
Very early one spring morning, I rolled out of bed and gave a monstrous yawn.  I got out of my bed and walked out of my castle.  I walked down to the garden, at the end of the island in the sky that I called my home.  I was making my morning stroll around the tulips when something caught my eye.  It was a strange plant growing right smack in the middle of the pansies!  Upon closer inspection, I realized it wasn’t just a weed.  It was a beanstalk.  I looked down, but the beanstalk appeared to be never-ending.  It appeared to go all the way down to Earth.  Maybe someone from the ground would come to visit!  You see, my wife and I were very lonely people.  Everyone was afraid of us, so we almost never had visitors.  Just because we are giants didn’t mean we were hostile.  I suddenly felt a bit drowsy, so I went to the study to lie down.  


About an hour later, I my wife called me in for breakfast.  I took my time to meander over to the kitchen.  I stomped through the family room, and heard a commotion in the kitchen.  I peered around the corner and saw in delight that it was a human!  But I also saw that he was afraid.  I hadn’t had any fun in a while, so I decided to scare the boy a bit.  Then we could all laugh over it, and then I’d invite him to stay for breakfast.  I was so happy to finally have a break from the monotony of my life.

After I sat down to eat, I sniffed the air to add to the effect.  “Fee! Fie! Foe! Fum!  I smell the blood of an Englishman.  Be he 'live, or be he dead, I'll grind his bones to make my bread,” I thundered.  I laughed at how frightening the echo of my voice sounded.  I stopped chuckling long enough to see the boy’s reaction—but to my surprise, he was already halfway out the door!  

“Oh well,” I sighed, at least I had had my fun.  But then I heard my wife scream.  Her gold coins had been stolen!  Those coins had been in our family for generations.  They were passed down from my great-great-great-grandmother.  And now they were gone!  That rat of a human had stolen them!  I knew it must have been him, because we hadn’t had any other visitors for months.  Oh, he would pay for this!  If that boy ever showed his face again anywhere close to these clouds, he was done for! 

