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From The BFG 
By Roald Dahl 
 
 
Then all at once the wind stopped its howling. 

The pace began to slow down. Sophie could feel 

the Giant's feet pounding once again over the 

earth. She poked her head up out of the blanket to 

have a look. They were in a country of thick 

forests and rushing rivers. The Giant had 

definitely slowed down and was now running 

more normally, although normal was a silly word 

to use to describe a galloping giant. He leaped 

over a dozen rivers. He went rattling through a 

great forest, then down into a valley and up over a 

range of hills as bare as concrete, and soon he was 

galloping over a desolate wasteland that was not 

quite of this earth. The ground was flat and pale yellow. Great lumps of blue rock were 

scattered around, and dead trees stood everywhere like skeletons. The moon had long 

since disappeared and now the dawn was breaking.  

 

Sophie, still peering out from the blanket, saw suddenly ahead of her a great craggy 

mountain. The mountain was dark blue and all around it the sky was gushing and 

glistening with light. Bits of pale gold were flying among delicate frosty-white flakes of 

cloud, and over to one side the rim of the morning sun was coming up red as blood. 
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