
Chapter 6 Giant Problems 
 

We hear about Poor Jack: 
 

 I pretty much knew nothing about nomads.  They live in the northwest quadrant of 
Lumeria, having been squeezed there by encroaching farmers and soldiers over the centuries.  
That quadrant is dry, so much so, that nobody but the nomads wanted it.  You’ll recall that my 
party cut through nomad territory recently on returning from Lumpul.  I had been apprehensive; 
nomads aren’t known for getting along well with others.  You didn’t normally see them in the 
towns of Lumeria, except Kimbombo.  So, it was a surprise for one to show up in Daila at the 
Drunken Sailor tavern.  But, there he was.  The fellow made a point of finding the table where 
Logan, Stark, Clethara, and I were chatting.  Darmit, was his name.  He spoke Common, though 
with a peculiar accent, and introduced himself to me.  He said he was interested in adventure.  I 
introduced him to the others. 

We were just starting to get acquainted, when a man ran into the tavern, shouting, “That 
boy Jack….  He’s been captured by giants!” 

That got everyone’s attention.  I had never heard of giants in Lumeria, and it seemed like 
that was the case for others too. 

“What giants?” someone asked. 
The man was trying to catch his breath.  “The ones at the top of the beanstalk,” he 

wheezed. 
“What?  Nonsense!” someone called out. 
“They, the giants, they want the golden harp, and the gold, and the chicken back,” the 

man stammered out.  “It’s an emergency!” 
Someone at the next table, names Alias, elbowed Thumper and commented, “Yeah, like 

Jack, that stupid boy, would know where the good stuff is.” 
Thumper asked her, “You know this Jack?” 
“Yeah.  That’s his father, Zven, talking.  Talking trash.  Nonsense.” 
Zven was still going on.  “They dropped a note.  The giants did.  They demanded the 

harp, the gold, and the chicken back, or they’ll kill Jack!”  He was distraught.  “Won’t someone 
help?” 

“Well, how hard would a giant be to kill anyway,” Logan commented. 
“This is so stupid,” Alias commented.  “Besides, It’s supposed to be a goose, not a 

chicken.” 
I looked at her.  “You know something about all this?” 
She shrugged.  “Well, ever since Jack climbed that beanstalk, something bad was bound 

to happen.” 
“How did you know it was a goose,” I asked. 
Well, the note said goose and there was a goose in the yard,” she replied.  “Pretty 

straightforward, I’d think.” 
Logan was talking to Zven, and motioned to me.  Alias and I clustered closer.  “Let’s go 

see what this is about,” suggested Logan.  Stark was game, and so was Darmit. 
“My wife has the note.  You’ll see.  Come, please do help us,” Zven pleaded. 
“We wanted adventure.  Let’s go kill some giants!” Logan said. 
I was a bit cautious about the prospects, but maybe something good would come of it all.  

So, we set off to reach Zven and Jack’s home.  That turned out to be 5 miles west of Madra.  At 



least the road was open again.  So, those of us in on the adventure set out for Madra and Zven’s 
home.  That would be Logan, Stark, Clethara, Darmit, and I.  Alias tagged along too, so there 
were six of us, plus Zven himself.  We got to Madra in two days, then headed west.  I think 
Zven’s home was somewhere near the remains of an old town named Poyison, a place I’d visited 
a while back after escaping from Old Man Tyson.  On the way there he happened upon a party of 
orcs.  I cast a sleep spell that got ten of them, and Logan leaped (literally) in among the others.  
Alias and Darmit got into it too, and pretty soon, no more orcs. 

Soon after that we reached a road going north-south.  It’s the one we’d crossed to get to 
Madra.  Heading west from the intersection was a small trail, and sure enough, a mile or so away 
was a huge beanstalk, reaching way up into the sky, disappearing into the clouds a long way up.  
We got to the cottage at the foot of it.   

A woman rushed out and hugged Zven.  “You did it, dear!  You found help!” 
This was pretty clearly Zven’s wife, and Jack’s mother. 
I said, “We heard about Jack.” 
She turned and explained, tears in her eyes, “All we had was the cow.  Jack came back 

with magic beans.” 
Logan, moved by her angst, gave her a hug. 
She jumped away.  “Try someone younger!” she remarked.  Then she continued, “He 

went back up.  Then his pack was thrown down, and in it the note.” 
Clearly there were some missing pieces of the story. 
“Like, Jack came down with that stuff, and was stupid enough to go back up,” 

commented Alias. 
“What stuff, exactly,” asked Logan. 
Jack’s mother stopped her crying for the moment.  “I’ll show you,” she said.  She went 

into the cottage and returned, dragging a big golden harp.  Zven helped her with it.   
He then emptied a pouch and said, “Here’s the gold.  What’s left of it.”  There must have 

been two score gold pieces, big ones.  Not the currency of the realm.  And they had the look, and 
sound, of being real gold.  Probably worth 20, maybe 50 gold pieces each in Lumerian currency. 

