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Before I begin this story, I think it necessary that I inform you of my true opinions of this
purely fictitious tale. Yes, you read that right: PURELY FICTITIOUS. Meaning, of course, that
every setting, character, and event in this story is merely an image of my fancy. The essence of
it all is coming from a place that does not know reality. Obviously, it’s absolute rubbish, having
no real account of the history, present, or possible futures of our great civilization, and truly, it’s
a waste of your time.
True scholars and intellectuals, such as myself, think nothing of such things.
Unfortunately, I am being forced - for reasons that do not concern you and that I will not be
sharing - to write this monstrosity of a story; a foolish child’s tale taking place in a world unlike
our own, and therefore not pertaining to humankind in the least. Tales of the like simply exist to
entertain the mindless ideologies of the simpleminded. If you, the reader, consider yourself an
intellectual, or simply a mindful asset to the human race, I implore you to cease your reading of
this; a mere fabricated account of an insufferably false tale.
I am telling you all of this to warn you, and honestly, I recommend that you stop reading
now to spare you these next few moments that you could have been using to do something
productive and worth your time. You know what, I think I will just spare you the trouble and end
the story right now, before it has to begin: the end.

Seeing as you have completely disregarded my warnings, and that you must really have
nothing else better to do with your life, I suppose I have no choice but to begin telling you though I have no clue why you would want to read it - my purely fictitious tale.

Once upon a time, in a land far, far away, there lived a poor young lady called Inutilia.
Ahem, hi, it’s me, the author again. Sorry to interrupt, but I would just like to note here that
Inutilia’s name could be anything else, due to the fact that she does not exist, but seeing as her
name is useless, and not pertaining to the story that is even more so, I will leave it as what was
first written.
Inutilia had long, flowing, golden hair that cascaded down her shoulders and back in the
most elegant and graceful fashion. Her eyes were the boldest blue of the sky, mingled with the
coldest ice of the deepest sea. Even though her life was never filled with things such as money
and riches, she was still an exceptionally cheery and joyful person, and was tremendously kind to
everything around her, be it a person, an animal, or a simple thought. She was pretty much the
most unrealistically beautiful and perfect peasant girl that ever roamed the land; oh, and I’m
pretty sure she just loved to sing as well.
Inutilia lived alone with her grandmother, for both of her parents had died when she was
a very young child. She was quite content, nevertheless, with her small life, living in a small log
cabin with her small, old granny in a small place called Fictum Forest. Her granny was old and
weak, so Inutilia worked exceedingly hard to provide for both of them. But keeping in mind that
neither of them ever existed, she didn’t have to work too hard, I would imagine. Although
Inutilia loved her grandmother and her life in the woods very much, she dreamed of some day
falling in love and starting a family with someone who loved her with all of his heart. A heart
that is purely fictitious, of course.
Now, following the cliches of a fictitious fairytale, let us adjust our perspective to a
prince living in a castle just outside of the grounds of Fictum Forest. This prince, named
Achristos, was also dreaming of the day when he would meet his one true love. Similarly to
Inutilia, Achristos possessed yellow locks of hair, and eyes of sapphire. Alright, I’m going to be
honest here, I’m already becoming tired of this tale, so I’m going to speed up the timeline a bit
so I don’t get too bored by the end.
One evening, in the meadow near the outskirts of Fictum Forest, Achristos and Inutilia
separately decided to go on a horse ride with their white horses, which they both happened to
own, of course. Naturally, these horses had long manes; the shiny kind that is built for slow
motion head shaking commercials. Across the meadow, they caught the twinkle in the eyes of
the other. Following the unfathomable ridiculousness of a fictitious love story, they fell instantly
in love. Now, I know what you are going to ask: have they met previously? Do they know each
ther’s names? Do they even know a single miniscule fact about the other person? The answer to
all three of these questions is no. Yes, it makes no sense, I know. But regardless, that’s just the
way these stories go. You can’t say I didn’t warn you. Anyways, where were we? Ah yes, the
dramatic love montage. They rode closer together and met in a dramatic montage of galloping
horses, blankly staring faces, hair blowing in the wind, and hand holding.
OK, sappy love montage, blah, blah, blah… Oh yes, I’ve decided to drop the italics
because I just don’t have the motivation to work hard on this story, so I’ll be speaking within the
story from now on. I do hope you don’t mind, but to be perfectly honest, I am too irritable at the

moment to care that much about what you think. Now back to the atrocity - I mean story! Their
hands touched and sparks seemed to fly. It was as if they were the only two in the entire world.
Nothing else mattered except Achristos and Inutilia, and the love that they shared at first sight.
Almost suddenly, the sky turned to the most romantic shade of orange, and while holding hands
on their unrealistically beautiful steeds, they galloped off into the sunset together.
Alright, they galloped off into the sunset together, then what? I guess since I’m bored
let’s just say that they lived happily ever after. Or maybe they both fell off of their horses
because they lost their balance from holding hands on horses, and they both died. You can
choose the ending. Actually, scratch that. You would definitely benefit far more from completely
forgetting I ever wrote this story and writing one for yourself. You see, I never have been good at
writing fiction. I think it’s all a load of rubbish.

