®. So he built a high wall all round it, and put up a notice-board:

TRESPASSERS
WILL BE

PROSECUTED®

He was a very selfish giant.
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The poor children had nowhere to play now. They tried to play on the road, but the road was
very dusty and full of hard stones, and they did not like it. They used to wander round the high walls
when their lessons were over, and talk about the beautiful garden inside. How happy we were there!
they said to each other.

Then the spring came, and all over the country there were little blossoms and little birds. Only in
the garden of the selfish giant it was still winter. The birds did not care to sing in it as there were no
children and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful flower put its head out from the grass, but
when it saw the notice-board it was so sorry for the children that it slipped back into the ground®
again, and went off to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the snow and the frost. Spring
has forgotten this garden, they cried, so we will live here all the year round. The snow covered up the
grass with her great white cloak, and the frost painted all the trees silver. @ Then they invited the
north wind to stay with them, and he came. He was wrapped in furs, and he roared all day about the
garden, and blew the chimney-pots down. @ This is a delightful spot, he said, we must ask the hail on
a visit®. So the hail came. Every day for three hours he rattled on the roof of the castle till he broke
most of the slates® and then he ran round and round the garden as fast as he could. He was dressed in
grey, and nis breath was like ice.

I cannot understand why the spring is so late in coming, said the selfish giant, as he sat at the
window and looked out at his cold, white garden. I hope there will be a change in the weather.

But the spring never came, nor the summer. The autumn gave golden fruit to every garden, but
to the giant’s garden she gave none. He is too selfish, she said. So it was always winter there, and the
north wind and the hail, and the frost and the snow danced about through the trees.

One morning the giant was lying awake in bed when he heard some lovely music. It sounded so
sweet to his ears that he thought it must be the king’s musicians passing by. ® It was really only a little
linnet@ singing outside his window, but it was so long since he had heard a bird sing in his garden that
it seemed to him to be the most beautiful music in the world. Then the hail stopped dancing over his
head, and the north wind ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume came to him through the open case-
ment®. [ believe the spring has come at last, said the giant; and he jumped out of bed and looked out.

What did he see?

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the wall the children had crept in®, and
they were sitting in the branches of the trees. In every tree that he could see there was a little child.
And the trzes were so gléd to have the children back again that they had covered themselves with blos-
soms, and were waving their arms gently above the children’s heads. The birds were flying about and

twittering?? with delight, and the flowers were looking up through the green grass and laughing. It
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was a lovely scene; only in one corner it was still winter. It was the farthest corner of the garden, and
in it was standing a little boy?. He was so small that he could not reach up to the branches of the
tree, and he was wandering all round it, crying bitterly. The poor tree was still covered with frost and
snow and the north wind was blowing and roaring above it. Climb up! Little boy, said the tree, and
it bent its branches down as low as it could; but the boy was too tiny.

And the giant’s heart melted@ as he looked out.

How selfish I have been! he said; Now I know why the spring would not come here. I will put
that poor little boy on the top of the tree, and then I will knock down the wall, and my garden shall
be the children’s playground for ever and ever. He was really very sorry for what he had done.

So he: crept downstairs and opened the front door quite softly, and went out into the garden. Bu:
when the children saw him they were so frightened that they all ran away, and the garden became
winter again. Only the little boy did not run for his eyes were so full of tears that he did not see the gi
ant coming. And the giant stole up behind him® and took him gently in his hand, and put him up into
the tree. And the tree broke at once into blossom, and the birds came and sang on it, and the little
boy stretcied out his two arms and flung them round the giant’s neck®, and kissed him. And the oth-
er childrer. when they saw that the giant was not wicked any longer came running back®, and with
them came the spring. It is your garden now, little children, said the giant, and he ook a great axe
and knocked down the wall. And when the people were going to market at twelve o’clock they founc
the giant playing with the children in the most beautiful garden they had ever seen.

All day long they played, and in the evening they came to the giant to bid him goodbye.

But where is your little companion? he said, the boy I put into the tree. The giant loved him the
best because he had kissed him.

We don’t know, answered the children, he has gone away.

You must tell him to be sure and come tomorrow, © said the giant. But the children said that they
did not know where he lived and had never seen him before; and the giant felt very sad.

Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came and played with the giant. But the lit-
tle boy whom the giant loved was never seen again. The giant was very kind to all the children, yet he
longed for his first little friend, and often spoke of him. How I would like to see him! he used to say.

Years went over, and the giant grew very old and feeble®. He cold not piay about any more, sc
he sat in a huge armchair, and watched the children at their games, and admired his garden. I have
many beat tiful flowers, he said; but the children are the most beautiful flowers of all.

One winter morning he looked out of his window as he was dressing. He did not hare the winter
now, for he knew that it was merely the spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting. ¥

Suda('nly he rubbed his eyes in wonder and looked and looked. It certainly was a marvellous

sight. In the farthest corner of the garden was a tree quite covered with lovely white blossoms. Its
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branches were golden, and silver fruit hung down from them, and underneath it stood the little boy he
had loved. ©

Downstairs ran the giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He hastened across the grass, @
and came near to the child. And when he came quite close his face grew red with anger®, and he said,
Who hath dared to wound thee?® For on the palms of the child’s hands were the prints of two nails,
and the prints of two nails were on the little feet. ®

Who hath dared to wound thee? cried the giant, tell me, that I may take my big sword and slay
him®.

NayC! answered the child, but these are the wounds of love.

Who art thou®? said the giant, and a strange awe fell on him, © and he knelt before the little
child.

And the child smiled on the giant, and said to him, You let me play once in your garden, today
you shall come with me to my garden, which is Paradise®.

And when the children ran in that afterncon, they found the giant lying dead under the tree, all

covered with white blossoms.

ERHEREEHN, RENREEARBE LBETR, WTHERMEZNDBE,
fts & A HLFIF

oA ERLAT .

R ENR? hath = has, thee = youo

EXAENENFELERMTTHET, M LOE, SEERPERETERSEE.
REBGEROKARFEM. slay:v. RFE,

nay = noo

Whe art thou = Who are you,

AR R R AT A,

Paradise: n. RE,

P o006



Who took the traveler’s gold?

Only two knew, and one of them could not talk .

The Sheik’s White Donkey

I was traveling across the desert with sheik® Mahmoud Ibn Moosa and his caravan@ of 90 camels
and 19 men. The sheik was a dignified old man with fierce dark eyes® and a white beard. His com-
mands were the only laws that the men of the caravan knew. ®

The bearded sheik rode a large white donkey, and his donkey was dignified, too. The sheik
treated him as a friend and an equal. They were almost always together all day, and they slept in the

same tent every night.
The Bag of Gold

I was carrying with me about 80 pieces of gold, which I kept in a leather bag. I kept the bag ir
my tent at night, and I put my hand into the bag each morning to be sure that the pieces of gold were
safe. On the ninth morning, the bag was not there!

I went at once to find Ibn Moosa. “Mahmoud Ibn Moosa, ” | began, “for eight days I have been
your gues!, and [ am sincerely grateful for your hospitality®.”

Ibn Moosa put his hand on his heart and answered, “To give hospitality to a guest is always my
greatest pieasure.’

1 continued, “I am very sorry to tell you that some trouble has come to me now. As a guest, |
must tell this trouble to my host.”

I told him about my bag with the 80 pieces of gold. He asked me a few questions, and then sat in

shek: FIRHE R HRERTE N E A K.

carwan: n. SFRIEREASTER,
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silence, stroking his beard¥. At last he said, “The caravan will not leave this camp today. Before
evening comes, you will have your gold.”

An hour later my host left the camp, alone. It was noon before he returned. ® Commanding his
men not to disturb him for any reason, he disappeared into his tent and closed the flap of the tent be-
hind him. @ I began to be worried about my money. There was only one man who could get it for me,
and he was asleep in his tent!

But after dinner my host came slowly from his tent, dressed in his finest clothes. He went to the
top of a pile of bags in the center of the camp, and he told me to sit up there beside him. Then, in his
dignified voice, @ he said, “Bring me the men.” The men left the camels and stood in a row in front of
him®.

When all the men were there, the sheik sat in silence, looking at them and stroking his beard.
He did not hurry. He looked at each man a long time, and every man looked silently at him, too. At
last he spoke,

“Today some trouble has come to my guest, this traveler. To steal is a crime, but when one steals
from a guest, the crime is seven times worse. This traveler trusted himself to me. Someone has stolen
from him in my hcme. As no one from outside has been near our camp, the man who stole from this
traveler is before me now. He is standing before me while I speak, and he thinks he can hide his
crime.”

