
 

 

                                                                                               

 

 

Summer Reading 
ZPD: 6.0 to 10.0 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

Short Stories 4 
“The more that you read, the more things you will know, the more places you ‘ll go. - Dr.Seuss 

Enjoy trying some short stories! 

 

• The Selfish Giant by Oscar Wilde                                                                                                                              ZPD: 6.4  

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 beautiful flowers like stars, and there were 

twelve peach-trees that in the spring-time broke out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore 

rich fruit. The birds sat on the trees and sang so 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; “any one 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. The poor children had now nowhere to play. 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 wall 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 go. He 

was dressed in grey, and his 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 casement. “I 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 trees were so glad to have the children back again that they had 

covered themselves with blossoms, 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 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 quite 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. But 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 Giant 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 stretched out his two arms and flung them round the Giant’s neck, and kissed him. And the other children, 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 took a great axe and knocked down the wall. And when the people 

were going to market at twelve o’clock they found 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 good-bye. “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 here to-

morrow,” 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 little 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 could not play about any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and watched the 

children at their games, and admired his garden. “I have many beautiful 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 hate the 

Winter now, for he knew that it was merely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting. Suddenly 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 branches were all 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.” “Nay!” 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, to-day you shall come with me to my garden, which is Paradise.” And when 

the children ran in that afternoon, they found the Giant lying dead under the tree, all covered with white blossoms. 

 

 

• Grimms fairy tales: Cinderella by The brothers Grimm                                                                      ZPD: 9.9 



The wife of a rich man fell sick, and as she felt that her end was drawing near, she called her only daughter to her 

bedside and said, dear child, be good and pious, and then the good God will always protect you, and I will look down on 

you from heaven and be near you.  Thereupon she closed her eyes and departed.  Every day the maiden went out to her 

mother's grave, and wept, and she remained pious and good.  When winter came the snow spread a white sheet over 

the grave, and by the time the spring sun had drawn it off again, the man had taken another wife. The woman had 

brought with her into the house two daughters, who were beautiful and fair of face, but vile and black of heart. Now 

began a bad time for the poor step-child.  Is the stupid goose to sit in the parlor with us, they said.  He who wants to eat 

bread must earn it.  Out with the kitchen-wench.  They took her pretty clothes away from her, put an old grey bedgown 

on her, and gave her wooden shoes.  Just look at the proud princess, how decked out she is, they cried, and laughed, 

and led her into the kitchen. There she had to do hard work from morning till night, get up before daybreak, carry water, 

light fires, cook and wash.  Besides this, the sisters did her every imaginable injury - they mocked her and emptied her 

peas and lentils into the ashes, so that she was forced to sit and pick them out again.  In the evening when she had 

worked till she was weary she had no bed to go to, but had to sleep by the hearth in the cinders.  And as on that account 

she always looked dusty and dirty, they called her cinderella. It happened that the father was once going to the fair, and 

he asked his two step-daughters what he should bring back for them. Beautiful dresses, said one, pearls and jewels, said 

the second. And you, cinderella, said he, what will you have.  Father break off for me the first branch which knocks 

against your hat on your way home.  So he bought beautiful dresses, pearls and jewels for his two step-daughters, and 

on his way home, as he was riding through a green thicket, a hazel twig brushed against him and knocked off his hat.  

Then he broke off the branch and took it with him.  When he reached home he gave his step-daughters the things which 

they had wished for, and to cinderella he gave the branch from the hazel-bush.  Cinderella thanked him, went to her 

mother's grave and planted the branch on it, and wept so much that the tears fell down on it and watered it.  And it 

grew and became a handsome tree. Thrice a day cinderella went and sat beneath it, and wept and prayed, and a little 

white bird always came on the tree, and if cinderella expressed a wish, the bird threw down to her what she had wished 

for. 

