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Chapter One: 
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A Silent Christmas 
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Some time had passed, and Jack’s village became very popular. Instead of him and his mother being the only folks living there, others had settled in. 
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SNOW FELL GENTLY OVER Jack’s village, but instead of laughter and music, there was only silence. Shops were open, yet few people went inside. Children walked slowly, their hands tucked into their pockets, and the bells on the church door barely rang. It seems that Christmas was getting cancelled this year. 
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Jack noticed it right away. Christmas felt different this year. It felt as though something was in the air. 

At home, Jack helped his mother set the table. There was bread, soup, and one small candle flickering in the middle. In the middle, too, was the Christmas tree that Jack had cut from the forest. It was decorated perfectly, too, with Christmas lights and ornaments. 
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“A lot of people don’t have much this year,” his mother said kindly, “but we are still thankful.”

Jack nodded, though his chest felt tight. He remembered Christmases filled with singing and excitement. This year, the joy seemed hidden. ‘What could be wrong?’ he pondered to himself. 

That night, as Jack lay in bed, the wind brushed against his window. Then—very faintly—he heard music. Soft, sad, and familiar.

“It sounds like the golden harp,” Jack whispered. 

‘Could it be?’ he wondered. 
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Chapter Two: A Message from Giantland
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As Jack slept, he dreamt he was standing on a cloud road in Giantland. The sky glowed blue and silver. Before him stood the golden harp, its strings dull and trembling.
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“JACK,” IT SAID SOFTLY, “we need you.” Jack wondered what was going on. ‘Could the giants be in trouble?’ he pondered. 

However, he continued to walk in his dream. Suddenly, he stopped abruptly.  
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IMAGES FILLED THE AIR—GIANTLAND covered in ice, giant children shivering, the golden goose sitting quietly, unable to lay eggs.

“Christmas joy is fading,” the harp explained. “Magic cannot survive without kindness. That’s why your world feels so sad, too. Something strange is happening to both of our worlds.” 
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JACK REACHED OUT. “WHAT can I do?”

“Come,” the harp said. “If you come here, then I’m sure you’ll know what to do. I can’t stay any longer. I must go.”

Jack woke suddenly, his heart pounding. The dream felt too real to ignore.

“I have to go back,” he said aloud.
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Chapter Three: Jack’s Christmas Choice
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In the morning, Jack’s mother had prepared oats porridge, franks and baked beans with fresh bread with warm milk for breakfast. 
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IT WAS HIS FAVOURITE dish for breakfast. While they ate breakfast, Jack told his mother everything—the music, the dream, Giantland’s frozen fields. 
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SHE LISTENED CAREFULLY, then nodded in agreement.

“Christmas isn’t just for one place,” she said. “It’s for anyone who needs hope. You must help Giantland.”

Jack’s mother then packed what she could—food, blankets, and a small wooden star Jack had carved years ago.

Jack hugged his mother tightly. “I’ll be back.”

“I know,” she said softly.
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WITH COURAGE IN HIS heart, Jack went into the forest and tossed the seven magic beans he had. Instantly, as they touched water, they sprang up. 
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IT HAD BEEN QUITE A while since he had used these magic beans. This was the only way for a human to enter Giantland. 

Now, Jack had to go deep into the forest because he didn’t want anyone to discover the secret of the giant beanstalk and how to go to the land of giants. If they knew it would cause great problems. The greed of humans would bring disaster to that country. 

Jack headed towards the beanstalk, and he remembered that it would take him three days and three nights to reach Giantland. 
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Jack placed his hands on the beanstalk just as the sun began to rise. The thick green vines were warm and rough beneath his fingers, twisting upward like a giant ladder made by magic itself. He took a deep breath and began to climb. The snow was falling above the skies. And he was wrapped in his blanket. 

At first, the journey felt easy. The morning breeze cooled his face, although it was a snowy day, and some birds flapped past him, chirping happily as if cheering him on. It seemed they were going home wherever that place was for them. His village slowly grew smaller until the houses looked like tiny dots, and the fields merged into a single patch of green. He could barely see the forest because he was thousands of feet up. 
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BY MIDDAY, THE SUN shone in the sky. Jack’s arms began to ache, and his fingers felt sore from gripping the vines. He stopped for a moment, resting his feet on a thick knot in the stalk. 

“I can do this,” he whispered. “I have to.”

