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Blessed with six sons, the king worried about none
but one;



Unlike his brothers, who toured the realm in
pursuit of riches, influence, or women, his

gentle nature bade him remain close to home.



The King never lamented his prudent spirit, for his
brothers never returned from the forest;



The empty road back home
carried with it a tale; a caution
about a giant with no heart that

lived within the forest;



So the cautious
brother took 

his first journey;
 
tasked with 
returning his
brothers from a
giant that could not
be slain.



For his gentle nature the giant did
acknowledge;

“So unlike your brothers, what do YOU
want?” 

The prince asked for the giant’s story.  



The giant was of the land
before even the forest; 

he didn't live in the forest—
he was the forest. 

When he crossed paths
with the brothers, each
demanded something:

riches, influence, women. He
could offer none. 

Each brother turned violent
or lost himself in pursuit. 

None paused to learn of the
forest; none found their

way back.






