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Abstract 

 

This thesis features an original novella, The Fourth Wall, as well as an exposition on 

my writing process. The Fourth Wall is a pseudo-medieval immersive fantasy, following the 

protagonist Elician as he struggles to acquire a mysterious treasure. One of the main 

components of the story is the breaking of the fourth wall, whereby the characters interact 

directly with the writer throughout the narrative. Effort is made to include humour in the form 

of tangential references from real-life popular culture, along with other social and political 

commentary. As Elician works to overcome the Walls guarding the treasure—each presenting 

a different challenge—he discovers his limitations and fails to pass the Fourth Wall on the 

first attempt. He is swept far away, and the rest of the story follows his journey back to the 

land where the treasure is located, picking up allies and tools along the way to assist him in 

his quest. 

The exposition details my process in developing characterisation, dialogue, theme and 

plot, as well as the methods used to write and edit the novella. I describe the guidance I 

received from several non-fiction books, including Stephen King’s On Writing and Sol 

Stein’s Stein on Writing. These books, aimed at aspiring authors, provided practical advice on 

developing my story with regards to sentence structure, scene layout and character 

interactions. I also refer to the useful information I received from Farah Mendlesohn’s 

Rhetorics of Fantasy, which helped me to choose the story’s narrative structure. In addition, I 

explain the inspiration for The Fourth Wall, referencing several other authors including Terry 

Pratchett, as I attempt to replicate the satirical style utilised in his Discworld series. Finally, I 

conclude with detailing what I have gained in the process of completing this thesis, such as a 

greater awareness of how to create a story. 
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Chapter One 

 

The darkly-dressed hero slid from shadow to shadow, making his way to the castle walls. The 

fortress was heavily guarded, with sentries posted every few metres. Those sentries, for the 

most part, kept a close watch on the surrounding landscape. Others slept, took selfies, or 

wondered why the word ‘pneumonia’ had a silent ‘p’. Who decided that it even needed a ‘p’ 

when being written down if the ‘p’ was going to be silent anyway?  

Our hero selected the section of wall whose guards looked most distracted, and slung 

his grappling hook up onto the ramparts. Unlike in the movies, it didn’t hook properly on the 

first try, so our hero grumblingly collected the rope back through his hands, and tried a 

second time. Then a third. 

 This repeated for approximately seven minutes. 

 Fortunately, our hero had chosen a part of the wall on which the three guards had 

recently handed in their two weeks-notice, and so took little interest in their roles as they 

served the remainder of their contract. They failed to acknowledge the grappling hook 

bouncing against, and in some cases over the top of, the wall which they had sworn to protect 

from invaders. 

 Finally, our hero’s grappling hook took hold. He hauled himself up the wall and 

swung over onto the walkway. He eyed the guards, who were sat at the far end of the 

walkway to him and chatting about the previous night’s talent show results. Our hero turned 

and made for the nearest gatehouse. 

 And tripped on a spear. 

 Surprisingly, the guards not only noticed this, but actually reacted. They leapt up and 

drew their swords, racing to where our hero was scrambling to his feet. 

Our hero stared at the three guards facing him, their menacing blades drawn and 

pointed towards his face. He drew his own sword and brought it high over his head, gripping 

the hilt with both hands. His fingers trembled with fear. 

 “Excuse me, they aren’t trembling with fear.” 

 What? 

 “I said, they aren’t trembling with fear. It’s adrenaline.” 

 Erm…who is this? 

 “It’s Elician, your main character.” 

 Elician? How are you speaking to me? 

 “You tell me, you’re the Writer.” 
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 The iron-clad guards listened to this exchange with confused expressions. They turned 

to each other, unsure of how to proceed. 

 “That’s better,” said Elician. “If you’re going to write my story, I’d rather you stick to 

making me look good. No more of this ‘fingers trembled with fear’ nonsense. Deal?” 

 Er. Okay, deal. I still don’t understand how this is happening. 

 “Just go with it, bro. Now, if you don’t mind, could you crack on with writing about 

my glorious sword fight? I think these guys are about to run away and that’s not nearly as 

exciting for the reader.” 

 Right, yes, so…the guards circled Elician, the steel of their swords flashing in 

the…look, Elician, I’m not sure this is going to work. 

 Elician relaxed his stance and looked to the sky, his expression one of thunder. “For 

God’s sake, Writer, just…hey, that line was pretty cool. An expression of thunder; nice 

touch.” 

 Well, thank you. I figure you’re an ‘expression of thunder’ kind of guy. 

 “See, this can work! Just write what you see happening, and it’ll flow naturally.” 

 Okay, okay, so, where were we…yes, the guards circled Elician, enclosing him on all 

sides. He memorised their positions, and closed his eyes. Elician looked up again. 

 “Closed my eyes? Are you mental? They have menacing blades, you said it yourself!” 

 Could you stop butting in, please? I just thought it would be cool if you fought them 

with your eyes closed. 

 “I can’t fight blind, Writer. Why don’t you just go ahead and make me tie my own 

hands behind my back as well, or—” 

 “Okay, I’ve had just about enough of this!” yelled one of the guards. “I’d rather be 

punished for desertion than listen to you two bicker. I was expecting to take part in a good 

old sword fight, and this is what I get? I’m off.” The guard sheathed his sword and stormed 

off, down the steps from the castle’s outer wall and into the courtyard. The other guards 

exchanged glances. 

 “He’s right, you know,” said one of the remaining guards. “You two are getting on 

my nerves.” 

 “He started it,” said Elician. 

 Did not. You’re just sticking your nose in while I’m trying to write. 

 “You want to come down here and go for a round with me?” 

 Come at me bro. 
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 “Enough!” yelled the third guard. He lunged forward, aiming his sword towards 

Elician’s chest. Elician stepped to the side and the blade swished past him. He brought his 

own sword down hard onto the guard’s shoulder, cutting through the armour and deep into 

his torso. 

 “Now…we’re talking…” the guard muttered as he lay there dying. 

 Elician dove at the one remaining guard, slicing his sword upwards. The guard 

stepped away and stabbed at Elician’s exposed arm, drawing blood. 

 Elician snarled. “No he didn’t!” he cried. 

 I mean, no he didn’t, he erm, attempted to stab at Elician’s exposed arm, but Elician 

was too quick for him, slipping his arm out of range, then following up with an elbow to the 

guard’s face. The guard’s nose spurted with blood and Elician finished him with a slash to the 

neck. 

 “You’re both…idiots…” the guard gurgled as blood filled his throat. His eyes sunk 

closed and silence returned to the wall. 

 “Someone must have heard all that,” muttered Elician. 

 Well, yes, but this is a stealth mission, so just assume all the other guards overlooked 

the noise, and crack on. 

 “Fair enough,” said Elician, sheathing his sword and drawing a short knife with a 

black blade. He held the blade close to his face. 

 “I get it, black blade, so it won’t be seen as easily,” said Elician. “Nice.” 

 Elician slunk down the steps into the courtyard. All remaining guards were 

conveniently distracted, asleep, or drunk. He slipped through the camp and dove into a thick 

clump of bushes, which wasn’t as easy as it looked in cartoons, because in this case the 

bushes were real. He bounced off the top of the bushes and landed clumsily on the other side, 

mumbling angrily to himself. 

 “Stupid Writer, making me jump onto bushes when I could have just—hey, you’re not 

supposed to be writing this down!” 

 My bad.  

 Elician peered around, his eyes scanning the darkness. His goal lay dead ahead. 

 “The First Wall,” he muttered to himself, because there was no one else around, and if 

there was, he wouldn’t have given away his position by muttering things to them. He took a 

final glance in every direction to ensure the coast was clear, and sprinted towards the Wall. 
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 “Hello, Writer? You still there?” 

 Sorry, I was making tea. Sprinted towards the Wall…yes, and stopped several metres 

from its base. The First Wall loomed over him, literally; it bent forwards as Elician 

approached, apparently regarding him. It stretched as far as the eye could see in both 

directions, was as tall as a skyscraper, and formed of thick grey bricks (not the fake kind that 

martial arts ‘experts’ break in half to showcase their skill; actual solid bricks). 

 “Well, hello there,” said the Wall. It took Elician a moment to realise that the 

structure possessed a mouth of sorts; a series of bricks were arranged to form lips and teeth, 

which moved with every word. 

 “Er, hi,” said Elician. “Can I get through, please?” 

 The Wall chuckled. “Oh dear, it’s not as simple as just asking, young man. First you 

must pass the trial.” Its voice was crisp, clear and appropriately pompous; a perfect example 

of the Queen’s English, if the Queen actually spoke the Queen’s English, and didn’t sound 

like any typical Limey as soon the cameras were off. 

 “The trial? Okay, what do I have to do?” 

 “Surprise me.” 

 “Erm, I don’t think that’s how trials work.” 

 “Why not? It’s my trial.” 

 Elician looked at the mouth and wondered if he could just dive through when it 

opened wide enough. The giant teeth put him off this idea. “Well, alright, want to hear a 

joke?” he asked. 

 “Ooh, I do love jokes, what-what!” said the Wall. “The guards are such a bore, no 

sense of humour at all. Hit me with it.” 

