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  My Brother the Giant




  by Cooper Baltis




   




  Part One




   




  My younger brother’s name is Fafner, and he is a giant. He is the biggest person you will ever see, and he is still growing! Every two years, Fafner grows one meter taller. He’s ten years old now and he is five meters tall. This means he is about the same height as a giraffe.




  How did my brother become so tall? After all, I am a thirteen year old boy and I’m only 1.2 meters tall!




  My great-grandfather was a large giant (ten meters tall) from the land of Buto, and my great-grandmother was a small giant (seven meters tall) from the land of Magog. They had my grandmother, Freyja, who was 4.5 meters tall. Freyja married a half-giant from the land of Raksasa who was 3.5 meters tall, and they had my father, Cronus, who is about 2.2 meters tall, which is tall for a human but very short for a giant. My father married a normal human woman, and now he has two sons: one is a giant, and the other, me, is normal.




  It is difficult to have a giant younger brother. Fafner always breaks things. He breaks chairs, door frames, plates, beds and tables. His clothes take a long time to wash because they are so big. He eats twice as much food as me. Every two years, we have to make our house bigger. We also have to make everything in our house the right size for my brother.




  There’s one more problem: the people of Albadan hate giants. Because of this, we live outside the city in the Titan Forest. The trees in the Titan Forest are very tall. This helps us hide Fafner from the Albadanians.




   




  Part Two




   




  Anyway, let me tell you about what happened one day… so you can see what it’s like having a giant for a brother.




  ‘I need some things from the market, Lothar,’ Mom said to me one morning. ‘Will you go after breakfast? I need purple cabbage, chestnuts, pink grapes, black apples and lion meat.’




  ‘Lion meat again?’ I asked. ‘We ate lion meat last week!’




  ‘I know, Lothar, but it’s cheap and it has a lot of vitamins.’




  I heard Fafner coming down the hallway. His footsteps were very loud. ‘Hey, where’s Lothar going?’ he asked.




  Mom sighed. ‘He’s going to Albadan.’




  ‘I want to go to Albadan with Lothar!’ He walked over to his side of the table and sat down on his chair. The chair creaked. It sounded like it might break.




  ‘You can’t go with me,’ I told him. ‘You know that.’




  ‘Fafner,’ Mom said, ‘the people of Albadan are afraid of giants.’




  ‘But why?’ he asked.




  ‘Do we really need to talk about this again?’ Dad asked. He walked into the kitchen and sat down at the table. It was morning and the sun was coming through the window. Our mother put more wood on the fire.




  ‘It’s stupid!’ Fafner said, hitting the table with his fist. Some dishes slid off the table and broke on the floor. ‘I want to go with Lothar. It’s not my fault I’m a giant! I always stay at home!’




  ‘Fafner!’ Dad walked over to him. ‘I told you not to hit the table. New dishes are expensive!’




  ‘Sorry,’ Fafner said, frowning. He was sitting down, but he was still taller than our father.




  ‘I’ll clean it up!’ I said. I got the broom from the kitchen and swept up the broken dishes.




  Everything in our house is specially made because Fafner is a giant. Our table has two sides. One side is normal, about one meter high. The other side is two meters high.




  Dad sat down on the normal side of the table. He took a piece of onion bread and puts some watermelon jam on it. I finished cleaning and sat down. My younger brother still looked sad.




  ‘I’m sorry, Fafner,’ Dad said, ‘but I work very hard to provide for our family. I know it’s not your fault, but you’re a giant, and giants can’t go to Albadan.’




  ‘Here’s your breakfast, Fafner.’ Mom put a large plate in front of her giant son. On the plate, there were ten boiled eggs, one pumpkin and one kilo of ham.




  ‘Ham and pumpkin! Thanks, Mom!’




  ‘You see, Fafner?’ Mom said, ‘it’s not so bad here.’




  After breakfast, Fafner followed me outside. Dad came with us and got on his horse. He planned to go to Albadan, where he has a small construction business.




  ‘I want you boys to be good today, all right?’ he said. ‘Fafner, you stay here and help your mother. Lothar, don’t spend too long at the market.’




  ‘I won’t, Dad,’ I said.




  ‘And don’t buy any bone candy. It’s bad for your teeth.’