 

It happened, however, that the king gave orders for a festival which was to last three days, and to which all the beautiful 

young girls in the country were invited, in order that his son might choose himself a bride.  When the two step-sisters 

heard that they too were to appear among the number, they were delighted, called cinderella and said, comb our hair 

for us, brush our shoes and fasten our buckles, for we are going to the wedding at the king's palace. Cinderella obeyed, 

but wept, because she too would have liked to go with them to the dance, and begged her step-mother to allow her to 

do so.  You go, cinderella, said she, covered in dust and dirt as you are, and would go to the festival.  You have no clothes 

and shoes, and yet would dance.  As, however, cinderella went on asking, the step-mother said at last, I have emptied a 

dish of lentils into the ashes for you, if you have picked them out again in two hours, you shall go with us.  The maiden 

went through the back-door into the garden, and called, you tame pigeons, you turtle-doves, and all you birds beneath 

the sky, come and help me to pick the good into the pot, the bad into the crop. Then two white pigeons came in by the 

kitchen window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at last all the birds beneath the sky, came whirring and crowding 

in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the pigeons nodded with their heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the 

rest began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good grains into the dish.  Hardly had one hour passed before 

they had finished, and all flew out again.  Then the girl took the dish to her step-mother, and was glad, and believed 

that now she would be allowed to go with them to the festival. But the step-mother said, no, cinderella, you have no 

clothes and you can not dance.  You would only be laughed at.  And as cinderella wept at this, the step-mother said, if 

you can pick two dishes of lentils out of the ashes for me in one hour, you shall go with us.  And she thought to herself, 

that she most certainly cannot do again.  When the step-mother had emptied the twom dishes of lentils amongst the 

ashes, the maiden went through the back-door into the garden and cried, you tame pigeons, you turtle-doves, and all 

you birds beneath the sky, come and help me to pick the good into the pot, the bad into the crop. Then two white 

pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at length all the birds beneath the sky, 

came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes.  And the doves nodded with their heads and began 

pick, pick, pick, pick, and the others began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good seeds into the dishes, and 

before half an hour was over they had already finished, and all flew out again. Then the maiden was delighted, and 



believed that she might now go with them to the wedding.  But the step-mother said, all this will not help.  You cannot 

go with us, for you have no clothes and can not dance.  We should be ashamed of you.  On this she turned her back on 

cinderella, and hurried away with her two proud daughters. As no one was now at home, cinderella went to her 

mother's grave beneath the hazel-tree, and cried - shiver and quiver, little tree, silver and gold throw down over me. 

Then the bird threw a gold and silver dress down to her, and slippers embroidered with silk and silver.  She put on the 

dress with all speed, and went to the wedding.  Her step-sisters and the step-mother however did not know her, and 

thought she must be a foreign princess, for she looked so beautiful in the golden dress. They never once thought of 

cinderella, and believed that she was sitting at home in the dirt, picking lentils out of the ashes.  The prince approached 

her, took her by the hand and danced with her. He would dance with no other maiden, and never let loose of her hand, 

and if any one else came to invite her, he said, this is my partner. 

 

She danced till it was evening, and then she wanted to go home. But the king's son said, I will go with you and bear you 

company, for he wished to see to whom the beautiful maiden belonged. She escaped from him, however, and sprang 

into the pigeon-house.  The king's son waited until her father came, and then he told him that the unknown maiden had 

leapt into the pigeon-house.  The old man thought, can it be cinderella.  And they had to bring him an axe and a pickaxe 

that he might hew the pigeon-house to pieces, but no one was inside it.  And when they got home cinderella lay in her 

dirty clothes among the ashes, and a dim little oil-lamp was burning on the mantle-piece, for cinderella had jumped 

quickly down from the back of the pigeon-house and had run to the little hazel-tree, and there she had taken off her 

beautiful clothes and laid them on the grave, and the bird had taken them away again, and then she had seated herself 

in the kitchen amongst the ashes in her grey gown. Next day when the festival began afresh, and her parents and the 

step-sisters had gone once more, cinderella went to the hazel-tree and said - shiver and quiver, my little tree, silver and 

gold throw down over me. Then the bird threw down a much more beautiful dress than on the preceding day. And when 

cinderella appeared at the wedding in this dress, every one was astonished at her beauty.  The king's son had waited 

until she came, and instantly took her by the hand and danced with no one but her.  When others came and invited her, 

he said, this is my partner.  When evening came she wished to leave, and the king's son followed her and wanted to see 

into which house she went.  But she sprang away from him, and into the garden behind the house.  Therein stood a 

beautiful tall tree on which hung the most magnificent pears.  She clambered so nimbly between the branches like a 

squirrel that the king's son did not know where she was gone.  He waited until her father came, and said to him, the 

unknown maiden has escaped from me, and I believe she has climbed up the pear-tree.  The father thought, 

can it be Cinderella.  And had an axe brought and cut the tree down, but no one was on it.  And when they got into the 

kitchen, Cinderella lay there among the ashes, as usual, for she had jumped down on the other side of the tree, had 