 “What’s brown and sticky?” 
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 “Well, there are a number of naturally-occurring phenomena that fulfil those criteria, 

such as—” 

 “It’s a stick,” said Elician. He was beginning to question whether the legendary 

treasure that was said to be hidden past the Four Walls of TDezarel (The T is silent) was 

worth this. 

 The Wall paused. Then it opened its mouth wide and boomed with laughter. The 

entire line of bricks shook, creating an all-consuming rumble.  

Elician took his chance; as the Wall leaned back and guffawed like an old English 

colonialist who had just convinced the natives to worship him as a God, he lowered his head 

and leapt through the gap. Missing the teeth by inches, he rolled into safety on the other side.  

He had done it; he had made it past the First Wall. 

The Wall spoke to him through the other side of its mouth. “Well, that was sneaky, 

but I suppose you seized the day and what not. Good show, old chap! Carry on, what-what.” 

Elician nodded to the Wall, then questioned his sanity at nodding to a wall, then 

slinked off. He hoped the Second Wall would talk less. 

 

 

Chapter One-Point-Five 

 

“Why One Point Five?” Elician asked. 

Don’t know, just sort of sounded cool, don’t you think? I figure, you haven’t made it 

to the Second Wall yet, and so you’re in between One and Two…anyway, how are you 

feeling about it all so far? 

 “Well and truly whelmed, thank you very much.” 

 Whelmed? What does that mean? 

 “Well, both underwhelmed and overwhelmed are undesirable and result in a lack of 

personal equilibrium, so since I am in a relatively normative state, I would say I’m, well, 

whelmed.” 

 Right. Moving on. Try not to interrupt me so much from now on; we must keep the 

story moving. Deal? 

 “Fineee, deal.” 

 Elician sprinted across the mostly-bare landscape. Short, scratchy trees clung to 

existence here and there, which our protagonist darted between for cover. He came to a stop 

in front of a particularly fat one and leaned on it, catching his breath. A full moon lit his 
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features; a conveniently placed puddle at his feet reflected his body, giving me a decent 

opportunity to describe his appearance. His thick, dragon-leather boots, which pissed off the 

local animal rights charities, scuffed at the ground. Elician’s legs were covered with tight (but 

not too tight to reveal anything) brown trousers, and his upper body with a sleeveless jacket 

to show off his guns. He had Elvish features, with a sharp chin, smooth face and long dark 

hair. His irises were so dark you could fall into them (and many women had). His sword was 

sheathed at his belt, and on his back he carried a small pack, in which he carried only the 

essentials—as many johnnys as he could get his hands on. 

 Elician crouched down over the puddle and washed the blood of his enemies from his 

hands. He then pulled a water skin from a pocket in his super-practical cargo trousers and 

took a swig. It was time to move on. Elician stood staring at the moon, as if he had all the 

time in the world. 

 Ahem, it was time to move on. 

 “Right, sorry,” said Elician. He put away his water skin and took off into the night. 

 

 After a while, the Second Wall came into view. This one did not look nearly as 

imposing; it was barely four feet high, a distance Elician could clear with a running leap. But 

it couldn’t have been that easy, because easy tasks don’t make for good stories. As he walked 

towards the Wall, Elician noticed the first real obstacle. Directly in front of the Wall sat a 

huge trench, thrice as deep as the Wall was tall. Elician crept to the edge and saw the typical 

spiked stakes pointed upwards. But instead of poisonous snakes, crocodiles/alligators or even 

rabid donkeys, the pit was instead filled with hundreds of squirrels. They scurried up and 

down the trench, weaving between the stakes and squeaking to each other. 

 Well, thought Elician, if it’s just squirrels, they’ll scatter when I get close. I’ll just 

climb down into the trench and— 

 As if they had heard him thinking, the squirrels all stopped moving, and as one looked 

at him. Their eyes glowed red, and their little mouths opened to reveal sharp teeth. 

 “Possessed, carnivorous squirrels, really?” Elician yelled, looking upwards. 

 Well, can’t make it too easy for you, mate.  

 “Hrumph,” growled Elician. “Whatever. So how am I getting across then? I’d have to 

be nuts to go down there!” 

 … 

 “What?” 
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 Nothing. Oh, wait, I have it! You know that story, the Pied Piper? He played music to 

a bunch of rats and they all went into a trance or something. Squirrels are kind of like rats, 

right? 

 “I guess. So you want me to what, sing to them?” 

 It’s worth a try. 

 “What should I sing?” 

 Know any Ed Sheeran? 

 “I was thinking more like a classical ballad…” 

 Oh, you mean like Elton John’s ‘Your Song’? 

 “No, I meant…ah whatever, fine, I’ll try that.” 

 Elician took a deep breath and began to let the words flow from him. Within seconds, 

the Satanic squirrels settled down, their little eyes drifting closed. They began to sway gently, 

joining paws with each other and humming along, like hippies at a peace and love festival, 

who seemed to think that getting off your face at a concert was equivalent to actually doing 

something about war and poverty. 

 Elician slowly made his way into the trench, using two daggers to support his way 

down the side. He crept around the entranced squirrels, continuing to weave the song that has 

captivated so many and been ripped off more times than shoe Velcro. Elician was careful to 

avoid stepping on the tiny Devils, sticking close to the stakes, ready to climb up one of them 

at a moment’s notice. Finally, he made it to the other side of the trench, which was fortunate, 

as he only had one chorus to go. He stuck his daggers into the vertical mud and began to pull 

himself up, careful to maintain a consistent tempo and pitch so as not to alarm the possessed 

rodents. 

 “And you can tell everybodyyy, this is your—crap!” Elician slipped on a rock and 

broke the melody. The effect was instant. 

 The squirrels shook themselves and their heads snapped towards him. They seemed 

even angrier than before; maybe they weren’t Elton fans? They scurried in Elician’s direction 

and began leaping at his boots. 

 “Argh!” Elician yelled, as a squirrel sunk his teeth into his trousers. He raced up the 

trench, with the furry creatures close at his heels, clawing their way up behind him. Elician 

made it to the top and heaved himself over the edge. Several squirrels had a hold on him, 

their little clawed paws scratching at every part of him they could reach. He grabbed them, 

one by one, and ripped them from him as he scrambled towards the Second Wall. It was only 

metres away; if he ran and dove, action-movie style, he could make it over. But more 
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squirrels stood in his way, their tiny bodies formed into a wall of their own. Elician had no 

time to think; dozens of the animals were swarming towards him from all directions. He 

broke into a sprint and drew his sword. Yelling a war cry, which came out more like a rather 

harsh insult towards the squirrels’ mothers, he swung his sword as he reached them. The 

squirrels, too quick for him, scattered away from the blade. His way now clear, Elician bent 

his knees and soared over the Second Wall. 

 Once he landed, our hero dove clear of the Wall and brandished his sword, ready in 

case any of the nutty nightmares should follow him. All was quiet. He peeped over the bricks 

and saw the squirrels shaking their fists at him. A dozen had come together, forming 

themselves into the letters “PHUC U”. Elician sat down against the Wall and panted until his 

breathing slowed. Two Walls down, two to go. 

  

Chapter Two-Point-Five 

 

Elician strutted through the deserted land between the Second and Third Walls, feeling like 

Mr Big Bollocks. What could possibly stop him? he thought. He had a massive sword, and 

his blade was fairly large too. As he passed by a clump of boulders, he heard a noise other 

than his crunching footsteps and the light breeze. He stopped, scanning for the source. 

 A large, round rock was, well, rocking back and forth. What sounded like muffled 

words were coming from it. Elician braced his weight against the rock and shoved it over. 

 “Ah, that’s better. Thank you so much, young traveller,” said the rock. By turning it 

over, Elician had revealed the rock’s face; eyes, a nose and a mouth sat in the centre of a 

large stone forehead and chubby stone cheeks. Two lines of moss formed eyebrows, which 

rose with every word. “You know, after a hundred years of being face-down, it certainly feels 

good to breath the fresh air. You know what I mean?” 

 “Er, sure,” Elician mumbled. “Well, I’ll be off.” 

 “Wait,” said the rock. “You aren’t planning to go to the Third Wall, are you?” 

 “Well, yeah, I thought I might. Is that a problem?” 

 The rock shuddered; its cheeks continued to bounce by themselves after it stopped. 

“Beware of the Third Wall! It will play tricks on your mind. Who knows, it may already be 

doing so…” the rock said cryptically. 

 “Yeah…thanks, I’ll keep that in mind,” Elician replied. He continued on. 

 “Don’t forget to rock out with your co…” said the rock, before its voice died away. 
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 After some time, Elician passed by another clump of boulders. He heard a familiar 

sound; a shaking rock, with what seemed like attempts at words. He found the rock 

responsible, and pushed it onto its other side. 

 “Ah, that’s better. Thank you so much, young traveller,” said the rock. It bore the 

exact same features as the last rock (which is not to say that all rocks looked the same to 

Elician; he was sternly anti-rockist). “You know, after a hundred years of being face—” 

 “Wait,” said Elician. “Have we met?” 