  ‘OK, Dad,’ I said.




  ‘I want to go to the market, too!’ Fafner said.




  ‘Fafner…’




  ‘Please, Dad, please.’




  ‘No. It’s too dangerous. Stay here and help your mother.’




  Dad waved goodbye to us and rode off. I started preparing the donkey cart. The cart is about two meters long. I checked the wheels and told Fafner to take the bags of rocks out of the cart. The rocks are for the construction my father plans to do on our house soon.




  ‘Where should I put the rocks?’ Fafner asks. He sneezed and wiped his nose with his hand.




  ‘Over there,’ I told him.




  When the cart was ready, I attached it to our donkey. Our family has two donkeys. I chose the older donkey because he is more peaceful than the younger one. Fafner looked very sad now. He kicked the dirt and the ground shook.




  ‘I know you want to come with me,’ I said, ‘but it’s too dangerous, Fafner.’




  ‘But Lothar, I’m so bored here. I stay here every day,’ he said, looking back at our house.




  ‘You can go and play in the woods. That’s fun, right?’




  ‘I played in the woods yesterday, and the day before yesterday,’ Fafner said.




  ‘Well, what do you want to do?’ I asked.




  ‘I have an idea,’ Fafner said, looking at the donkey cart.




   




  Part Three




   




  ‘Are you comfortable?’ I whispered to Fafner. I led the donkey cart out of the Titan Forest.




  ‘I’m fine,’ he said.




  Fafner was in the back of the cart under a very large blanket that covered his whole body. He was bent forward, holding his knees. Because of Fafner’s size, I decided to use two donkeys to pull the cart instead of one.




  ‘Where are we now?’ Fafner whispered.




  ‘We are half a kilometer away from Albadan. When we reach the city, you can’t talk to me anymore.’




  ‘OK, I promise,’ Fafner said. Earlier, he cut a small hole in the blanket so that he could see the market.




  The younger donkey made a loud noise. ‘Be quiet,’ I told the donkey.




  ‘Am I too heavy?’ Fafner whispered.




  ‘No, this donkey is always trouble. That’s why I usually take the older one.’




  I walked the donkeys along the dirt road for another ten minutes until we arrived at a high wall surrounding the city.




  ‘Stop!’ a guard wearing armor said, pulling his sword out. ‘Oh, hey, Lothar,’ he said, putting his sword away. ‘I didn’t recognize you.’




  ‘Hi, Captain Bunyan,’ I said.




  ‘What’s in the cart?’ Captain Bunyan asked, moving closer to me.




  ‘Furniture. I need to sell it at the market today.’




  ‘Oh, is your father building furniture again?’




  ‘Yes,’ I lied, ‘I hope I will sell some today.’




  ‘Well, good luck,’ he said. I passed Captain Bunyan and a few other guards. One of the guards was holding a large spear, just in case a giant decided to visit.




  ‘Well done, Lothar!’ Fafner whispered a few minutes later.




  ‘Shhhhhhh…’ I said. I slapped his leg with my hand.




  The younger donkey kicked the dirt.




  ‘Hey!’ I told the younger donkey. ‘Stop it!’




  The market is in the east of Albadan. There is a large river, called the Jotun River, between the city and the market. The river is very dangerous because it is deep, and the water moves very fast. I could see a few people fishing along the banks of the river. One of the men looked like our dad, but I was too far away to see if it was him.




  ‘Are we there yet?’ Fafner whispered.




  I stopped the two donkeys and stood where Fafner could see me through the hole in his blanket.




  ‘Fafner, stop talking, OK? We are near the market now so we really need to be quiet.’




  ‘OK, I promise I’ll be quiet now. I really promise!’




   




  Part Four




   




  Inside Albadan Market there were people selling food and other interesting things. One man was selling golden knives; another man was selling fresh milk and yogurt. Next to them, a woman with red cheeks was selling dresses and skirts.




  ‘Hey, boy!’ a man called out to me. He had a long black beard. ‘Do you want to buy a crocodile bone necklace?’




  ‘No, thank you.’




  ‘These bones are very beautiful. They come from the legendary orange crocodiles of Albadan, the ones that live in the Jotun River.’
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