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Oscar Wilde

CEvery 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; ‘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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Oscar Wilde
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In fiecare dupd-amiazi, cand se intorceau de la scoald, copiii obisnuiau si se ducd
sd se joace in gridina Uriasului.

Era o gridini mare si plicutd, cu iarbd moale si verde. Ici-colo prin iarbi se iteau
flori frumoase ca stelele si mai erau si doisprezece piersici care primivara se incircau
cu delicate flori roz-perlate, iar toamna cu fructe zemoase. Pisirelele stiteau in pomi
si cantau atat de dulce, Incat copiii se opreau anume din joaci si le asculte.

— Ce fericiti suntem aici! 1si spuneau unul altuia.

Intr-o zi, Uriasul se intoarse acasi. Fusese plecat in viziti la prietenul siu Cipci-
unul din Cornwall, unde stituse sapte ani intregi. Dupd sapte ani, spusese tot ce avea
de spus, cici conversatia sa era limitatd, si hotirl si se Intoarci la castelul lui. Cand
ajunse, 11 vizu pe copii jucandu-se in gridini.

— Ce faceti aici? strigd el cu glas foarte manios, iar copiii fugiri care incotro.

— Gridina mea e gridina mea, spuse Uriasul, oricine poate pricepe atata lucru,
st nu voi ingddui niminui si se joace aici 1n afard de mine. Asa ci ridic3 un zid inalt in
jurul gridinii si puse un anunt:

CEI CARE VOR INTRA FARA VOIE
VOR FI PEDEPSITI

Era un Urias din cale-afari de egoist.



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.



Sidrmanii copii nu mai aveau unde si se joace. Au incercat si se joace in drum,
dar drumul era tare prifuit si plin de pietre ascutite, asa cd nu le plicu. Obisnuiau
si riticeascd in jurul zidului dupi terminarea lectiilor si si vorbeasci intre ei despre
gridina cea frumoasi dinduntru. ,,Ce fericiti eram acolo”, isi spuneau unul altuia.

Veni primivara si tot tinutul era plin de flori si de pisirele. Numai in gridina
Uriasului era inci 1arnd. Pisirelelor nu le ardea si cante acolo de vreme ce nu mai
erau copii, iar pomii uitaserd si infloreasci.



Once a beautiful flower put its head out from the grass, but when it saw the no-
tice-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 musi-
cians 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.
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Odati, o floare si-a iniltat cipsorul din iarbi, dar cand a vizut anuntul, i-a parut
atat de riu pentru coplii, Incat s-a retras la loc sub pimant si a adormit iar. Singurii
incantati erau Zipada si Gerul.

— Primivara a uitat de gridina asta, strigau, asa ci vom petrece aici cat e anul de
lung. Zdpada a acoperit iarba cu mantia ei mare si albd, iar Gerul a pictat toti pomii
cu argint. Apoi au invitat Vantul de Nord si stea cu ei, iar el a venit pe datid. Era
tot 1nvelit in blinuri si suiera toatd ziua prin gridini si dirama cosurile de pe aco-
peris.

— E un locsor pe cinste, zise el, ar trebui s-o chemdm in vizitd pe Grindini. Si
veni si Grindina.

Ripiia trei ore pe zi pe acoperisul castelului pani a reusit s3 spargd cele mai multe
dintre tigle, apoi didu ocol gridinii de cateva ori cat putu de repede. Era invesman-
tatd 1n cenusiu si rasufletul i1 era ca gheata.

— Nu pricep de ce intarzie atat Primivara, isi spuse Uriasul stand la fereastri si
privindu-si gridina cea rece si albi. Sper ca vremea si se schimbe 1n bine.

Dar Primivara nu mai veni deloc si nici Vara. Toamna a diruit fructe auri tu-
turor gridinilor, dar gridinii Uriasului nu i-a dat niciun fruct.

— E prea egoist, zicea ea. Asa cd acolo era mereu larni, iar Vantul de Nord,
Grindina, Gerul si Zipada dintuiau de zor printre pomi.

Intr-o dimineat, Uriasul era culcat in patul siu cand auzi o melodie incantitoare.
1i risuni atit de dulce in urechi, incit se gindi ci trebuie si fie insusi Regele muzi-
cienilor in trecere pe acolo. Nu era decat un canepar mititel cantand la fereastri,
dar nu mai auzise de atata vreme cantec de pisirele 1n gridina lui, incat 1 se paru cd
e melodia cea mai frumoasi din lume. Atunci Grindina se opri din tropdit deasupra
capului siu, iar Vantul de Nord incetd si suiere si un parfum minunat ajunse pani
la el prin geamul deschis.

— Cred cd Primivara a sosit in cele din urmi, spuse Uriasul, siri din pat si
privi afari.

Si ce-a vizut?

A vizut o priveliste incantitoare. Printr-o gaurd din zid, copiii se strecuraserd
inguntru si sedeau pe ramurile copacilor. In fiecare pom pe care il putea vedea era
cate un copilas. Iar pomii erau atat de fericiti cd-1 au iardsi aldturi pe copii, Incat se
umpluserd de flori si-si leginau bratele usor pe deasupra capetelor lor. Pisirelele
zburau de colo-colo ciripind fericite, iar florile se itird din iarba verde si raserd. Era
o scend minunati, doar 1ntr-un colt mai stiruia inci Iarna.
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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.
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Era coltul cel mai indepirtat al gridinii, iar acolo stitea un biietas. Era atat de
mic, incat nu putuse ajunge la ramurile copacului si riticea de jur imprejur plangand
amar. Sdrmanul pomisor era inci acoperit de zipadi si gheatd, 1ar Vantul de Nord
suiera deasupra lui.