 “I don’t believe we have. Unless…are you into rock music? No? Fossil hunting? 

Mining? Perhaps you saw me when I featured in that Indiana Jones movie—I was the one 

that chased him. I’ve lost a little weight since then, actually, but—.” 

 “Hold on,” Elician interrupted. “What’s going on? This has already happened to me.” 

 The rock nodded serenely. “Hmm, then you must be under the effects of the Third 

Wall. You’re not far from it, so it’s probably working its magic on you. Caught in a time 

loop, it seems. Interesting stuff, that.” 

 “Well, how do I get to the Third Wall, and stop this?” 

 “Now, that is a very good question.” 

 Elician stood in silence for several seconds. “Well?” he finally said. 

 “Oh, goodness,” said the rock. “You can’t possibly think that I know? I’m a rock, for 

goodness sake.” 

 Elician stormed off. He did his best to maintain a straight course, assuming that if he 

carried on moving in the same direction, he was bound to find the Wall eventually. After a 

few minutes, the familiar boulders appeared, and the sound of a muffled voice reached his 

ears. Elician had an idea. He shoved against the rock and it rolled over. 

 “Ah, that’s better. Thank you so much, young trav—wohhh!” the rock continued to 

roll forwards as Elician pushed it in front of him. 

 “What…are…you…doing?” the rock asked, waiting for each rotation to add a word. 

 “If I take you with me, maybe I can break the loop,” Elician replied. He ignored the 

tiredness in his arms and persevered with the rock n’ roll. He felt the rock come up against 

some resistance, and braced with all his might. A crack sounded, the rock disappeared, and 

Elician flipped over and landed hard on the dry ground. He raised his head. 

 The Third Wall was dead ahead. Or, rather, alive ahead. Or, more accurately, alive 

aheads. It was made entirely of stacked, severed human heads, which were all chattering 

amongst themselves. Elician could make out snatches of their rambles. 

 “I just wish people in wheelchairs would stand up for themselves!” 
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 “I’d lose my head if it wasn’t screwed on. Oh wait.” 

 “If tomatoes are a fruit, doesn’t that make tomato ketchup a smoothie?” 

 Elician knew it would be impossible to avoid a confrontation with these heads, but 

still he crept forward in silence, looking for gaps he could exploit. When he was sixty-nine 

metres away, all heads ceased talking as one. They glared at him, then screamed; a 

cacophony of sounds that made Elician’s skin crawl. The Wall was not so high; only a few 

metres. Perhaps if he rushed them and climbed as fast as he could, he could avoid any 

trouble.  

Elician broke into a run, closing the distance. The Wall then appeared to grow larger. 

No, it wasn’t growing. He was getting smaller. As his legs shrunk, each step carried him a 

shorter distance. Still he ran forwards. He grew back to normal size, then the flat ground 

morphed into an upward slope. His running shifted to crawling on his hands and knees, 

climbing towards the screaming heads. Still, he did not stop. 

 The closest heads shook their…heads, angrily, enraged by his perseverance. The 

ground righted itself, and instead waist-height water flowed towards Elician. He stood and 

drew his sword, yelling a defiant cry at his watchers. 

 “What are you going to do, cut off our heads?” one of the heads said, which was met 

with laughter from hundreds of others. Elician dug his sword into the ground and forced his 

way through the water, one dragging step at a time. The anger turned to expressions of worry 

on the heads’ faces as Elician drew near to them. They began chattering to each other again. 

 “He’s coming! He’s going to get us!” 

 “What should we do? Should we bite him?” 

 “I’ll have you know I was Head Girl at school!” 

 “Head Girl? I’m not sure that’s something to brag about, Josie.” 

 Finally, Elician stood in front of them. The water disappeared as the heads stared at 

him in horror. 

 “You’ll never make it past us,” said one of the heads; he was bald and bore a long 

ginger beard that tickled the head of the head below him. “We all tried, and look what 

happened to us. We became part of the Wall that defeated us.” 

 Elician shot the head a look of confusion. “So, what happened to the first guy that 

came here? What stopped him?” 

 The heads grumbled and mumbled. 

 “Mustn’t ask us that,” one said. 

 “Pass,” said another. 
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 “Who was the first, anyway? Was it you, Billie?” said a third. Then all of them joined 

in the conversation, creating an indecipherable racket much like a parliamentary meeting’s. 

 “Shut up!” Elician cried. He brandished his sword, and leapt into range.  

 Chaos and bloodshed followed. Elician swung his sword at every head in sight, 

carving them up and sending them toppling from the Wall. As the heads fell, others dropped 

from above, Tetris-like, into their places. Eventually, however, the structure grew so unstable 

from Elician’s attacks that it began to crumble. When the warrior saw that the Wall was close 

to collapse, he sheathed his sword and sprinted towards it, bowling through the heads and 

running clear on the other side. Behind him, the heads crashed down with a teeth-shattering 

thud. When the human body parts finally crumpled into a wide pile, the chattering and 

screaming was replaced by grunts and muttered swear-words. 

 One Wall to go, Elician thought. 

 

Chapter Three-Point-Five 

 

You probably think it’s strange that Elician didn’t think it was strange that he was conversing 

with typically inanimate objects, such as walls and rocks. Well, in Elician’s world, every 

‘thing’ has the potential power to speak in a magical, universal human language. Some 

‘things’ choose not to exercise this power, and others exercise it far too much. But why this 

ability, you ask? I sometimes wonder what life would be like if every ‘thing’ could talk about 

its experience in a way that could be easily understood by humans. The world would be a 

noisier place, to be sure, with much more admin. But it might also be a kinder one. 

Anyway. Before we continue our adventure, reader, I should tell you a little more 

about this treasure that our hero is so vehemently hunting. A long time ago, in a galaxy far, 

far away…wait, scratch that. This story takes place in a mystical land, one that is not covered 

by copyright laws. 

 Elician inhabits the world of Lessdor, where nothing is at it seems—except the things 

that seem abnormal, which are as they seem. The land known as TDezarel (The T is silent) is 

a mysterious place, uninhabited for hundreds of years. Many brave men and women have 

attempted to investigate the land, hungry to be the first to plant the flag past the Fourth Wall 

and claim the treasure that supposedly lies there. None have ever returned…dun dun duuuun. 

It was decided that, for everyone’s safety, a castle would be built at the borders of the land of 

TDezarel, to dissuade would-be adventurers from trying their luck. As you saw in the first 

chapter, this castle was almost completely ineffectual,  
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As the years passed and the stories of TDezarel grew more elaborate, the territory also 

acquired an unfortunate rumour about itself. It was said to be the birthplace of the most 

horrific, misguided and uninformed ideology that humanity has ever created. When 

approached for comment on this rumour, the Communists declined. 

 Our hero, Elician, formerly led an unremarkable life in a small town in west Lessdor 

before he decided that enough was enough. He quit trying to make a living as a Social Media 

Influencer after realising it wasn’t a real job, and pursued a career as a Treasure Hunter 

instead. The problem with being a Treasure Hunter is that, A: fifty percent of the time the 

treasure doesn’t actually exist, and B: even if it does, it’s often less impressive than the 

treasure maps and whimsical rhymes suggest. Still, it allowed Elician to live a life of 

adventure, sleeping under the stars and never staying in one place for too long. It also 

permitted him to carry a sword anywhere he went, under Clause Three of the Lessdor 

Weapons’ Act, which states that: ‘A human may carry up to three sharp objects if, and only 

if, their profession requires them to slay monsters, embark on quests, or protect themselves 

while undertaking dangerous work. This includes—but is not limited to—Warriors, 

Assassins, Slayers (Dragon, Vampire, Werewolf, etc), Treasure Hunters, Solicitors, Postmen 

and women, and Pizza Deliverers.’ 

 And now we return to our hero, who has been pacing rather impatiently while I 

enlighten you about the world in which his story is set. Calm down, bro, we’re back to you 

now. 

 “About time,” said Elician.  

 Somewhat battered and bruised, tired and tormented, Elician staggered forward 

towards—yes, Elician? 

 “I just want to clarify that I am none of those things. I’m as healthy as a hose.” 

 A hose? 

 “Yeah…isn’t that the saying?” 

 …Sure. 

 “So, the Fourth Wall. I should expect it to be tricky, hey?” 

 Like you wouldn’t believe. You’ll probably fail to overcome it, at least on the first try. 

I mean, this story needs to be way longer than it currently is, so… 

 “Don’t tell them that! They need to believe that I might make it over.” 

 To be fair, I did say probably. Let’s move on. 

 Elician charged forward with a stoic determination (“That’s better!”), now so close to 

the treasure he could taste it. No, wait, he was snacking on a chocolate bar. That’s what he 
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could taste. He threw the wrapper into a nearby recycling bin, because you should care about 

the planet, kids. Our hero continued on. 

 The Fourth Wall, now that was a force to be reckoned with. As forces to be reckoned 

with go, it was one of the highest reckonings of forces. And no, I’m not just stalling because I 

haven’t thought of what it should be yet. 

