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  ‘Remember, giants are just really big people.’




  --My dad’s favorite quote




  Chapter 1




   




  I should probably tell you that my younger brother is a giant.




  He isn’t a fully grown giant, but he is taller than anyone you’ve ever seen before. I hope this doesn’t bother you (some people really hate giants.)




  Every two years, Fafner grows one meter taller. He is ten years old now, which means he’s about five meters tall. Just in case you didn’t know, or you’re bad at math like me, five meters is about the size of a giraffe. It is almost the size of a two story building, and it is about three times the size of a normal man.




  It’s big, trust me.
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  There are definitely some disadvantages to being a giant. Take Albadan, the city near our home –Albadanians have hated giants for hundreds of years. Huge walls surround the city to protect the citizens from giants. They have signs all around the city that say things like, ‘NO GIANTS ALLOWED’ and ‘IF YOU SEE A GIANT,TELL SOMEBODY’. The police have various weapons for catching giants, including giant-sized handcuffs, traps, moats and spears. Because of all this, Fafner is never allowed to leave our house.




  There is one advantage to never leaving home: Fafner is probably the smartest person you’ll ever meet. Seriously. He is only ten years old, but he’s already studying at university level. Our mom makes him study advanced mathematics, engineering, literature, Fortunian history and chemistry. The list goes on. You’ll see what I mean as our story unfolds: Fafner is a genius.




  Now, you might be wondering, why do the people of Albadan hate giants? Why would anyone hate a giant? What’s so bad about someone that is four or five times your size anyway?




  Imagine something that looks like a human, but is so large that you can barely see its eyes. Imagine something that has a head as big as your entire body. Imagine something with a foot as big as a donkey, with an arm the size of a tree. This was why giants were hated, and this was why giants were forbidden to go to Albadan. It wasn’t fair, but there was nothing I could do about it.




  It was just the way things were.




  ****




  One warm afternoon, I left the Titan Forest to buy some food for our mother. School had just finished, and the summer was well underway. It was a cloudless day, warm and carefree. After taking a detour to check out some musicians playing nose flutes, I made my way to the food market, as I normally did. I was buying some purple squash when I heard some shouting.




  ‘She’s stealing! Stealing! Guards!’




  ‘I’m not stealing, I’m tasting…’




  I turned to find a Morozon girl who was about sixteen years old. She was tall and thin, with long red hair. She wore a dark cloak and a pair of tight trousers. She held a half-eaten pepper in her hand, and she looked worried. The shop owner pointed at her, calling again for the market guards.




  ‘I was only tasting it,’ the girl said in a low voice, but she quickly went from being embarrassed to angry. ‘Morozons always taste food before they buy it!’ she shouted.




  ‘Guards! Guards! My peppers!’ shouted the shop owner at the top of his voice.




  Two guards came stumbling around a corner.




  ‘Put the pepper down!’ one of them shouted. He was a large man shaped like a potato. His armor barely covered his hairy stomach. He had rolls of fat around his neck and big, beefy hands on the ends of his short arms.
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  ‘I will not put the pepper down,’ the Morozon girl said. She seemed very calm all of a sudden. ‘I could buy all the peppers in the market if I wanted to!’




  ‘You’re coming with us,’ the other guard said. This guard was also big and round like a potato. In fact, if one hadn’t been slightly taller, I would have thought they were twins.




  ‘Do you know who I am?’ the Morozon girl asked. Her pink eyes jumped back and forth between the two guards.




  Now, in my opinion, Morozons are the most interesting-looking people I’ve ever seen. Their skin is slightly green and they usually have pink or purple eyes. They all have red hair, and the men have a piece of red skin that hangs from their necks. The men are known to be fierce warriors, experts in the art of mortal combat.




  Morozon women are very different from the men. They are usually tall, slender and fashionable. Many people consider the women to be the most beautiful people in Fortuna. They are the most popular models in Kraval, the fashion city, and they compete in beauty contests around the world. Because of the men, Morozons are sometimes called the bearded dragon people.




  ‘It doesn’t matter who you are, Morozon,’ the heavier guard said. ‘In Albadan, stealing is stealing. Do you see any mountains around here? You are a long way from home!’




  ‘I beg your pardon?’ The girl began to laugh.