taken the beautiful dress to the bird on the little hazel-tree, and put on her grey gown. On the third day, when the 

parents and sisters had gone away, Cinderella went once more to her mother's grave and said to the little tree - shiver 

and quiver, my little tree silver and gold throw down over me. And now the bird threw down to her a dress which was 

more splendid and magnificent than any she had yet had, and the slippers were golden.  And when she went to the 

festival in the dress, no one knew how to speak for astonishment.  The king's son danced with her only, and if anyone 

invited her to dance, he said this is my partner. When evening came, Cinderella wished to leave, and the king's son was 

anxious to go with her, but she escaped from him so quickly that he could not follow her.  The king's son, however, had 

employed a ruse, and had caused the whole staircase to be smeared with pitch, and there, when she ran down, had the 

maiden's left slipper remained stuck.  The king's son picked it up, and it was small and dainty, and all golden.  Next 

morning, he went with it to the father, and said to him, no one shall be my wife but she whose foot this golden slipper 

fits.  Then were the two sisters glad, for they had pretty feet.  The eldest went with the shoe into her room and wanted 

to try it on, and her mother stood by.  But she could not get her big toe into it, and the shoe was too small for 

her.  Then her mother gave her a knife and said, cut the toe off, when you are queen you will have no more need to go 

on foot.  The maiden cut the toe off, forced the foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the king's son.  

Then he took her on his his horse as his bride and rode away with her.  They were obliged, however, to pass the grave, 

and there, on the hazel-tree, sat the two pigeons and cried - turn and peep, turn and peep, there's blood within the 

shoe, the shoe it is too small for her, the true bride waits for you.Then he looked at her foot and saw how the blood was 

trickling from it.  He turned his horse round and took the false bride home again, and said she was not the true one, and 



that the other sister was to put the shoe on.  Then this one went into her chamber and got her toes safely into the shoe, 

but her heel was too large.  So her mother gave her a knife and said,  cut a bit off your heel, when you are queen you will 

have no more need to go on foot.  The maiden cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, 

and went out to the king's son.  He took her on his horse as his bride, and rode away with her, but when they passed by 

the hazel-tree, the two pigeons sat on it and cried - turn and peep, turn and peep, there's blood within the shoe, the 

shoe it is too small for her, the true bride waits for you. He looked down at her foot and saw how the blood was running 

out of her shoe, and how it had stained her white stocking quite red.  Then he turned his horse and took the false bride 

home again.  This also is not the right one, said he, have you no other daughter.  No, said the man, there is still a little 

stunted kitchen-wench which my late wife left behind her, but she cannot possibly be the bride.  The king's son said he 

was to send her up to him, but the mother answered, oh, no, she is much too dirty, she cannot show herself.  But he 

absolutely insisted on it, and Cinderella had to be called.  She first washed her hands and face clean, and then went and 

bowed down before the king's son, who gave her the golden shoe.  Then she seated herself on a stool, drew her foot out 

of the heavy wooden shoe, and put it into the slipper, which fitted like a glove.  And when she rose up and the king's son 

looked at her face he recognized the beautiful maiden who had danced with him and cried, that is the true bride.  The 

step-mother and the two sisters were horrified and became pale with rage, he, however, took Cinderella on his horse 

and rode away with her.  As they passed by the hazel-tree, the two white doves cried - turn and peep, turn and peep, no 

blood is in the shoe, the shoe is not too small for her, the true bride rides with you, and when they had cried that, the 

two came flying down and placed themselves on Cinderella's shoulders, one on the right, the other on the left, and 

remained sitting there. When the wedding with the king's son was to be celebrated, the two false sisters came and 

wanted to get into favor with Cinderella and share her good fortune.  When the betrothed couple went to church, the 

elder was at the right side and the younger at the left, and the pigeons pecked out one eye from each of them.  

Afterwards as they came back the elder was at the left, and the younger at the right, and then the pigeons pecked out 

the other eye from each.  And thus, for their wickedness and falsehood, they were punished with blindness all their 

days. 

 

• The Happy Prince by Oscar Wilde                                                                                                                        ZPD: 10.0 

The statue of the Happy Prince stood high above the city. It was covered with gold, its eyes were bright blue jewels, and 

a red jewel hung from its waist. Everyone thought that it was very beautiful. ‘Why aren’t you like the Happy Prince?’ 

mothers said to their little boys when they cried. Sad men looked at the statue and said, ‘I am glad that someone in the 

world is happy.’ One night a little bird flew alone over the city. The other birds were all in Egypt now. ‘Where can I stay 

tonight?’ he thought. Then he saw the statue. ‘I will stay there,’ he thought. ‘It is high up, so there is plenty of fresh air.’ 