“Oh, and then there’s the chicken,” Zven said, and went in back of the cottage.  He came 
back holding what was clearly a goose.  The bird seemed irritated, but Zven kept careful 
purchase on it. 

“I’d be willing to give all of this back for the sake of Jack,” the mother bawled.  “Jack 
and the cow, that is.  He never should have sold that cow for beans.” 

“You want us to take all this stuff back up to the giants, and rescue your son?” asked 
Alias.  “I’d like to be able to keep the goose.” 

“Maybe what you need is a better son,” I suggested. 
That started her bawling again.  I shouldn’t have said it.  Zven looked at me 

unappreciatively. 
“I want my cow back.  And Jack.  But I want my cow,” Jack’s mother cried. 
“What happened to the cow?” Logan asked. 
“Jack traded it for the beans,” Zven replied. 
“Yes, but to who?” Logan asked. 
“Some mysterious man in the woods.  He lives over there,” Zven replied, pointing. 
“Well, seems to me we should just climb the beanstalk and deal with the giants,” Logan 

commented. 



“Yes, let’s go,” I said.  I found that I could indeed climb.  It was slow and tricky though.  
I didn’t get far before thinking about how to climb more safely.  Logan knew how.  He had 
spikes and ropes.  He drove in a spike and started up.  But then, the whole beanstalk started 
shaking.  As if a tremor was propagating down from the top.  We both fell off.  It seems that 
wasn’t going to work. 

 
The Mysterious Man and Miss Hood: 

 
Lacking anything better to do, we went to the farm next door to where Mr. Mysterious 

Man lived.  There was the cow.  I guess it was the same one, anyway.  Logan offered to buy it. 
“Well, maybe,” the man said.  “But, only if you do me a favor.” 
“What’s that?” I asked, thinking it wouldn’t be any big deal. 
“I need the red cape of a certain person.” 
I could see Logan fingering his sword, considering more direct means of procurement. 
“Who might that be?” I asked. 
“A Little Red Riding Hood,” the man replied. 
“No, I mean, what person?  Whose cape, or hood, is it?” I tried to clarify. 
“That’s her name.  A Miss Hood.  Miss Little Red Riding Hood.  That’s her name,” the 

mysterious man clarified. 
“A Miss Red Riding Hood with a Red Riding Hood?” I asked.  “Why?” 
“Hey, I know her!” remarked Alias. 
“Let’s just take the cow,” Logan said. 
“Cape, not just a hood.  It has special properties,” Mr. Mysterious Man explained.  “I 

need it for a spell.” 
Aha!  He was a magic user or, more likely, a witch doctor! 
Meanwhile Stark had gone to where the cow was, grabbed her lead, and was starting to 

lead her away.  The old mysterious man turned and looked.  Suddenly Stark froze.  It looked like 
to me Mr. Mysterious Stranger had cast a hold spell.  It didn’t look like we had any practical 
choices, short of perhaps extreme measures by Logan.  But I really didn’t have confidence that 
would work either.  You can’t tell with witch doctors. 

“Where would we find this cape,” I asked. 
“She’s trying to visit her grandmother, and needs protection,” Mr. Mysterious Stranger 

said. 
“Does she have more than one red cape?” I asked.  “Does she know it’s magic?” 
About this time, Stark was released from the hold spell.  He flung down the lead.  “I’ve 

had enough of this nonsense.  I’m going back to Madra,” he declared.  He stomped off. 
“You think you’re so cute, don’t you,” Alias said to Mr. Stranger.  “You’re just a dirty 

old man who is up to no good!  We’re going!”   
With that, she started to leave, and the rest of us started to follow.  “Where are you 

going,” I asked. 
“To find Red,” she replied.  “Just because that old fart covets her cape, and maybe more, 

doesn’t mean she might not be in trouble.  In fact, if I know Red, she’s in trouble of some kind.”  
Alias seemed to know where she was going, so the rest of us followed.  In fact, Alias was leading 
us right to Miss Little Red Riding Hood’s house. 

“Little” Miss Riding Hood was a comely lass of 16 or 17 years of age, judging from 
appearances.  As expected, she was wearing a very nice red cape, over a girlish frilly dress that 



seemed too young for her.  She was very pleased to see Alias, but set her eyes on Logan.  Logan 
gave her a hug, and Miss Hood returned it enthusiastically. 

Alias “Ahem’ed.” 
Logan and Red broke their clinch, and Red exclaimed over Alias, “Yes, Good to see you!  