The old sheik’s voice became loud and angry as he spoke of the crime. He said that God himsel:
was commanding him to find the thief and to find the traveler’s gold. Then his voice became quiet and

dignified egain. Stroking his beard, he continued.
The Wonderful Donkey

“My white donkey in my tent,” he said, “is not an ordinary one. He is a direct descendant from
the donkey that our Prophet rode. ©® My donkey is a very wise one. He always knows the truth; he al-
ways tells me the truth, because God tells him what is true.”

The sheik stopped for a minute and looked at each man. Then he said, “My donkey will now tell
me who stole the traveler’s gold.”

“The donkey cannot speak our language,” the sheik continued, “but when he speaks to me in his
language, I always understand. I command each man now to go into my tent alone. Close the flap of
the tent so that no one can see you except the donkey and God. Then, I command you, pull my
donkey’s tail. When an innocent hand touches his tail, he will be silent. @ But when the hand of the

thief touches his tail, the donkey will speak to us all in his language, and we will take the thief and kil.
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him without mercy@®. "

The sheik commanded the man at the end of the row to go first. The man entered the tent,
closed the flap and, after a silent moment, returned. The second man went and returned, and then
the third. Twelve men entered and returned, and there was still no sound. Thirteen, fourteen, fif-
teen, sixtesn; only three more. Seventeen, eighteen, and now the last man was entering the tent.
Surely there would be a sound from the sheik’s tent now! But the man went in and came out, and
there was no sound. The donkey was not so wise, after all.

But Mahmound Ibn Moosa said to me quietly, “Do not be worried. It is all right. You will get
your bag o7 gold.”

The Thief

The men were in front of him in a row again, and they were sitting down. “Stand up!” he com-
manded. They all stood up. “Hold your hands out in front of you, with the palms up. ©” Each man
held out his hands. The sheik then went down from the pile of bags and walked slowly to the first man
in the row He bent his back and laid his face on the palms of the first man’s hands. € After a minute
he went tc the next man and laid his face on that man’s palms. [ was amazed® when he did this again
and again, going from man to man along the row. He came to the twelfth man and laid his face on the
man’s palms. Suddenly he lifted his face, pulled out his sword and shouted, “You dirty thief! Get
that gold, or I will kill you at once!”

The ran fell on his face, begging for mercy. © Then he jumped up and ran outside the circle of
camels. H: pulled up a stone and came back with my leather bag of gold.

“Give it to the traveler!”

The raan put the bag into my hands, and I found that all the 80 pieces were in it. Then the sheik
commanded two men to beat the thief. After a minute I begged mercy for him; and, at my host’s

command, the men let him go. The sheik went to his tent, and the men returned to their camels.
The Sheik’s Explanation

[ was glad to get my money, but I was eager to know more about this miracle®. As we rode over
the desert the next day, I asked my host to explain.
He looked at me, stroked his beard, and said, “You must not tell my men.”

“Of course,” I answered.
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“Well,” he began, “while I was in my tent yesterday, 1 took some mint® and put it in water.
When the water began to smell like mint, I put the donkey’s tail into the water and left it there until
his tail, too, smelt like mint. That evening, you remember, each man went into the tent. All pulled

the donkey’s tail except, of course, the thief. His hand alone had no smell of mint upon it. @”

@ mint; . AT, R,
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I Met A Bushmano

People told him not to drive along that road alone
But he decided to try it —

“Don’t try to drive across the Kalahari Desert alone, " @ my friends in the city said. “If your car
breaks down, you will be there for days before anyone passes by. Besides, it is hot, and there are in-
sects®. And what will you do if you meet a Bushman?”

My friends told me that Bushmen were wild people who had no mercy for® travelers. When a
traveler lost his way in the desert, they said, there was often a Bushman watching him from behind
the tall grass. The Bushman was waiting for him to die, my friends said. He was waiting to take the
traveler’s water bottle, belt and shoes. @

Listening to my friends, I almost decided not to drive across the desert alone. ® But I was going
to a distant town in south-west Africa, and the lonely road across the Kalahari Desert was 1000 miles
shorter than any other. @ I decided to try it.