  The guard pulled a giant stick out of a loop on his belt. ‘Not laughing now, are you?’




  ‘Are you going to hit me with that?’ she laughed even harder. Her accent was sharp, different to an Albadanian’s accent. ‘You really don’t know who I am, do you?’




  Something in my gut told me that I should say something. I normally didn’t interfere with people I didn’t know, especially when guards were involved. However, I happened to know Captain Bunyan, who was the most respected guard in the city. So, with as much courage as I could command, I walked over to the two guards with my chest puffed out.




  ‘What seems to be the problem, gentlemen?’ I asked, trying to sound calm and confident.




  The guards spun around. ‘Eh?’




  ‘Ahem.’ I cleared my throat. ‘Is there a problem?’




  ‘The problem is that she ate a pepper without paying for it,’ the second guard answered.




  The Morozon girl turned to me. ‘Two Stupid Guards. Have you heard that song?’




  ‘Shhhh…’ I told her.




  She began singing, ‘Two stupid guards guarding things guards guard. Two stupid guards guarding things guards guard…’




  ‘Stupid?’ the heavier guard took a step closer to us. His face was red and covered in sweat. His eyes looked like they would soon pop out of his skull.




  As the guard boiled with anger in front of us, something very strange happened, something I’d never seen happen before, the heavier guard’s stick was suddenly ripped clean from his hand. It floated into the air, stopping just a few inches above his head.




  ‘Eh?’ He looked up at his stick. The other guard’s stick also floated into the air above his head.




  She’s doing it! I thought, but I still couldn’t figure out how she was controlling their weapons. I’d never heard of Morozons using magic. Her pink eyes were locked on the two floating sticks, but other than that, she didn’t seem to be doing anything.




  ‘She’s a witch!’ the heavier guard yelled.




  ‘What?’ The girl started to laugh. ‘I’m not a witch! I’m Morozon. Don’t you know anything about Morozons?’




  I could see more guards now. There were at least five heading our way, and some of them looked pretty big.




  ‘Let’s get out of here!’ I told the Morozon girl. ‘Follow me. I know a shortcut!’




  ‘OK, but let me take care of these sticks first.’




  The floating sticks dropped out of the air, cracking both guards on the head. The second man fell to his knees. The heavier one wobbled left and right, seeing stars. My quiet afternoon had suddenly become rather interesting.




  ****




  I grabbed the Morozon girl’s hand, leading her away from the vegetable stand. Her hand didn’t feel like a normal person’s hand at all; it was cold and rough. Still, I held it firmly as I guided her through the marketplace. She laughed as we ran, clearly amused. We turned left into the exotic animal section of the market, which was my favorite place to visit.




  ‘Where now?’ she asked. ‘Who are you, by the way?’Her face suddenly became serious.




  ‘My name’s Lothar,’ I said. ‘Follow me.’ I knew that the path to the right led to a dead end near the granary section of the market. The path to the left led to the household goods part of the market, which was close to the guards’ stand.




  ‘There they are!’ A market guard appeared on the path to the right.




  ‘This way!’ I pulled her hand.




  ‘Be careful with me, I’m a…’    




  Before she could finish her sentence, I dragged her deeper into the exotic animal market. We passed an enormous red turtle. These creatures hailed from the North Sea, and were known to live for hundreds of years. The turtle was large, easily as big as my giant younger brother’s foot. Its size gave me an idea.




  ‘Over here!’ I yelled, squeezing her hand.




  We ran into the booth and the turtle popped its head into its shell. We hid behind the turtle, listening as the guards ran past. We were lucky that the owner of the booth was too busy arguing with a customer over the price of some sea-pig eggs to notice us. The people in Albadan were famous for haggling. Sometimes, they would haggle over the smallest amount for an hour, maybe even longer.




  The girl laughed again. We crouched down behind the turtle, which was still in its shell. I turned to look at my strange companion. I’d never seen a Morozon’s hair before. It was so red that it looked like it was on fire. I was mesmerized by her hair and her strange greenish skin. I also wanted to ask her about the tiny, circular tattoos on her face, two beneath each eye. I knew Morozons had them, but I had no idea what they meant.
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  ‘Hey!’ She nudged me with her elbow. ‘What are you looking at?’




  ‘Err… Nothing, come on, let’s go!’