He landed between the feet of the Happy Prince. ‘I have a golden bedroom!’ he thought. But as he put his head under 

his wing, a large drop of water fell on him. He looked up.’ That is very strange!’ he thought.’ There is not a cloud in the 

sky, but it is raining!’ Then another drop fell. ‘I cannot stay on a statue that does not keep me dry,’ he thought. ‘I must 

find another place.’ And he decided to fly away. But as he opened his wings, a third drop fell. He looked up and saw — 

Ah! What did he see? The eyes of the Happy Prince were full of tears.  

Tears ran down his golden face. The face was very beautiful in the moonlight, and the bird felt sorry for him. ‘Who are 

you?’ asked the bird. ‘I am the Happy Prince.’ ‘Then why are you crying? I am wet with your tears.’ ‘When I was alive,’ 

said the prince,’ I had a heart like every other man. But I did not know what tears were. I lived in a palace where there 

was no sadness. In the daytime I played with my friends in a beautiful garden, and in the evening I danced. There was a 

high wall round the garden. But I did not know what lay on the other side. So I was called the Happy Prince. I was 

pleased with my little world. Now I am dead, and they have put me up here. I can see all the unhappiness of my city. My 



heart now is made of a cheap metal. But even that poor heart can feel, and so I cry.’ ‘Oh,’ said the bird to himself, ‘he is 

not all gold — he is only gold on the outside.’ se in a little street. me for one night and do this for me. The boy he little 

bird was sorry for him. 

 ‘It is very cold here,’ he said,  So the bird took the great red jewel from the princ waist and flew away with it over the 

roofs of the d id the boy, ‘my face does not feel so hot. I think I am getting better.’ And he fell asleep. se you have done a 

good thing,’ said the prince. The little bird fell asleep. When day came, the bird flew down to the river for a bath. A 

clever man saw him. ‘That is very Happy Prince. ‘Can I do anything for you in Egypt?’ he ‘Far away from here,’ said the 

Happy Prince in a low voice, ‘there is a poor hou Through an open window, I can see a woman at a table. Her face is very 

thin and she has rough, red hands. She is making a dress for one of the queen’s ladies, for a dance in the palace. Her 

little boy is lying on a bed in the corner of the room. He is very ill. He is crying because she can only give him water from 

the river. Little bird, will you take my red jewel to her? I cannot move from here.’ ‘My friends are waiting for me in 

Egypt,’ said the bird. ‘Little bird, little bird,’ said the prince, ‘please stay with is crying and his mother is so unhappy.’ The 

Happy Prince looked very sad, and t ‘but I will stay with you for one night. Tomorrow I will take the jewel.’ ‘Thank you, 

little bird,’ said the prince. e’s town. 

 He passed the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A beautiful girl -was at a window with her lover. ‘I hope my dress 

will be ready for the dance next week,’ she said.’ Those women are so lazy.’ The bird passed over the river and flew and 

flew. At last he came to the poor little house and looks inside. The boy was lying on the bed. The mother was asleep; she 

was so tired. He flew in and put the great red jewel on the table. Then he flew round the bed, moving the air around the 

boy’s face with his wings. ‘Oh,’. 

 Then the bird flew back to the Happy Prince. ‘It is strange,’ the bird said. ‘It is very cold, but I feel quite warm.’ ‘That is 

because unusual!’ he said. ‘That kind of bird, here in winter! I must write that down!’ ‘I will go to Egypt tonight,’ thought 

the bird. When the moon came up, he flew back to the said. ‘Little bird, little bird,’ said the prince, ‘please will you stay 

with me for one more night?’ e a young writer in a little room at the top of a r one more night,’ said the bird kindly. 

‘What shall I take to him?’ India. The began to cry. prince’s eye and flew away to the young man’s room. It was easy to 

get in. On the next day the bird flew down to the river. He watched the seamen working on the ships. ‘I am Prince. ‘I 

have come to say goodbye to you,’ he bird, little bird,’ said the prince, ‘please will you stay with me for one more night?’ 

the trees are eggs. Her eggs have fallen on the ore night,’ said the bird,’ but I cannot take out your other eye. You will ce. 

prince’s other eye and flew down with it. He flew to the girl and put the jewel ‘My friends are waiting for me,’ answered 

the bird. ‘Far away across the city,’ said the prince, ‘I can se house. He is sitting at a table that is covered with papers. At 

his side there are some dead flowers. He is trying to finish a story. But he is very cold and he cannot write. There is no 

fire in the room, and he is weak and hungry. 