For a long time, I made excellent progress, but at last my car broke down! ©® The sound of the
engine tol¢ me that there was no water in the radiator®. I lifted the hood® of the car and looked in-

side. It was true — the radiator was empty — and I was 30 miles from the nearest village.
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Alone in the Desert

I sat in the car for an hour, trying to decide what to do. “Shall I pour the last of my drinking wa-
ter into the radiator?” 1 thought. “Or shall I pour it down my throat?”@ I certainly didn’t intend to
leave the car anc look for water in the desert. “If I do that,” I thought, “I will probably lose my
way, and meet a Bushman, too.” So I made as much noise as | could with my automobile horn®@. I
sounded the horn every ten minutes, hoping that some other traveler passing near me would hear. @

The noon sun was terribly hot, and the car was as hot as a stove. There was no air anywhere.
Insects were beginning to cover the windows of the car. I felt lonely and thirsty, and, remembering
my friends’ stories, I felt a little afraid.

Then I saw the Bushman.

He was squatting@ behind the tall brown grass. He was holding a small bow with several sharp
arrows, about as long as pencils. He had small dark eyes and an untidy pile of hair on his head. ®

When he stood up, 1 saw that he was shorter than the tall brown grass.
Friend or Enemy’

When he saw that 1 was looking at him, he began to walk slowly toward me, still holding his
bow and arrows. He opened his lips and pulled them back, show a row of amazingly white teeth. ©
“Maybe tais is a smile, ” I thought, “but maybe it isn’t.” I did not smile back.

He squatted motionless under the sun, watching me, for an hour. @ Every ten minutes, when I
sounded the automobile horn, he made a happy noise in his throat®. The noise shook his small body
from head to foot. @ But he still squatted motionless under the hot sun, just watching me.

Once, he said something to me in his language, then put his bow and arrows on the ground,
stood up ard lifted his hands toward the sky. He seemed to be telling me that he came in peace. @ But
I didn’t trust him.

Later, as the sun went down, he came closer to the car and began to talk in his strange language.
His face showed that he could not understand why I was not more friendly. I felt a little ashamed, but
I still didn’t trust him. I remembered those stories about Bushman.

On the other hand, when evening came, I found that I was rather grateful that the Bushman was

near. Night :s a lonely time in the desert. I was less afraid while another human being was near, even
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that squatting Bushman. @ [ envied him, too, as he made his fire of dry sticks — the night was sud-
denly cool. @ Every few minutes he turned and waved his hand. He seemed to be telling me he would

protect me during the long night. Each hour I felt less afraid. At last I slept, still in my car.
Water from the Sand

I woke in the early morning. My little Bushman was squatting motionless on the hood of the car,
smiling as usual. I sat up, feeling cold. For the first time, I smile at him, too.

At that moment, his face changed, and he spoke in a wild but happy way. ® He seemed to be
saying, “At last you are beginning to act like a human being. Now we can do something together.”

I suddenly saw what he had in his hand. It was a small leather bag, full (I hoped) of water.

Water! Where did he find it in this part of the country? Forgetting to be afraid, I opened the
door of the car for the first time. He seemed to consider this a sign that I intended to be friendly. ® He
ran around the car like a happy child on a spring morning, making loud sounds of pleasure.

In sign language® I showed him that I needed water for the car. He understood immediately.
“Ah!” he said. He gave me the bag that he was carrying, and I poured the water into the radiator. It
was not erough.

Then the Bushman ran to the tall grass and found a long hollow stick®. In sign language he told
me to follew. I still didn’t completely trust him, but I followed a little behind him. @ After a short
walk he squatted on the ground and pushed one end of his hollow stick into the sand. 1 watched,
amazed, as he put his lips around the other end of the stick. ® A moment later, a stream of water came
out around his mouth. There was a stream of water under the sand!

I ran back to the car for my big water bottle, and for half an hour the Bushman’s mouth workec
to fill it fcr me. @ When the bottle was full, he gave it to me. His happy face seemed to say, “Now,
you see, we are acting like brothers! ” I took the bottle back to the car, poured the water into the radi-
ator, and then returned to the Bushman.

The 3ushman’s mouth was still working with the hollow stick — but now there was no more wa
ter. He began to run around wildly, pushing the stick into the ground, putting his lips around it, bu:

getting only sand in return. ¥ After several minutes he stopped and looked at me, smiling sadly.

©
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