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1 "Alright, we made it up!" Ziola cried into the ether. She beamed, feeling the sun's warmth 
pour over her face.

"Ok..." Wilan panted, "But why?"
Ziola turned around. She wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead. The young woman was 

fit, but climbing the pale mountain had been a challenge... which was probably why her 
adventurous nature had compelled her to it. She shrugged to her companion. "Why not?"

The man looked up. There she stood, triumphant, hands on hips, her smiling face surrounded
by a halo from the fresh springtime sun. He was glad the Elders had partnered them.

2 WHAM!
By air or motion, the pair were thrown over before they knew what was happening. Two 

fleshy walls blocked their line of sight, left, right, and toward the center of the mountain where the 
twin pillars met each other. The companions clung to the abundant handholds, minds and hearts 
racing from the sudden earth-shaking intrusion.

3 The entire landform jerked upward, so fast that the two explorers could no longer maintain 
their hold. They slipped, tumbling and crashing against the mountain as they fell, helpless as all 
their progress whipped passed. Ziola instinctually reached for any kind of grip, but her descent was 
too fast, too timultuous to find any purchase. Likewise, Wilan reached out, but his hands 
desperately reached for his partner.

4 They struck the brim of the mountain and rolled. The slope helped to slow their fall, but it 
was no match for the rest of their velocity. They crashed toward the lip, and were only saved when 
the landform turned in a different direction, allowing them to slow themselves further relative to the
mountain's changing momentum.

The shifting hill altered their course, it moving beneath them whenever they were fully 
airborne, and carrying them with it when the pair crashed into its rough surface. They flew over the 
edge of the white landform without so much as screaming. Truth be told, they were surprised they 
were not dead at this point. Instead of striking the ground, their unexpected flight continued, an 
enormous tan wall their new companion. Wilan saw two glistening orbs pass them in a split-second.

"A giant's eyes!" he cried, now afraid of more than just the upcoming crash.
Ziola didn't hear him. Turned opposite of her partner, she was focused on the fast 

approaching outcropping rising to meet them.

5 The surface was soft, but the pair struck it hard. They slid and rolled down the slope, praying
their fall would end soon in one way or another. And stop it did, fortunately in the best possible 
way, for this new material had enough grab to overcome the rest of their velocity. They skid to the 
very tip of the outcropping, where they were lucky enough to not have their forced descent continue
a single foot further.

"Heck of a ride, eh Wilan? I told you it'd be fun."
He didn't respond. Instead, he watched in silent horror as the giant's eyes focused in on them.

6 "AGH!" Bethany let slip a cry of shock, and more or less tossed away the hat she'd been 
about to fit over her head. It was not dirt, or blades of grass, or even bugs that had fallen onto her 
nose. Those she could handle, those were normal. These were Tinies! She'd heard stories of their 
race living in the trees and thickets that dominated this park, but she'd never actually seen them for 
herself. The closest was when her friend had snapped a blurry photo supposedly showing a pair of 
the creatures trying to make off with a blueberry from a picnic spread. Bethany had simply written 
it off as some strange-looking ants, and thought the friend was fooling herself.



7 "You... you're Tinies!" she exclaimed, flabbergasted and a little amazed they'd been able to 
cling on through her little jump.

"Well that's not very nice," Ziola retorted. "What if I just called you really big... Biggie."
True to her nature, Ziola was still in high spirits, even as she was picking herself up from a 

rough landing on the tip of a giantess' nose. Wilan, however, was uncomfortable to say the least. 
The little man kicked backward, trying to put as much distance between himself and the enormous 
eyeballs as he possibly could. Though, it was no use. The downward slope of the nose threatened to 
send him falling again if he ventured much further. Desperate, he flipped onto his stomach and 
peered over the edge, hoping to come up with some plot to escape.

8 "I'm sorry, it's just... I don't know what else to call you," Bethany explained.
"Well I'm Ziola, and that's Wilan," the tiny girl pointed appropiately.
Carefully, Bethany tilted her head back to give the little people an easier place to stand (and 

to give her eyes a second of rest from crossing). However, this movement obstructed Wilan's view. 
He crept further forward, still desperate for a way down from this dangerous perch.

"Uh, hello! I guess..." Bethany formally greeted the strangest thing she's ever met. "What 
were you doing on my hat?"

"Exploring!"
"Exploring? Why?"
Ziola puffed out her chest. "You're looking at Exploration Team 1372! We're sent out to find 

stuff for the community. Food, supplies, materials, anything we can use!"
"Ok, but why my hat?"
"Why not?" Ziola shrugged.
Bethany felt something tickle the end of her nose. "What's he doing?"
"Don't worry about him. He's just a little uncomfortable. That's just how Recoverers are."
"Recoverer?" Bethany asked, intrigued.
"Yeah. In our community you're born in two ways; you're either a Risker or a Recoverer. 

Riskers find stuff. We love exploring and experiencing, and we never shy away from danger!" 
Again, she puffed out her little chest in a show of pride. "Wilan's a Recoverer. They can be timid 
and boring, but they're pretty smart. Together, we make an Exploration Team! I find the stuff and 
get us into places no one's been, and he figures out how to get us and the stuff back home!"

"I see... I think." Bethany was unsure of the efficiency of such a system.

9 She didn't have time to mull it over, however, before again she felt a tickle from her nose, 
this one deep inside as though she'd just inhaled a grain of pepper.

"What are you doing?" she demanded. "If you don't stop I'm going to sneeze!"
"I'm not doing anything!" Wilan finally broke his silence.
"Then what... is in... my nose!" Bethany asked, stifling a series of sniffles.
"Have you been dropping stuff, Wilan!" Ziola interjected.
"What? No! I would never!" Wilan looked back, and nervously ran a hand through his hair. 

Specks of dandruff, visible only to Ziola, fell from his scalp, and fluttered downward to the giantess'
nostrils like the first few flakes of a microscopic snowfall.

That was all it took. With a mighty gasp, Bethany's head reeled back. Her face scrunched as 
she continued to inhale. It was gonna be a big one.

10 "ACHOO!" Bethany jerked forward, the instinctual reaction taking control of her body's 
motor functions. Gale-force winds blasted from her nose and mouth. A spray of spit and mucous 
coated her fingers as her hands habitually darted up to save the world from any potential illness.

When it was over, she held that pose, savoring the afterglow of relief. She sat there for only 
a moment, until...

11 She remembered the two Tinies, and gasped in horror.  Cautiously, she examined her hands, 



her dress, her feet, anywhere they could have landed. 
They were nowhere to be found. It was as if they'd simply vanished. As if they were an 

illusion, or she'd imagined them while thinking of the perfect spring day.
But as they were carried away by an errant gust of wind, Wilan screamed at the thought of 

where and how they might land, while Ziola waved back to her newest friend. She hoped they'd 
meet again someday, and would have more time to talk. If not, the tiny girl at least wanted to find 
another sneeze to ride.

The End.