Oh, I wish we could visit.  I’d like to get to know your friends better,” she said, looking 
particularly at Logan.  “But, oh my!  I must get over to see Granny and take her these cookies.”  
Red picked up again the basket that she had set down while embracing Logan.  “Granny NEEDS 
these cookies,” she said in a manner I though was a little bit sinister.  Then she gave a little 
laugh. 

“Do you think you could make a deal to sell that red cape of yours to us?” I asked, hoping 
to get our business on track. 

“Oh, no!  I love my red cape!  It’s who I am, you know?” Red replied.  I wasn’t 
surprised.  “Why, I would never part with my cape,” she continued.  By this time, she was 
leaving the house starting down another trail through the woods.  “I just have to be going!” she 
exclaimed.  “But, it would be sweet if you protected me from the Big Bad Wolf,” she said, 
winking at Logan. 

“I don’t think it would be a problem if we all follow along,” Alias said.  So, that’s what 
we did.  Red Riding Hood skipped and sang and uttered flowery vapid exclamations over flowers 
and birds as she tooled down the path, ignoring the wolf howls closing in that we could all hear.  
It was finally going to be time to let our weapons do the talking. 

A baker’s dozen of wolves broke cover and headed for Miss Hood.  “Oh, my!” she 
exclaimed, and brought her free hand up to her chest.  We sprang into action.  Clethara and I cast 
sleeps, Logan leaped into the path the wolves were taking to attack Red, Darmit cast his spear, 
killing one, and soon there were no more wolves moving.  Someone said, “It’s OK to kill the 
wolves.”  I think that was Alias.  She, Darmit and Logan killed the ones that were sleeping.   

Meanwhile, Red was acting like she was still being overwhelmed by wolves, shrinking 
back and sort of swooning back as if overcome by emotion.  She let the basket drop, and one of 
the cookies spilled out.  Alias picked it up to put it back, but then took a hard look at it, and 
sniffed.  “Hey, these cookies are poisoned!” she said. 

Miss Hood seemed to make a rapid recovery.  “I just don’t know what you could mean!” 
she exclaimed, and grabbed the cookie from Alias and stuffed it back into her basket.  “These are 
cookies for my dear, dear grandmother.” 

“Don’t you appreciate us saving you from the wolves?” Logan asked. 
“Oh yes, I do!” cried Red, and, carefully putting the basket down, embraced Logan in an 

unrestrained manner.  “Oh, you have saved me.  I would do, well, I would do anything, for you.” 
“How about the cape?” asked Alias.  “You give us the cape, and we forget that you were 

taking poisoned cookies to your grandmother.” 
Red gave her a brief dirty look, and then turned to Logan.  She grasped him in her arms, 

and gazing up into his eyes, asked, “Isn’t there something else, something else that I would 
gladly give you, that you might want?” 

Logan hemmed and hawed for a moment, but then said, “All of us helped you.  I think we 
want the cape.” 

Red Riding Hood shifted her gaze to Darmit with an inquiring expression.  But he didn’t 
respond, and returned her gaze stonily. 

She let go of Logan, and sighed.  “Oh well.  If you must,” she replied, losing interest in 
Logan.  Red reluctantly took off the cape, and without looking, held it out toward Logan.  He 



took it, then handed it to me.  I could tell: yes, it was magic.  She then spied her basket of 
cookies, snatched it up, and turned to Alias.  “Let’s not have any of that nasty chatter about my 
sweet cookies!”  She then turned and continued down the path, not in quite as carefree a manner 
as before. 

Overall it took about an hour to get to Red’s grandmother’s house.  Miss Hood then 
turned to us, and said, “Thank you for protecting me from the Big Bad Wolf.  Wolves.  But, I 
need to see Grandma alone.  You understand, I’m sure.” 

Alias asked for a lock of her hair, and seemingly without thinking, Red Riding Hood 
pulled out a large knife, about the size of a shortsword, and sliced off some strands and gave it to 
her.  “I’m going in to see Granny.  I’d invite you in, but I’m afraid she’ll be asleep.  She’ll be 
asleep for a long time.”  Red turned, and skipped her way up to the door, and went on into the 
house. She closed the door after herself, and we could hear a lock or bar fall into place. 

“Why were the cookies poisoned?” Clethara asked Alias, puzzled. 
“Her mother disappeared,” Alias said.  “I think now we know how.” 
That didn’t answer all the questions.  But it didn’t seem the time and place for discussion.  

We marched in silence back to the home of Mr. Mysterious Stranger. 
I delivered the cape.  He then looked at Alias, and she gave him the strands of hair she 

had received from Red Hood.  Mr. Stranger then nodded toward the cow.  “Go ahead and take 
Milky White,” he said. 