— Catiri-te, biietasule, zicea Pomul si-si pleca crengile cat putea de tare, dar
biietelul era prea scund.

Si inima Uriasului s-a inmuiat privind.
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‘How selfish T 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 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 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.”

12



— Ce egoist am putut si fiu! a spus el. Acum 1nteleg de ce nu mai sosea Primivara
odatd. O si1 asez pe biietel in varful copacului si pe urmi o si dirdm zidul, iar
gridina mea va fi locul de joacd al copiilor pentru totdeauna. Ii pirea intr-adevir
foarte riu pentru ce ficuse.

Asa ci se strecurd pe trepte 1n jos, deschise usa incetisor si iesi in gridini. Dar
cand l-au vizut, copiii s-au speriat atat de tare, ci au fugit care 1ncotro, iar in gridind
a apirut larna din nou.

Numai biietelul cel mititel n-a fugit, cici ochii 1i erau asa de plini de lacrimi,
incat nu l-a vizut pe Urias venind. Si Uriasul s-a furisat in spatele lui, 1-a luat binisor
in palmi si l-a asezat in copac. S$i pomul a inflorit pe loc, iar pisirelele au venit si au
inceput si cante, si biietelul si-a desficut larg bratele si l-a cuprins pe Urias pe dupi
gat si l-a sdrutat. Si ceilalti copilasi, cand au vizut ¢i Uriasul nu mai e hapsan, s-au
intors alergand, si cu ei deodatd a venit si Primavara.

— E gridina voastri de-acum, copilasi, spuse Uriasul si lui un topor mare si ddrami
zidul. Tar cand oamenii au trecut spre targ la ora doudsprezece l-au gisit pe Urias
jucandu-se cu copiii in cea mai frumoasi gridini pe care o vizuserd vreodati.

Toatd ziua s-au jucat, iar seara au venit la Urias si-si ia raimas-bun.

— Dar unde e micul vostru prieten? intrebd el; copilasul pe care l-am asezat in copac.
Uriasul il iubea cel mai mult cici 1l sirutase.

— Nu stim, au rispuns copiii; a plecat.

— Si-1 spuneti si vind neapirat aici maine, a spus Uriasul. Dar copiii au rispuns
cd nu stiau unde locuieste si nu-1 mai vizuseri niciodatd; Uriasul se intristi.

In fiecare dupi-amiazd, dupi ore, copiii veneau si se jucau cu Uriasul. Dar biie-
telul cel scund pe care 1l tubea Uriasul n-a mai fost vizut niciodatd. Uriasul era foarte
bun cu toti copiii, totust i1 era dor de primul lui prieten mititel si vorbea adesea
despre el.

— Cat de tare mi-ar plicea si-l vid! obisnuia si spuni.

Au trecut anit, iar Uriasul era acum bitran si fird puteri. Nu se mai putea juca,
asa cd sedea intr-un fotoliu urias si se uita la copii cum se joaci si-si admira gridina.

— Am multe flori frumoase, spunea, dar copiii sunt cele mai frumoase flori.
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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.
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Intr-o dimineatd de iarnd, privi pe fereastri in timp ce se imbrica. Nu mai ura
Iarna acum, cici stia ci nu-i decat Primivara adormiti si ci florile se odihneau.

Deodati a ficut ochii mari de mirare si s-a uitat si s-a tot uitat. Era, firi indoiali,
o priveliste minunat. In cel mai indepirtat colt al gradinii era un pom acoperit cu
incantitoare flori albe. Rimurelele erau de aur si fructe de argint atarnau pe ele, iar
sub pom sedea biietelul pe care 1l tubea.
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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, today 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.



Fugi Uriasul pe sciri bucuros si iesi 1n gridind. Stribitu pajistea si ajunse langd
copil. Si cand ajunse aproape de tot, fata i se inrosi de furie si spuse:

— Cine a cutezat si te rineascd? Cici in palmele copilului erau urmele a doud
cuie si pe picioarele lui erau urmele a doui cuie.

— Cine a Indriznit si te rineascd? a strigat Uriasul. Spune-mi-l si-mi iau sabia
si-] spintec.

— Nu, a raspuns copilul, cici acestea sunt rini ale Iubirii.

— Cine esti tu? a intrebat Uriasul si o stranie smerenie l-a cuprins si a ingenun-
cheat 1n fata copilasului.

Si copilul 1-a zambit Uriasului si i-a spus:

— Candva m-ai lisat si mi joc in gridina ta, azi vei veni cu mine in gridina mea,
care e Paradisul.

Tar dupi-amiazi, cand copiii au venit in gridini, l-au gisit pe Urias zicand mort
sub copac si acoperit cu flori albe.

(Traducere din limba englezd de Laura Poantd,
ilustratii de Silvia Mitrea)