 … 

 … 

 

*  *  * 

 

 Elician stood before the Fourth Wall. It was not as impressive as he’d been expecting; 

it was about five metres high and looked to be made of a single piece of stone. Easily 

climbable, he thought. However, he felt the challenge really lay in the giant owl that stood in 

front of the Wall. It was taller than the Wall itself; its amber eyes were the size of truck tires, 

its wings as long as a jumbo jets’. It gazed at him, completely still except for slight twitches 

of its head, following him as he approached. Its auburn feathers flickered in the wind. 

 “Er. Hi,” said Elician. 

 For a moment, the bird continued to stare in silence.  Then it opened its beak and said, 

in a deep and resonant voice that was perfect to deliver ominous threats and warnings, “Have 

you come to seek the treasure?” 

 “I thought I might pop in and take a look, yeah.” 

 The owl continued. “To pass by me, you must complete a Challenge of Intellect. 

Swords and tricks will be of no use to you here.” 

 “Can I use a calculator?” 

 “You will not need a calculator.” 

 “What about a thesaurus? Is this going to be like Countdow—” 

 “Silence! Do you want to face the Challenge of Intellect or not?” 

 Elician looked past the owl, wondering if he could just make a run for it. Then the 

moonlight glinted off the bird’s razor-sharp beak. “Yeah go on, I’ll give it a whirl,” he said. 

 The owl stood tall and puffed out its chest. “I am going to ask you a series of 

questions. You must not reply with either yes or no. I hope that is clear. Are you ready?” 

 “Yes. Shit.” 

 As soon as the word “yes” left his mouth, Elician felt the wind rise around him. The 

owl spread its wings and began pounding them hard towards our hero. The air span in circles 
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around Elician and lifted him into the air. He spread his arms and legs and attempted to 

‘swim’ through the gust back to the ground, but to no avail. 

 “Fool! You have failed. I cast you out of TDezarel!” The owl boomed. Elician was 

swept further into the air, and disappeared into the night. 

 

 

Chapter Four (Kind Of) 

 

Silence. 

 Desolation. 

 Emptiness. 

 These are all nouns.  

Nouns that have nothing to do with Elician’s current situation. 

 He awoke to a hullaballoo of noise and movement. His head was fuzzy. He must have 

travelled far in the giant owl’s hurricane. As he stood up, Elician sighed. “Oh God,” he 

muttered. He was surrounded by a hundred boulders, of various sizes, all rocking back and 

forth and chatting to each other. He had landed in a forest clearing, with giant trees 

thickening the landscape in every direction. Some were so wide, if hollowed out they would 

have made a wonderful woodland home. Elician weaved his way through the annoying rocks, 

which paid little attention to him, and found on closer inspection that many of the wide trees 

were hollowed-out woodland homes. He leaned down and peered inside one. Two wood 

nymphs were making passionate love on their leafy bed. When they saw Elician watching 

them, one cried “Oi!” and threw a pebble at his head. In real life, sometimes you just pick the 

wrong moment to peak through someone’s window. It’s not always the case that you’ll 

observe a peaceful scene of cooking, knitting or a family movie night. This was one of those 

times. 

 Elician dodged the pebble and muttered “Sorry” before moving on. He did his best to 

ignore his pounding head, to relax and concentrate. Make a plan, he thought. He compiled a 

list: step one, find out where I am. Step two, find the nearest Starbucks. Down a latte, eat a 

gluten-free muffin. Step three, abuse the free Wi-Fi to download as many movies and songs 

as possible. Step four, make my way back to TDezarel. Step five, make it over all Four Walls 

and get the treasure. Step six, use the treasure to build a cool metal suit that somehow allows 

me to fly and be virtually invulnerable to all attacks, including from other metal suits that are 

built pretty much the same and yet somehow are inferior. 
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 With this plan in mind, Elician strolled confidently up to the nearest boulder. “Excuse 

me, er, rock?” 

 The rock turned to him. 

 Elician continued. “Could you please tell me where I am, and which way it is to 

TDezarel?” 

 The rock regarded Elician, looking from his boots to his hair and back down again. 

“Great question, well presented, deserves an answer.” The rock nodded. 

 “But let me guess, you don’t know the answer, do you?” 

 The rock smirked. “You’ve done this before. Good day to you, sir.” 

 Elician growled and launched a kick at the rock. The effect was slight, but also huge. 

The rock he kicked simply rolled over onto its face, its angry cry muffled mid-curse. The 

other rocks all stopped talking and turned furious gazes onto him. 

 “Uh oh,” said Elician. 

 The rocks muttered angrily. 

 “He kicked Derrock!” 

 “Never seen anything like it.” 

 “Well that was racist.” 

 “Let’s get him!” 

 With the last comment, the rocks began chanting together as they rolled themselves 

back and forth, building momentum. Elician knew what was coming; he fled into the trees as 

the rocks propelled themselves forward after him. 

 For dramatic effect, Elician came to a downward slope. He ran as fast as he could 

while dodging trees, grimacing every time a rock smashed into a trunk behind him. In 

keeping with the often-used scene of being chased by things, Elician expected to come to a 

cliff, with the only option being to jump into a fierce river below. This, however, did not 

happen. Instead, he reached a valley bottom and began to race up the other side, risking a 

quick glance behind him. The rocks rolled to a stop in the valley floor and yelled curses after 

him. Elician laughed. Rocks, even animated ones, could not roll uphill. Perhaps if Elician was 

a little more mature, he would have seen this as an opportunity to learn that every action he 

took had repercussions, and that maybe he should think more carefully before just kicking 

things. Even rocks have feelings, you know. 

 Elician continued to head upwards, hoping that once he reached the hill’s peak, he 

would gain a sense of his location. Kids, this is how you normally had to find your way 

before GPSs were invented. Elician had no map, and even if he did, there wouldn’t have been 
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an X marked on it with a label stating ‘You are here.’ Because how would the map have 

known? 

 Once at the top of the valley, Elician shielded his eyes from the bright Sun. It was a 

beautiful day, with a few wisps of cloud floating playfully in an otherwise clear blue sky. In 

the landscape below, the forest continued for miles. A river, which began somewhere on the 

hill close to him, flowed through the trees, and tracing its course Elician saw that it led to a 

town. He could just make out the noise of industry on the wind: Blacksmiths’ hammers, 

Carpenters’ saws, Social Media Models’ numerous camera clicks. His heart swelled; he was 

saved! He could find food in the forest, drink from the river, and find his way back to 

TDezarel by asking around in the town. 

 It is said that a journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step. Elician’s almost 

ended with one. He stepped forward, placed his foot carelessly into a rabbit hole and toppled 

over, then slid down a sand bank with nothing to grab onto to stop himself. He tumbled over 

and over, finally coming to a stop in a crumpled heap at the bottom of the hill. 

 “That…wasn’t very nice,” Elician said to me. Then he fainted. 

 

Chapter, Erm, Five? 

 

It would be lovely to say that Elician woke up feeling warm and comfortable, on a mysterious 

bed with the smell of hot stew floating into his nose, after an altruistic forest-dwelling 

stranger had taken pity on him, brought him home and tended to his wounds. 

 Yeah, that didn’t happen. 

 Oh, he did wake up on a mysterious bed. But it was a bed of vegetables that were 

neatly cut into slices. And the smell of hot stew did float into his nose, but that was just the 

starter. Elician was to be the main course. Because this particular forest-dwelling stranger 

was not altruistic at all, but rather, un…truistic. 

 Elician sensed danger as soon as he regained consciousness. A big hint was the fact 

that he was tied down. Another was the abundance of human skulls that dangled from the 

ceiling above his head. Possibly the biggest was the sinister-looking Wood Nymph that 

looked at him sinisterly, with a large carving knife in each hand. 

 “So,” it said. When it spoke, it revealed two rows of sharp teeth, which to be fair 

looked very well cared for. It was amazing what an electric toothbrush and regular flossing 

could do. 

 “Er, so,” Elician replied. 
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 “Are you hungry?” the Wood Nymph asked. It looked similar to a human, but its 

features were longer and thinner. And its skin was green. And it had fairy wings. Other than 

that, you wouldn’t be able to tell the difference. 

 “Depends what’s on the menu,” said Elician. “Because if it’s me, I’m rather full.” 

 The Wood Nymph chuckled. “I’m sure we’ll find the space somewhere.” It licked its 

green lips and stroked its knives on each other, the scything sound piercing Elician’s ears. It 

turned away to look at its spice rack, trying to decide whether curry powder or Italian herbs 

would go better with human. Elician used the distraction to look around for a way to escape. 

 His sword and knives lay on a table several feet from him. His arms were bound 

tightly to his sides, but he was able to wriggle his wrist. If he could get his arm free, he could 

maybe reach his sword… 

 As if the Wood Nymph had heard his thoughts, it turned around and eyed Elician, 

who tried to look innocent and resigned to his fate of being eaten. It was a difficult look to 

pull off. When the Nymph turned back to the countertop, Elician twisted his hand back and 

forth while trying to pull it free. He almost had it out when the Nymph faced him again and 

eyed him suspiciously. 

 “Not trying to escape, are you? As that would be very rude. I really wouldn’t take 

kindly to an escape attempt.” 