  We bolted out of the booth, taking a right at the entrance. We passed a pair of zebras from Nicandar. She slid to a halt in front of the animals.




  ‘I’ve never seen one of these before,’ she started to say. She reached out to touch the zebra’s nose.




  ‘Found them!’ A guard came out of nowhere and dived for us. Fortunately, he missed and slid into one of the zebras instead. The zebra screeched, kicking its legs high into the air.




  ‘We have got to get out of here!’ I said. I saw more Albadanian guards. They were pushing through the crowd, getting closer every second. ‘I know where we can go!’ I grabbed her hand and turned left.




  We ran through a pavilion filled with brooms and other household cleaning items. People from all over Fortuna purchase brooms from Albadan. Our brooms are famous for their strength and durability.




  A different guard burst through a stack of brooms, scattering them over the ground. The guard kicked some brooms aside and swung his giant stick through the air.‘You two,’ he growled, pointing the stick at us, ‘are coming with me…’




  I noticed one of the brooms lift into the air behind the guard. Thwack! The broom connected with the back of the guard’s head, sending him stumbling to the ground.




  ‘Let’s go!’ The Morozon girl grabbed my hand. We came to another fork in the road and paused to think for a second. I looked around, gasping as my heart beat wildly in my chest. People were staring at us, some were pointing. I knew more guards were on their way.




  ‘This is crazy…’ I said.




  ‘Which way now?’ The Morozon girl wasn’t too worried. In fact, she looked a little bored.




  ‘Ummm…’




  I looked up and saw a sign pointing to Albadan Park. There was a shortcut through the park that connected to the Titan Forest, where my family lived.




  ‘This way!’




  ****




  ‘Wait, where are we going?’ the Morozon girl asked, once we had made our way deep into the park. There was an old bench near us, covered in vines.




  ‘I was going home…’ I said.




  ‘And you’re taking me to your home?’




  ‘Well, I don’t know. I mean, I guess I was. We can’t stay in the city, can we?’




  I stopped and listened to our surroundings for a moment. All I could hear were the sound of birds twittering in the trees. I listened a moment longer. It didn’t sound like the guards were following us anymore.




  ‘I think we lost them… but we should still hurry.’




  The Morozon girl stopped and placed one foot on the wooden bench. ‘Before we go any further, you should know who I am.’




  ‘OK…’ I said.




  ‘I am Renata of the Blue Siege Lineage. Do you know what that means?’




  ‘Not really.’ I decided not to tell her that she was the first Morozon I’d ever met. She might have been offended by this.




  ‘It means that I am a princess.’ She said this as if it were common knowledge. ‘My father is second in line to the throne. His name is Prince Kholo.’




  ‘Really?’




  She certainly didn’t look like a princess to me, at least not what I thought a princess should look like. If you remember, I mentioned earlier that she was wearing a cloak and tight pants. What I didn’t mention was that her clothes were dirty, and her cloak was tattered at the ends.




  ‘You’re really a princess?’




  She could see that I didn’t believe her. ‘Does it surprise you?’




  ‘No…’ I lied.




  ‘OK then. What about you? What are you? Your lineage?’




  ‘Me? I’m a boy… a boy named Lothar,’ I said awkwardly. ‘I don’t really have a lineage, but my father’s name is Cronus.’




  ‘Cronus?’ Her eyes grew wide with excitement. ‘Your father is a giant?’




  My great-grandfather was a large giant (about ten meters tall) from an island called Raksasa and my great-grandmother was a small giant (seven meters tall), from the city of Magog. They had my grandmother, Freyja, who was 4.5 meters tall. Freyja married a half-giant from Raksasa who was 3.5 meters tall, and they had my father, Cronus, who is about 2.2 meters tall. My father married a normal sized human (my mom), and they had two sons: Fafner, who is five meters tall, and me, Lothar. If I didn’t tell you before, I’m only 1.2 meters tall. Not exactly big.




  ‘My father’s not a giant,’ I said.




  Renata studied me for a moment with her brilliant pink eyes. ‘You’re lying. Only a giant would name their child Cronus. Meaning, your dad must be a giant…’




  ‘I promise he isn’t.’ I didn’t like the way she was looking at me. ‘He is barely over two meters tall.’
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