 
Up to the Clouds: 

 
It was a white cow.  So, I suppose “Milky White” was the beast’s name.  Logan led her 

back over to where Zven was sitting on a bench, comforting his weeping wife.  As we 
approached, she looked up, her countenance lifted, and she ran toward us to embrace the cow.  
“Oh, my dear Milky White.  How could I have ever let Jack take you away?” 

Zven also came up, and spoke to his wife, “Now that we have Milky White back, can we 
perhaps try to see that Jack gets rescued?” 

“I suppose,” she said.  “What will it take for you to go up and fetch that poor foolish 
boy?” she asked us.  “Here, I know.  I have something.” 

She went into the cottage. 
“You’ll see,” said Zven. 
She returned with three eggs.  Big ones.  “Will these suffice?” she asked.  “Take the harp, 

and the gold, and the goose up.  You get the eggs, these three.  You can bring back Jack.  That’s 
the deal the giants laid out.” 

“In the note,” Zven explained.  Then, pointing at the three eggs, he said, “Them eggs is 
golden.” 

I took one, and tapped it.  It was heavy.  A bit of shell flaked off, and I could see a golden 
glint from below.  It was, sure enough, a golden egg.  I had to wonder where on earth such a 
thing could have come from.  She gave us the other two eggs.  Alias took them. 

“Why don’t I hold it until you get back down,” said Clethara.  I’m not going up.  I’m not 
a good climber.” 

Well, if the transaction was as straightforward as stated, we shouldn’t need Clethara, and 
what would a sleep spell do to a giant anyway?  I trusted Clethara, and said that sounded good to 
me. 



Darmit shook his head.  “First cows, then capes, then beanstalks….”  He didn’t complete 
the utterance, just shaking his head.  I don’t think this was quite what he had in mind as an 
adventure. 

Logan took the harp, Darmit grabbed the goose, and Alias took the gold and the other two 
eggs.  We all started climbing.  Amazingly, it wasn’t so difficult to climb after all.  It was almost 
as if the beanstalk wanted to be climbed, in contrast to earlier.  We seemed to reach the clouds 
much quicker than I would have expected. 

We found ourselves at the top of the beanstalk, on top of a cloud.  There was a giant-
sized city!  Or, maybe it was just a really giant sized dwelling or castle.  There were great big 
double doors.  The clouds, why, they were solid; we found we could walk on them.  We 
reluctantly let go of the beanstalk, to stand before this magnificent sight. 

Suddenly, there was a trumpet blast.  The doors slowly swung open, and there was a 
giant.  The word giant isn’t quite adequate.  This was a giant giant, something like 50 feet tall.  
He walked toward us, in what was, for someone so big, an unthreatening manner.  He stopped in 
front of us, and asked in his loud, deep, voice, “Did you bring them?” 

Logan asked, “Did you bring him?”  He pulled out the harp from a huge bag that he’d 
squeezed it into, and showed it to the giant. 

“Where gold?” the giant asked. 
Alias showed it to him.  He could already see the goose Darmit was holding. 
The giant turned back toward the doors.  “Bring Puny!” he ordered.   
Out of the gate came a female giant, almost as tall as the first one.  In her hand, she was 

gripping what clearly was a human boy. 
The giant turned back to us, “Put harp, gold, goose in here,” he commanded, holding out 

a large leather bag.  “Then we send Puny to you.” 
We did, and then he turned and signaled.  The giantess put “Puny” down, and Jack ran 

toward us.  “Let’s go!” he exclaimed. 
Logan asked the giant, “Do you have a bite to eat for us?” 
The giant ignored the request.  “Don’t Rob from Giants!” he said in a commanding tone, 

looking at Jack. 
We made our exit back to the beanstalk and down as fast as we could. 
Back at the bottom, Jack was welcomed back by Zven and his mother.  Alias seemed a 

bit disgusted.  “Well, I hope you are all happy now,” she said. 
Jack’s mother turned to her.  “Why, what would you have done?” she asked, as she 

stroked Milky White’s flank. 
“Well, I would have gotten help from the Mysterious Man myself, Rapunzel,” Alias 

replied.  “If you need something, you go get it.  You could have done all this yourself.” 
Alias was right, of course.  But, we had three golden eggs.  We had seen the giants.  We 

had stood on clouds.  And we had made the acquaintance of a certain Miss Hood.  “What did you 
think of Miss Red Riding Hood, Darmit?” I asked. 

He just shook his head. 
We returned to Madra, and eventually made our way back to Daila.  Alias stayed behind 

in Madra, and I don’t think I ever saw her again.  I can’t say that I’ve seen Jack or Zven or his 
wife either.  I’m not likely to go looking for them.   
 