 “Oh no, not at all,” said Elician, with a childlike smile on his face. “No escape 

attempts here…sir. I mean, miss. Sirmiss.” 

 The Wood Nymph of undisclosed sex grumbled and turned away again. Elician did 

not hesitate. He yanked his hand free and stretched his arm out towards his sword. It was only 

inches from his grasp; he would have to shuffle the table he was strapped to towards the 

counter. Doing so would alert the Nymph, but he had no choice.  

He would have to be quick.  

He tensed his body up, then shoved all his weight sideways and jerked the table 

towards the sword. He grabbed it just as the Nymph turned around and screeched. Elician 

quickly cut his legs free and landed a heavy kick on the creature’s head. Only momentarily 

dazed, it stumbled forward and raised its knives. Elician cut his body free and swung the 

sword around to block both blades. Then he slipped the sword to the side and sliced through 

the Nymph’s arm, severing its hand. As the creature howled, Elician leapt from the table, 

grabbed his other weapons and fled. The cries of pain and yells of unrepeatable swear words 

followed him. 
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 Elician stumbled away from the Wood Nymph’s home, putting as much distance as he 

could between himself and the carnivorous creature before stopping. When his legs started to 

shake, he collapsed onto the ground and leaned against a felled tree. The setting sun broke 

through the branches in streams of light, illuminating patches of the ground. 

 “My head still hurts…” he muttered. “I think I’ll just rest here for a while.” Elician 

sunk forward and he fell into a deep sleep. 

  

 Hours passed. Not much to report during that time. 

 Evening sunk into night. The stars appeared; a crescent moon rose. The man who sat 

fishing on the crescent moon realised he did not know what he was trying to catch, and so 

took up knitting instead. 

 As the Sun peaked over the horizon, Elician still did not wake. A tree whose limbs 

were spread above him shook of its own accord, dislodging several pinecones. They fell 

precisely onto his head one by one, jerking him into consciousness. 

 “Ah! What did you do that for?” Elician yelled at me. 

 You were asleep for ages bro; I was getting bored. 

 Elician rubbed the lump on his head and muttered things about my mother.  

Now feeling fully refreshed, Elician became aware of his hunger. He glanced at the 

pinecones; too crunchy. His attention was distracted by a movement in the trees above him. A 

squirrel froze as its eyes met Elician’s. Roast squirrel. Perfect. 

 

 Trigger warning: Vegans are advised to skip the rest of the chapter, as it involves the 

consumption of animal products. 

 

 Elician slipped his black-bladed dagger from its sheath and took aim, slowing his 

breathing and movement. The squirrel remained frozen in place, like a deer caught in 

headlights. (You’d think the deer clans would have spread the word by now that if you see 

two lights coming towards you, get the hell out of the way). Elician launched the dagger, 

sending it spinning into the air. At the last second, the squirrel took one step to the side, 

causing the dagger to miss it and creating a perfect thug-life moment. The dagger embedded 

itself into the trunk behind the animal with a thud. Elician was sure the squirrel smirked at 

him.  

Now it was personal. 
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Elician slipped his second dagger from a sheath on his wrist. This one was shorter and 

lighter, and so would travel faster. Let’s see the little bastard dodge this, Elician thought. He 

drew the blade back behind his shoulder, and flicked it above him. This time, the squirrel 

performed a tight corkscrew in the air, avoiding the blade and landing deftly back on the 

branch, spreading its arms wide in celebration. 

Elician lost it. Failing to kill the squirrel was one thing. He would now have to climb 

the tree to retrieve his daggers. He drew his sword and began hacking at the tree’s base. As he 

madly chipped away at the bark, he looked up and called to the squirrel.  

“If I have to cut this whole thing down to get you, I will!” 

The squirrel showed its first signs of panic. It glanced from Elician to its comfortable 

two-bedroom, two-bathroom home in the knot of the tree, the mortgage for which it had just 

finished paying off. It cried out to Elician. 

“Squeak squeak shriek bark!” (It didn’t actually say those words, you understand. 

That would have been nonsense. It made the sounds that those words represent. Just so we’re 

clear). 

“What’s that?” Elician replied. “You want to compromise?” 

“Shriek bark bark sniff.” 

“You’ll help me to get an even better meal? Like what?” 

“Sniff.” 

“A wild pig comes here every day to eat the fruit that grows on the bushes nearby? 

You’ll help me catch him?” 

“Bark.” 

“Okay, deal. But I want my daggers back.” 

The squirrel ran to Elician’s knives and wiggled them back and forth until they came 

loose from the bark. It tossed them down into Elician’s hands, then pointed at a spot several 

metres away. 

“You want me to hide there, and you’ll lure the pig into a trap?” 

“Sniff.” 

How did Elician come to understand Squirrel language? Well, let’s just say he’s nuts. 

 

Elician crouched behind a clump of bushes, as still as a dead mouse (or any dead 

thing, for that matter). He did not have to wait long for his prey to appear. The squirrel gave 

him the signal (it whistled the first few bars of Beethoven’s third symphony) just before 
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hooves sounded on the forest floor, heading directly towards them. Elician held a dagger 

tightly in each hand. 

 As the pig reached the base of the tree and began to poke its snout into the 

surrounding bushes, the squirrel crept down and squeaked at it. The pig looked up. 

 “Oh, hello there,” it said. “What’s your name?” 

 “Sniff.” 

 “Well, nice to meet you, Spenser. I’m Peter. Lovely weather we’re having, isn’t it?” 

 As the pig droned on, distracted by the thought of developing an unlikely but totally 

believable friendship with a smaller creature of a different species, Elician crept behind it. 

When he was only two metres away, he dove onto the pig’s back and stabbed his blades into 

either side of the animal’s neck. 

 “Argh,” the pig yelled. “This would…be illegal…if I were a dog…” It took one last 

deep breath and added “And pigs are smarter than dogs so you can’t argue that it’s based on 

intelligence…” Then it died. 

 Elician stared at the dead pig proudly. Then he realised, because he had lived a 

relatively sheltered life and always bought his meat already processed from the butcher’s, he 

had no idea how to prep an animal carcass for cooking. He pulled off his pack and consulted 

his celebrity chef (it doesn’t matter which celebrity chef; they all say the same shit) guide to 

cooking an animal from scratch. In five easy steps, he had the pig gutted, skinned, chopped 

into chunks and was slowly roasting it over a fire at the tree’s base. 

 When he had eaten as much as he could, Elician left the rest of the meat for the wild. 

Within a day, what was left of the pig would be stripped to bare bones, as ravens, wolves and 

countless other creatures feasted on it. Our hero wiped his mouth, nodded to the squirrel, and 

continued south through the forest, towards civilisation. 

 

Chapter Six 

  

When he reached the forest’s edge, Elician peered through the trees into the town beyond. 

Edging closer, he walked up to the town’s entrance. A sign stated: ‘Welcome to Seedville, 

twinned with Flugelsleib.’ He strode onto the main street.  

Elician made a mental map of the town’s layout, which he formed mostly from the 

actual map he had picked up from a kiosk. Amongst the multitude of massage parlours, 

Gentleman’s clubs and brothels were squeezed food stools and pop-up hospitals. 
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“Now this is a town that has its priorities right,” muttered Elician, eyeing the scantily-

clad women standing outside many of the wooden buildings. They were waving at him to 

enter their dwellings of debauchery, which he fully intended to do once he remembered why 

he had initially sought the town out. Something to do with a trove of treasure…a pot of 

gold… 

Elician had become so distracted by the visual feast around him that he wasn’t 

looking where he was going. But this did not lead to him stepping on a comically discarded 

rake. Instead, he walked straight into the back of someone, who immediately reacted by 

shoving him away. 

“Watch where you’re going!” a sharp voice barked at him. He snapped out of his 

trance. 

“Sorry mate, I just…” he trailed off. His mouth dropped open. 

 In front of him stood a stern-looking woman— 

 “With massive knockers,” Elician interrupted. 

 But she doesn’t have massive knock— 

 “You’re the Writer, just give her some.” 

 I can’t. 

 “Why not?” 

 Well…feminism or something. 

 “Forget about that shit, just make her super hot—” 

 “Oh my God, just stop!” the woman yelled. She bore down on Elician and back-

handed him across the face. He stumbled, rolled and drew his sword in a swift series of 

movements, only to find himself faced with a sword of equal length and awesomeness. The 

woman bore down on him. 

 “Who are you?” the woman asked. 

 “I’m…that is to say…” 

 “Have you forgotten your own name, idiot? I see you are not wearing your Visitor’s 

Badge. Why did you come?” 

 “That’s what she sai—” 

 “No jokes! All newcomers are required to register at the Registry Office upon arrival 

at Seedville. We don’t want people sneaking in here illegally, taking our jobs and our women. 

And you, traveller,” she eyed his torn, muddy clothing and his multiple weapons, “look like 

nothing but trouble. What is your purpose here?” 
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 “W-w-well…” Elician stuttered, clearly intimidated by this powerful female 

character—I mean powerful female…female. “I came to stock up on supplies, and find 

directions to TDezarel. Can you help?” 

