
“Today is the day!” “Today is the day!” we yell as we run through the house waking anyone who 
wasn’t awake already down to the littlest mouse asleep in the wall. We are SO excited. Today is the 
day we’ve been waiting for all summer long. 
Today is the day that the giants will come for dinner. 
When giants come for dinner we send invitWhen giants come for dinner we send invitations to all of our friends. We invite them to the biggest 
party of the year. As you already know, much preparation is involved. We have to clear the road 
from the Big Mountains where the giants live far, far away from humans, and we have to clear the 
path to the garden gate so the giants do not trample the flowers. Not that they would do so on 
purpose, but they are just so big that they wouldn’t even see them because the tops of the trees are 
blocking their way. So we move a couple of trees as well. The birds that live in the trees didn’t 
understand at first, but we told them we were only trying to protect their homes and that they 
would love the giants and then we invited them to the party too. One of the would love the giants and then we invited them to the party too. One of the trees had been struck 
by lightening so we cut it down and had the perfect stumps for some seats. We sanded and sanded so 
that no giant would get splinters and soon the seats were as smooth as can be. We had been hard at 
work making forks and spoons from large branches for days, carefully sanding and then polishing them 
to a shine with wax from the bees. We planted a whole new patch of flowers for the bees in trade. 
Speaking of flowers, we have jars of them on every surface to add to the happy mood and crickets 
come from near and far to sit on the flowers and play their beautiful tunes. 

The lanterns and twinkle lights must be ever so high up in the trees mama said, so that the giants 
wouldn’t bump their heads. All I can say is, it’s a good thing we are friends with the fairies. The 
fairies are very helpful. Speaking of fairies, they have something planned. They say it’s a surprise 
and we just have to wait until after dessert for the big moment. 

                                               
  You must be wondering what the neighbors might think when a   
         parade of giants comes down from the mountains and heads to  
         our house. Well, most of the neighbors are invited  and the   
                     ones who insist that giants don’t exist, well, they are  
                     curiously oblivious. We suspect magic is involved. 
           
                              The day that the giants come for dinner is 
                                                             the very best day…


