
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 

Jack the Giant Slayer - Part 2 

 

 
 

Jack was earning a reputation as a brave giant catcher. He had defeated three 
fearsome giants, not with swords and armour, but with cleverness and trickery! 
The next giant on his list was the Welsh giant, who was a terror to the good 

people of Wales. Everyone knew where he lived, and avoided going anywhere 
near him. But Jack did the complete opposite! He went straight to the giant’s 
huge house, and knocked on the door! 

 
The Welsh giant opened the door and looked down at Jack, who said, “Good 

day to you, kind giant. I am a lost traveler looking for shelter for the night.” 
 
Now the giant had heard rumours of giant slayers, so although he would have 

loved to capture Jack there and then, he decided to lay a trap of his own. 
 

“Well, of course, young man,” said the Welsh giant. “Come inside. I will give 
you a warm meal and a place to sleep. 

 
Jack ate in the giant’s kitchen. The giant said very little, but 

just stared at Jack, while occasionally drooling on his collar. Jack 
pretended not to notice. “Thank you, kind giant,” said Jack, “I 

would now like to rest my weary head.” So the giant showed Jack to 
his room, and left him alone, closing the door behind him. 

 
Jack listened at the door, and 

heard the giant saying to himself: 
 



“The stupid young man lies in his bed 
If only he knew, He’ll soon be dead!” 
 

Jack searched around the room, and soon found a large thick bundle of wood. He 
laid it in the bed, and covered it with the blanket. It looked like he was sleeping in 
the bed. Then he hid himself in a dark corner of the room. 

 
At midnight the giant entered the room with a huge wooden club in his hand. He 

then viciously smashed the bed again and again, and then went back to his own 
room, thinking that that was the end of Jack. 

 
Early in the morning Jack walked into the giant’s kitchen with a cheerful smile 

to thank him for his hospitality. The giant was shocked when he saw him, and 
began to stammer out, “Oh! dear me; is it you? How did you sleep last night? Did 
you hear or see anything in the middle of the night?” 

 
“Not much,”  said Jack, carelessly, “a rat, I believe, gave me three or four 

slaps with its tail, and disturbed me a little; but I soon went to sleep again.” 
 
The giant was amazed but he did not answer a word. He went to bring two 

huge bowls of porridge for their breakfast. Jack wanted to make the giant 
believe that he could eat as much as himself, so he came up with a clever plan. 
He put a leather bag inside his coat, and slipped the porridge into this bag, while 
he pretended to put it into his mouth while making loud eating noises. 

 
The giant’s jaw dropped in awe! “Another bowl please?” asked Jack. So the 

giant disappeared and reappeared with two more huge bowls of porridge.  
 
Again, Jack made a great show of eating all the porridge. The Welsh giant 

tried to keep up, but he was getting rather full.  
 
“And on more please?” asked Jack. The giant, who was getting very full 

now, staggered to the kitchen for another two monumental bowls of 
porridge. When he came back he groaned as he sat down. His tummy was 
getting dangerously full! 

 
Again, Jack pretended to wolf the food down. The giant did his best 

to keep up with Jack. He was eating slower and slower, and his face 
was looking rather green.  

 



“I can’t,” he  said, “I can’t any more.” Jack got up and stood next to the giant. “Oh 
come now. It’s almost finished,” he said, picking up the giant’s spoon.  

 
“Now open wide,“ he said, feeding the giant more porridge. Sweat was pouring down 

the giant’s face as he swallowed the next spoon of porridge. Jack scraped the last of 
the porridge off the sides of the bowl and held the spoon in front of the giant’s mouth.  

 
“Just one more. There’s a good giant…..” and in went the spoon. The giant looked 

like he was going to be sick, but managed to swallow the porridge. He then fell back 
in his chair, clutching his tummy, and let off a terrible belch. The belch was so 
powerful that he collapsed to the floor. He was so stuffed with food that he was 
unable to move. 
 
Jack quickly tied up the giant, and set off for the nearby village. Oh how they 

cheered when the heard that the giant was defeated. And how the laughed when 
they heard the story of how Jack had done it! Jack the Giant Slayer! Jack the hero! 
Jack had defeated every giant in the land!  

 
Every giant? Not quite. There was one more – the fiercest of the them all. The 

giant, Gilligantus! But that will have to wait for the final episode of the History of 
Jack the Giant Slayer! 

 
 
 

 
 

  The End 