 The woman glowered at him. She wore loose-fitting, practical clothing, designed for 

function over fashion. Her hair was shaved to the scalp on both sides of her head, with a 

simple braid holding back the rest from her face, which bore several old but heavy scars, and 

a tattoo of a dolphin. Elician imagined the dolphin was a regretted decision, one that she had 

made upon legally gaining her independence at 18 and getting a tattoo of the first thing she 

thought of that seemed cute. In short, Elician found her extremely attractive, and figured that 

her hostility was a way to mask the fact that she found him extremely attractive too. 

 Just to clarify, the woman’s hostility was actually the result of her being a bit of a 

bitch and having a metaphorical stick up her ass.  

The woman lowered her sword and sheathed it but kept her hawk eyes locked onto 

his. “First, we go to the Registry Office. Then we’ll see about helping you to leave.” The 

woman grabbed Elician by the upper arm and half-dragged him towards a grey building 

which looked as boring as you’d expect a Registry Office to look. When they entered through 

the boring grey doors, Elician found himself at the back of a long, boring snake-line of people 

which utilised the whole space of the room, looping back and forth and kept in order by 

obnoxious red ropes. 

“This might take a while,” said Elician. “In the meantime, why don’t you tell me 

about yourself?” 

The woman gave him a look that suggested she wanted to cut off his penis and throw 

it into the nearest trash compactor. “I’ll be in my office. Even you should be able to find it—

it’s the one with the sign that says ‘Sheriff’s Office’. Come when you’re done here.” She 

stormed off, leaving Elician to mutter “That’s what she said” sheepishly to her back. 

The line moved suicide-provokingly slowly, so by the time Elician reached the front 

he was about ready to cut off his own penis and throw it into the nearest trash compactor. He 

felt like his humanity had slowly melted away and all that was left was a shell of a man. Long 

queues have this effect on most people. Except the British. They rather enjoy them. 

“Hello! How can I help?” asked a counter clerk who was far too bubbly for Elician’s 

liking. He was probably thinking about how he would be on top when the proletariat rose up 

and overthrew their bourgeois masters, failing to notice that by doing so he would become the 

very thing he had fought against. Still, it kept him cheerful at work. 

“Er, I need to register my presence here, or something,” said Elician. 
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“Ah, excellent. You just need to fill out this form here,” he slid a stack of paper 

towards Elician, “and return it to me.” 

“Right,” said Elician. He picked up a quill from the counter and began writing his 

name in block capitals. 

“Sorry, sir, but could you fill it out elsewhere, if you don’t mind? It’s just I have other 

customers waiting.” He nodded his head behind Elician, who with dismay saw that the room 

was again full of people waiting in the cursed snake line. 

“Okay…when I’m finished, can I just skip the queue and bring it straight to you?” 

The clerk’s smile vanished. “Sorry, sir, but you’ll have to re-join the queue. No 

cutting allowed.” 

Elician looked up at the ceiling. “Do we really have to go through this?” he asked me. 

Hey, policy is policy, mate. Make sure you’re using black ink only on the form. 

Elician looked at me like he wanted to cut off my penis and throw it into the nearest 

trash compactor, then trudged to the back of the room. 

 

Several hours later, the forms were completed correctly, handed in, and Elician had 

his Visitor’s Badge attached to the front of his shirt. He shuffled out of the Registry Office, 

barely keeping hold of his sanity, and made his way towards the Sheriff’s Office. He was sure 

his next interaction with this impatient, aggressive feminist would be just as fun as the first. 

He decided to fight fire with fire. 

No, Elician, I didn’t mean like that. 

Elician paused, the flaming Molotov cocktail quivering in his hand. “But you said—” 

I meant metaphorically. Put that down, for goodness sake. 

Elician glanced at the Sheriff’s Office, then at the incendiary device. He then threw it 

carelessly into a nearby rubbish heap, where it exploded into flames. Several rats scurried 

away, muttering about the time it would take to repair the damage to their bungalows. Elician 

paid no attention. He strutted into the Office, intending to fight figurative fire with figurative 

fire. 

“Now listen here, Miss,” he began, in what he hoped was a take-no-nonsense tone, 

and adopted a take-no-nonsense expression. He saw a better version of the expression on the 

woman’s face, and changed tact. “Erm, I have my Visitor’s Badge,” he puffed out his chest 

proudly, “so if you would be so kind, please, as to point me in the direction of TDezarel, 

please, then I’ll be on my way…please.” 
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The woman—who it was now clear was the Sheriff, as she sat at the only desk in the 

room, and on the desk the word ‘Sheriff’ was printed on a plaque—glowered at Elician. “You 

have to go to the Direction’s Office for directions,” she said, then looked down at her 

paperwork, and all but ignored him. He had had enough. He told her so. 

“I have had enough!” he said. See, told you. 

The Sheriff glanced up at him. “Excuse me?” 

Elician strolled forward and stood directly in front of the desk. For effect, he banged 

his fist on the smooth wood. “Do you know what lies in TDezarel?” he cried, placing 

emphasis on the silent T. “Treasure beyond your wildest dreams! I must get back there.” 

The Sheriff chuckled. “Haha, you are a child. Those are stories to scare—wait, did 

you say back there?” 

Elician blinked. “Well, yeah, I was there already, but I messed up at the Fourth Wall 

and got sent—” 

“The Fourth Wall? But you are just…you cannot be…you are only…” 

“I’m sure those phrases would have ended in lovely compliments,” said Elician. “But 

can you get to the point?” 

The Sheriff looked him in the eyes. “Show me,” she said. 

“Show you what?” Elician asked, now nervous. He was pretty sure she didn’t mean 

that, and he felt that this was not the right time for a ‘that’s what she said’ moment. 

“To have made it to the Fourth Wall, you must be a great warrior.” The Sheriff stood 

and drew the sword at her belt. “Show me,” she said again, and strolled past him out the door. 

 

Chapter Seven 

 

“Er, so we’re going to fight?” said Elician, following after the Sheriff. 

 “Yes,” she replied. “You are going to prove your skill to me. Perhaps then…perhaps 

then I will give you the information you desire.” She raised her sword above her head and 

pointed it at him, standing like a cobra ready to strike. “Defend yourself!” 

 The Sheriff lunged at Elician without warning. He barely had time to draw his own 

sword and raise it to block her incoming blow. Her next attack followed immediately after; a 

swipe to the chest that he stepped out of range from, before sliding in with a slash of his own. 

She caught his sword on hers and bashed it away, then lunged forward with a stab towards his 

throat. He ducked and swung his leg around to connect against her calf. She toppled onto the 

dirt and rolled away, resting in a crouch and growling at him. She sprinted forward and rained 
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down blows, jabbing and swinging at him from all directions. He blocked them all, but only 

just, and sensed her confidence growing as she came closer to landing with every stroke. He 

went on the offensive. 

 “Your mother’s a whore!” he shouted. The Sheriff paused in surprise. 

 Oh brother. Not that kind of offensive, Elician…I mean offensive as in, you know, 

you push the attack. 

 “Oh, right! Sorry,” he mumbled to the Sheriff, then dove in front of her and threw 

some shapes of his own, forcing her onto the back foot. 

 By now, the whole town had gathered to watch the display of swordsmanshi—

swordswomansh—swordspersonship. Even the Sheriff’s mother had taken a break from 

work, wandering out of the nearby whorehouse to watch her daughter show the men how it’s 

done. 

 Elician was certainly impressed. He had never faced a challenge like this before; 

every sword fight he had been in would already have ended by now, with him emerging as 

the victor. The Sheriff ducked, dogged and span away from his every stroke, but he could see 

the strain on her face. The minutes passed, and neither had landed a strike. One of them 

would have to submit soon. 

 “We really…should have…discussed a time limit before starting…” Elician said 

between attacks and blocks. 

 “Why, are you…getting tired…?” the Sheriff replied. 

 “No…you’re getting tired…I could do this…all day…” 

 Their swords clashed together, and they stepped in close. Elician grabbed her wrist; 

she grabbed his. They both panted into each other’s faces. A silent agreement was reached 

between them. They released each other, stepped away and sheathed their swords. 

 The crowd booed. Several yelled angrily for blood, not being entertained enough with 

a showcase of incredible swordspersonship. The Sheriff threw them a glance and they 

silenced. 

 “Good,” she said. “You have proven yourself. Where did you learn to fight like that?” 

 “Well, I took this online course—” 

 “It does not matter. The point is you have some skill. I have never heard of anyone 

even making it past the First Wall, so maybe you do have something to offer. I propose an 

alliance.” 

 Elician spluttered. “An alliance? With you?” 
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“Yes, with me. With your skill combined with my own, there is no doubt we can 

make it to the treasure at TDezarel.” 

 Elician coughed. “We?” he asked. 

 “Yes, we. I could do with the treasure; why is my business. I see no reason why we 

both should not maximise our chances by hunting it together. I am willing to, even if it is 

with an annoying, albeit talented, not-complete idiot.” 

 “Erm, thank you? And anyway, what if I refuse?” 