By now, he was hungry. He ate some bread and drank some milk. This would give him the strength he needed to continue climbing the beanstalk. 
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As night fell, the sky darkened into deep blue. Stars sparkled above him, brighter than Jack had ever seen before. The beanstalk glowed faintly in the moonlight, and fireflies drifted past like tiny lanterns. He thought of his mother, and he knew she was thinking of him. 

Jack wrapped his arms tightly around the stalk and slept while clinging to it, dreaming of warm fires and friendly faces. The beanstalk swayed gently, as if rocking him to sleep.

When Jack woke, it was morning again.
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The second day was harder.

Clouds drifted by so close that Jack felt like he could reach out and touch them. The air grew thinner and cooler. His hands were sore, and his legs trembled with each step upward.

At one point, a strong wind blew suddenly, causing the beanstalk to sway. Jack held on tightly, his heart pounding.

“I won’t give up,” he said firmly.
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That night, the sky glowed purple and silver. Strange floating shapes drifted past—cloud creatures that shimmered like mist. One paused and bowed to Jack before drifting away.

Jack laughed softly, comforted by the magic around him.
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By the third day, Jack felt as though he had been climbing forever. He knew the journey took longer than usual because of the snowy weather conditions. 

Time seemed to stretch, and the world below had disappeared completely. There was only sky, clouds, and the endless green spiral of the beanstalk, partly covered with snow. 

His arms felt heavy. His stomach growled. But every time he thought of turning back, he remembered why he was climbing—to help others, to do what was right. The giants needed him, and so did the people in his village. 

That night, Jack felt exhaustion pull at him like weights.

“Just a little farther,” he whispered. 

The stars guided him, and he decided now it was time to get some sleep for the third and final day of his journey. 
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AS THE SUN ROSE ON the third morning, Jack saw something new—a soft golden glow above him. The air smelled warm and sweet, like summer rain.

With one last burst of strength, Jack climbed higher.

At last, his hands reached something solid.

Jack pulled himself onto a wide cloud path and collapsed onto his back, staring at the sky.

“I made it,” he breathed.

Above him stretched Giantland, waiting.

Jack smiled, knowing that the hardest part of the journey had already made him stronger.

And with courage in his heart, he stood and walked forward onto the snowy track. 
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Chapter Four: Winter in Giantland
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Giantland looked nothing like how Jack remembered. He could hardly recognise the place. It seemed that a snowstorm had passed through. 

The hills were pale and frozen. The castle’s towers were dull and grey. Even the clouds felt heavy.
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Giants moved slowly, wrapped in thick cloaks.

“You’ve returned,” said a gentle giant woman. “But our joy has gone.”
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Jack saw giant children sitting quietly, their games forgotten.

“Christmas doesn’t feel warm anymore,” one whispered.

Jack clenched his fists. “That’s why I’m here.”

“Thank you, Jack,” she said. 

“Where’s Fernspire?” asked Jack. 

The giant woman replied, “Ah, he is sick. Whenever evil is in our midst, it causes this kind of curse and chaos.” 

“I must go and see Fernspire immediately,” Jack said confidently. 
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Chapter Five: Fernspire’s Chamber
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Jack followed the quiet giant healer named Gaddor down a long hallway carved from stone and precious stones. At the very end was a tall wooden door wrapped in vines. The healer pushed it open slowly. 
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Inside, the room was warm because the lamp was lit. The soft light drifted from glowing crystals and precious shiny stones along the walls. At the centre lay Fernspire, the king of the Giants. He was enormous, yet he looked weak, resting against a great cushion of moss and leaves. His skin had lost its bright colour, and his breathing was slow. He was sick. 

[image: ]

“Jack,” Fernspire said, his voice deep but gentle. “You have come. I knew you’d return to this realm.”

Jack stepped forward and said, “Yes. I heard you were unwell. In fact, I heard that this realm is on the verge of destruction. It’s affecting my world as well.”

Fernspire smiled faintly. “Destruction is a small word. Giantland is on the verge of nonexistence—and now I feel it too. It’s affecting both of our worlds.”

Jack sat on a chair near Fernspire’s side. “I’m sorry,” he said quietly.

Fernspire’s eyes opened wider. “Do not be sorry, child. You did not cause this. In fact, ... You may be the reason there is still hope.”

Jack looked up. “Me?”
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“YES,” FERNSPIRE SAID. “Long ago, giants were meant to protect the balance between the skies and the earth. But we grew proud and greedy. Some took
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