‘I will wait with you for ‘Take him one of my eyes,’ said the prince. ‘They are made of beautiful blue stones from young 

man can sell it and buy wood and food. He can finish his story.’ ‘Take out your eye, dear prince?’ said the bird. ‘I cannot 

do that!’ And h ‘Do it!’ said the prince. So the bird took out the because there was a hole in the roof. The young man was 

sitting with his head in his hands, so he did not hear the bird’s wings. When he looked up, a beautiful blue jewel was 

lying on the dead flowers. ‘Someone likes my stories!’ he cried happily. ‘This is a gift from someone who has read my 

books Now I can finish writing this story!’ going to Egypt!’ he cried, but no one listened to him. When the moon came 

up, he flew back to the Happy said. ‘Little ‘It is winter,’ answered the bird.’ The snow will soon come. In Egypt the sun is 

warm and green. Dear prince, I must leave you; but I will never forget you.’ ‘A little girl is standing there in the square 

below. She is selling ground and they are broken. She has no money to take home. Her father will hit her. Take out my 

other eye and give it to her.’ ‘I will stay with you for one m not be able to see!’ ‘Do it!’ said the prin So the bird took out 

the in her hand. ‘This is a beautiful piece of glass!’ cried the little girl. She ran home, laughing. tay with you.’ at the 

prince’s feet. e strange lands that he knew. 

 low flew over the great city. He saw the rich eating and drinking in their beautiful houses. ‘Take it off, piece by piece, 

and give it to my poor pulled off the gold, until the Happy Prince looked grey and ugly. The bird took the gold to Then 



the snow came. Ice followed the snow, and hung down from the roofs of the houses. Everyone me colder. He did not 

leave the prince, because he loved him too much. But he was ye, dear prince!’ he said.’ Can I kiss you?’.  

‘You have stayed too long. Kiss me, because I Going to Egypt,’ said the bird. ‘I am going to the House of Death.’ He kissed 

the prince, and n important man in the city was walking below with two of his friends. He e officer. ‘We must make an 

order that birds cannot die here.’ Then the bird flew back to the prince. ‘You cannot see now,’ he said,’ so I will s ‘No,’ 

said the poor prince,’ ‘you must go to Egypt.’ ‘I will stay with you,’ repeated the bird, and he slept The next day he 

stayed with the prince. He told the prince stories about the ‘Dear little bird,’ said the prince, ‘you are telling me about 

strange and wonderful things, but the suffering of men and women is stranger than anything. Fly over my city, little bird. 

Tell me what you see there.’ So the swallow  saw the poor people sitting at the gate. He flew into the dark streets and 

saw the white faces of hungry children with sad eyes. Under a bridge, two little boys were lying close together to keep 

warm. ‘We are so hungry!’ they said. ‘You cannot lie there!’ shouted a guard. Then the bird flew back and told the 

prince. ‘I am covered with fine gold,’ said the prince people.’ The bird the poor, and the children’s faces became 

brighter. ‘We have bread now!’ they cried. wore thick coats.  

The little bird because dying. ‘Good ‘I am glad that you are going to Egypt,’ said the prince love you.’ ‘I am not g fell 

down dead at his feet. Then there was a strange sound inside the statue. CRACK — the metal heart broke into two 

pieces. Early next morning, a looked up at the statue.’ The Happy Prince does not look very bright!’ he said. ‘The red 

stone has disappeared, his eyes are not there, and he is not golden. He looks like a beggar.’ ‘Yes he does!’ said the man’s 

friends. ‘Here is a dead bird at his feet!’ said th3 They pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince and put it in the fire. A 

stream of bright metal ran is strange!’ said the workmen. ‘This broken piece in the middle of the statue has stayed hard. 

We God said to his servants, Bring me the two in the city.’ They brought Him the broken heart bought the right things,’ 

God said. ‘This little bird will sing for ever in my garden, out. ‘This must throw it away.’ So they threw it away with the 

dead bird.  Bing and the dead bird. ‘Yes, you have bro and the Happy Prince will stand in my city of gold.’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