 “Oh?” The Sheriff raised her eyebrows. “And how exactly will you get there, without 

my help?” 

 “I’m sure someone else will—” 

 “No one else knows, outsider. Only I have access to the ancient maps.” 

 “Well, that figures.” 

 

*  *  * 

 

 Elician followed the Sheriff down the spiral steps that led to the cellar below her 

office. They each held a candle, but the Sheriff had made the grave mistake of giving him a 

trick one. There was no limit to the number of times he could be entertained by the sight of 

the candle magically relighting itself after he had blown it out. The Sheriff eventually 

snatched it from him, dropped it on the step in front of her, and stomped on it. 

 They reached the bottom of the steps and the Sheriff held up her light to reveal the 

room. Stacks of old paper lined high shelves on every wall. Elician could smell the 

knowledge, wisdom, and most of all, the boringness that was present in these records. The 

Sheriff barked at him to sit quietly and not touch anything while she scanned the piles of 

curling paper, searching for the map that would be their guide. Elician, like every childish 

person who wants to touch things even more when he is told not to, gently lifted a sheaf of 

paper from a desk. The cover page read ‘Ye Olde Joak Booke’. He beamed with excitement 

and dove into the collection. 

 Meanwhile, the Sheriff had found what she was looking for. She pulled the map from 

its resting place of decades and spread it over the floor. Crouching down, she studied it 

closely, muttering to herself. 

 “The land of TDezarel…” 

 “Hey, Sheriff, listen to this: What doth one calle a fish with no eyes? A fsh! Hahaha.”  
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 The Sheriff ignored him. She continued to scan the map for clues. Fortunately, the 

map contained a line with an arrow pointing to the location of TDezarel, along with a circled 

spot, labelled ‘You Are Here’. How the map knew where she was, we will never know. 

What’s important is that she knew where to go. 

Hey Sheriff, howe many apples growe on a tree? All—” The Sheriff had thrown a 

knife into the wall, inches from his head. “Of them,” he finished. 

“Put that down,” said the Sheriff. “We have what we need.” 

 

“How did you get to TDezarel last time?” the Sheriff asked Elician. 

“Oh, there’s a monthly bus that travels there from my home city. Not that hard to get 

to, really. It’s kind of a rite of passage that the young people try their luck at breeching the 

Four Walls and obtaining the treasure. Despite no one having ever succeeded, or even 

returning, it’s still pretty popular.” 

“Your home town? Where is that?” 

“Have you heard of Worcester?” 

“Wooster?” 

“No, Worcester…look how it’s spelt.” 

“Why is it pronounced Wooster then?” 

“That, Sheriff, is one of the great mysteries of life.” 

The Sheriff and Elician then commenced in gathering supplies for their journey. Since 

Elician was almost positive the Sheriff wouldn’t put out, he emptied his pack of most of the 

johnnys, keeping only a few in case of emergencies. In their place he packed medical 

supplies, food, water, and magazines, to keep him entertained on what would likely be long, 

lonely nights.  

The treasure hunters stood at the town’s entrance. Taking one last look at her 

childhood home—the brothel where she had been conceived, born and raised—the Sheriff led 

the way, with Elician stepping in behind her. 

 

Chapter Eight 

 

Seedville had vanished from sight behind them as Elician and the Sheriff headed east; the 

destination of the quest always lies to the east, right?  

“So, Sheriff,” said Elician, who wanted to start the Chapter off with some interesting 

information, “tell me about yoursel—” 
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 “Let’s just get this straight,” said the Sheriff, rounding on Elician. “We’re not friends. 

You’re an immature man-child who somehow became a warrior. When we get the treasure, 

we’ll split it fifty-fifty and then you’ll never hear from me again. Are we understood?” 

 Elician gaped at her. Then he recovered and grew angry. “What’s your beef, mate?” 

he snapped. “What’s this really all about?” 

 The Sheriff turned away and continued walking. “Men have caused me nothing but 

trouble my entire life. I don’t trust any of you. That’s all you need to know.” She broke into a 

run. “You are a useful tool in a treasure hunt, nothing more.” 

 Elician ran to match her pace. “Can I at least know your real name?” he asked. 

  “You can just call me Sheriff.” 

 “Fine. Sheriff. I guess we just won’t talk then.” 

 “That sounds wonderful.” 

 “Okay then.” 

 “Are you going to stop talking?” 

 “You first.” 

 “Are you really trying to have the last word?” 

 “…No.” 

 “Good.” 

 “Yes…good.” 

 The Sheriff sighed. “I’m already regretting this.” 

 Elician coughed. “Good,” he muttered, just loud enough for the Sheriff to hear. In her 

mind, she repeated the phrase ‘do not engage’ and tried to breathe through her anger. It was 

working, and her tense muscles began to relax, when Elician added “Gosh, the sexual tension 

is really someth—” 

 He didn’t have a chance to finish before the Sheriff had drawn her sword and pointed 

it at his throat. But she was facing one of the greatest swordspeople in the world, and he 

wasn’t where he had been a second before. He was a metre to the left, with his own sword out 

and pointed towards her. 

 “Are we really going to do this again?” he said. “We’re wasting time.” 

 The Sheriff felt ready to explode. “Just, please, Elician, give the talking a rest, just for 

a little while.” 

 Elician examined her face as it changed from anger to deep sadness. Maybe he was 

more annoying than he realised.  

 Nah. 
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 He nodded to her, sheathed his sword and didn’t say another word for the rest of the 

day. 

 The map took them on as straight a line as it could, avoiding the largest obstacles such 

as mountains, glaciers and 5G towers. According to the Sheriff, it was a five-day journey at a 

fast pace, and so she kept them jogging throughout the day. As the first day of travelling 

stretched into evening and it became hard to see, she finally called a halt. 

 They set up camp on the edge of a clump of trees. It was a clear night; the stars 

twinkled in a blanket of blackness; crickets chirped their love sounds; dead leaves danced 

over the ground in a light breeze. Some would even call the scene romantic. 

 “No, they wouldn’t,” the Sheriff snapped. 

 I mean erm, no, they wouldn’t. No romance. Just platonic enjoyment of nature, with 

no sexual connotation. 

 Elician stepped in to break the ice. “So, what will you do with your half of the 

treasure?” 

 “I’m going to do nunya,” the Sheriff replied. 

 “Nunya? Is that a European thing?” 

 “No, it’s nunya business.” 

 “Have you always been this friendly?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Well I’ll tell you what I’m going to do, shall I?” 

 “I don’t care.” 

 Elician ignored this. “I’m going to start my own mercenary business. I feel like 

there’s such a huge market for an organised mercenary company that no one has capitalised 

on yet. That whole thing about every mercenary being a lone wolf, a wanderer, with no 

attachments, it’s so outdated. These days, I’m sure mercenaries want a steady flow of income 

and a base just as much as anyone. Am I right or am I right?” 

 “I still don’t care.” 

 “Let me run a few name ideas for the company past you. The Mercenarium, Mercs at 

Work, or Nice to Merc You. Which do you reckon?” 

 “I think all sound equally terrible.” 

 “You know, Sheriff, this trip would be a lot more pleasant if you just allowed it to 

be.” 
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 “I am not interested in pleasantries. I can’t kill you, so I’ll put up with you. 

Goodnight.” The Sheriff turned away from him, her head resting on her pack, her hand on her 

sword. 

 Elician laid on his back and gazed up at the sky. He was, of course, pondering life’s 

deep questions as he surveyed the cosmos, like why people say ‘PIN Number’ when the ‘N’ 

already stands for ‘Number’. As he was about to drift off, a voice pulled him back. 

 “A flower shop.” It was the Sheriff. 

 “What?” Elician replied. 

 “That’s what I’ll do with the treasure. Open a flower shop.” 

 Elician beamed. The egg was starting to crack. 

 “The Mercenarium,” he muttered to himself. “Yes, that’s the one.” 

 

*  *  * 

 

 When Elician awoke the next morning, the camp had already been cleared around 

him. The fire was out, its ashes covered with earth, and any trace of their having been there 

was gone. The Sheriff sat on a log looking out at the sunrise. She faced him as he groaned 

and stretched. 

 “Hurry up, we have much ground to cover,” she said to Elician. 

 “Good morning to you too,” he replied as he stood. He strapped his sword to his belt, 

splashed his face with water, and the unlikely alliance continued east. 

 

 After several hours, Elician made another attempt at conversation as they maintained 

a fast walk up a hill. 

 “We’re making good time, don’t you think Sheriff?” 

 “Hngh,” was her response. 

 “Yes, yes indeed. How does this compare to other adventures you’ve embarked on?” 

 “Hngh,” she said again. 

 “I see. I tell you, some of the quests I’ve been on will make your hair curl…like the 

time I—” 

 “Okay, Elician, I’ll tell you a story!” the Sheriff cried with sudden, uncharacteristic 

enthusiasm, which Elician was ninety-nine percent sure was sarcastic. 

 “Is this going to be a genuine—” 
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 “So, when I was young, my King and Queen parents locked me in a tower guarded by 

a fire-breathing dragon. I was to wait until I was rescued by a handsome Prince, but when 

such a Prince came, I thought he was an intruder and killed him. Then I got bored, killed the 

dragon myself and left. The end.” 

 Elician shrugged. “To be fair, it wouldn’t surprise me it that was true.” 

 The Sheriff raced on ahead. She reached the top of the hill before him and stopped at 

the top. When Elician joined her, he let loose a short gasp.  

 Ahead of them lay a wide expanse of rolling hills, covered with rich green grass. The 

sun warmed their faces as a calm wind ruffled their hair. Elician chose this moment to look at 

the Sheriff. She looked particularly beautiful, her ocean blue eyes reflecting a tiny version of 

the landscape. She turned to him. 

 This is it, Elician thought. I’m going for it. 

 He leaned towards her. He closed his eyes. 

 Then he felt a blinding pain in his groin and his world went dark. The last thing he 

saw was the Sheriff with her leg outstretched towards him, anger on her so-recently-angelic 

face. 

  

 When the pain subsided and Elician’s senses returned, he felt the Sheriff’s presence 

close by. She was sat a metre from him, eyes focused on the horizon. 

 “Don’t try that again,” she said. 

 “Sorry…” Elician muttered. “I thought we were having a moment.” 

 “No moments.” She sighed, her shoulders drooping. “My father was a scoundrel; he 

left when I was very young and I haven’t seen him since. You look like him.” She stood up. 

“Let’s keep moving.” 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 Well, that got a bit dark for a moment there, didn’t it? How about a joke to lighten 

things up? I went looking for some camouflage trousers today, but I couldn’t find any. 
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 The two treasure hunters remained in tense silence for some time after, neither paying 

much attention to where they were walking. They strayed too far to the south, away from the 

forest-covered, uninhabited safety of the hills and towards the unexplored, uncharted—and 

many other uns—Caverns of Unpleasant. It was not until Elician was distracted by a passing 

butterfly that he raised his head and observed where they had wandered. He stopped dead. 

 “Erm, where are we?” he asked. 

 The Sheriff’s eyes darted around their surroundings and she growled. “Foolish! I 

allowed you to distract me and look where we end up. These are the Caverns of Unpleasant.” 

 “Oh! What are they?” 

 “What do you mean, what are they? They’re caverns…that are unpleasant.” She 

whipped out the map and showed it to him. He peered closely. 

 “Hmm, are you sure you aren’t just saying it wrong? That word looks foreign to me. I 

think it’s supposed to be pronounced ‘Aun-ples-aun’ and goodness knows what that means. It 

might translate to ‘lovely’ or ‘bubblegum’ or something. 

 “Quiet,” the Sheriff hissed. “I think there’s something in there.” 

 They were standing at the entrance to one of the larger caverns. It was taller than a 

house, and looked more menacing than a Nazi’s smile. Stalactites and stalagmites grew from 

the ceiling and ground like teeth, and the tunnel seemed to breath in and out. Elician could 

feel the push and pull of air on his face. Then a slight growl bounced off the walls, back and 

forth, and whacked him straight on the nose. He grasped where he had been hit and tried not 

to cry out. 

 “Damn,” the Sheriff whispered. “That’s a dragon growl; their sounds have a physical 

presence. We have to go, now.” 

 They crept away from the cavern. More growls continued to echo from the chamber, 

but Elician felt them coming and dodged their impact. When they were fifty metres from the 

entrance, both let out a slow breath. 

 “Well,” Elician whispered. “We certainly dodged a bullet there—woh!” Both of them 

were thrown off their feet by an almighty roar. The roar enveloped them, pushed them to the 

ground, then lifted them into the air and held them there. No matter how they struggled, they 

could not escape. The thundering of giant feet bounding closer reached their ears. Within 

seconds, they were staring into the face of a monstrously large, monstrously red, and just 

plain monstrous, dragon. 

 “Who dares enter my realm of Aun-ples-aun?” it said in a booming voice. 
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 “Told…you,” Elician muttered to the Sheriff, as he struggled against the dragon’s 

hold. 

 

Chapter Nine 

 

The dragon was twice the size of an elephant, with a long snout and two rows of jagged teeth. 

It brought its head close to theirs and growled at them. “You are trespassing on private 

property. Did you not see the signs?” 

 The Sheriff screamed defiantly into the dragon’s face. “Stop talking and just eat us, 

you treasure-hording, princess-stealing snake!” 

 The dragon gasped. It took several steps back and the roar that was holding Elician 

and the Sheriff in the air released them. They dropped to the ground, rolled away and drew 

their swords. The dragon began pacing the cave’s entrance. 

 “Let’s unpack that statement, shall we? I wouldn’t want readers to be affected by your 

prejudice. Firstly, you wrongly assume I am going to eat you; I am in fact a vegetarian. 

Secondly, treasure-hording? I live in a simple studio-cave, and created all of the furnishings 

and artwork myself, and you’re welcome to look if you don’t believe me. And princess-

stealing? Do you know that dragons are actually hired to protect princesses? Something 

about preserving their innocence, keeping them away from persuasive, up-to-no-good 

knights. Finally, if you’ve finished being racist, I’ll have you know that dragons are more 

closely related to crocodiles than snakes, although we are far more intelligent. Anything 

else?” The dragon stopped its pacing and turned to face the humans. They were staring at him 

open-mouthed. 

 The dragon sighed. “I just get so tired of people making assumptions based on how I 

look. All this nonsense about dragons coming into nice communities and taking their jobs and 

their women. Don’t I have the right to create a better life for myself, just like anyone else? 

Are you even listening, humans?” 

 Elician had gotten bored and was drawing shapes in the dust with his finger. The 

Sheriff was running a sharpening stone along each edge of her sword, relishing in the sound it 

made. Both snapped to attention when they realised they were being addressed. Elician took 

the initiative. 

 “Oh great dragon, Lord of the Caverns of Aun-ples-aun, we meant no offence.” He 

spread his arms wide. “My associate and I merely lost our footing, and ended up on a path 
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that was not meant for us. As the great philosophers say, we would lose our heads if they 

weren’t screwed on. I humbly offer our most gracious—” 

 “Bro,” the dragon interrupted. “This isn’t the theatre.” 

 Elician dropped his arms. “Sorry about that mate, we just got distracted and wandered 

into your hood. And regarding my friend’s insults, she’s kind of a bitch, so don’t mind her.” 

 “I’m right here,” the Sheriff muttered, and Elician shushed her. 

 The dragon took a deep breath; on the exhale, smoke flew from its nostrils. “Hmm, I 

suppose I can’t punish an honest mistake. But you two should be more careful; when it comes 

to trespassers, there are those that shoot first and ask questions later in these parts. Like 

Texas.” 

 “We understand,” said Elician, “and we appreciate your kindness. We’ll get out of 

your hair. Sorry again.” He waved his hands at the Sheriff and they slunk away. Before they 

could go a few metres, however, the dragon spoke again. 

 “Would you like to come in for some tea? I rarely have company…it’ll make for a 

nice change.” 

 

   *  *  * 

 

 “I still think it’s a trap,” the Sheriff whispered, as she sat tensely by the fire in the 

dragon’s home. 

 “Why would a dragon need to trap us?” said Elician. “If it wanted to kill us, it could 

easily have done it outside.” 

 “Maybe it doesn’t want to kill us, maybe it wants to involve us in some weird sex 

game or something.” 

 “Damn, you’re paranoid. The dragon is right, you are prejudiced. You shouldn’t judge 

it just because you’ve heard bad things about dragons in the past. They’re not all the same, 

you know.” 

 “Well so-rry for being cautious. And when did you become such a dragon expert?” 

 “Name’s Terry, by the way,” the dragon called over its shoulder; it was preparing tea 

and a light snack for them all.  

 “I’m Elician and this is…the Sheriff,” Elician called back. 

 “Pleasure to meet you both,” said Terry, as he laid a huge plate of biscuits in front of 

them, each biscuit the size of a human plate itself, as well as three cups as big as cauldrons, 
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into which he poured a caramel-coloured liquid from a kettle. “Camomile and nettle tea; 

made it myself,” he added. 

 “Thanks,” said Elician, helping himself to a giant biscuit. He broke off a chunk and 

dipped it into the tea, then shoved it into his mouth. The Sheriff eyed the food and cautiously 

broke off a small piece, munching on it like a wary rabbit. Elician was then distracted by a 

mysterious shiny object that glinted in the corner of the cave-room. His eyes widened like, 

well, like a child distracted by a mysterious shiny object. 

 “What’s that thing?” he asked Terry. The dragon turned. 

 “Oh, that?” said Terry, moving to the object and bringing it close to the fire, where it 

basked in the light of the flames. “It’s a rather special sword I acquired—found, that is, not 

stole—some time ago. Take a look.” Terry held the sword out; in his massive clawed hands it 

looked no more special than a large knitting needle, but when Elician took it, he felt its 

magnificence flow through him. He pulled it from its sheath and the blade sang. It was 

beautifully ornated with golden wire around the hilt, and the silver steel carried engraved 

runes that surely promised something awesome. 

 “Wowww,” said Elician. “This is the coolest thing I’ve ever seen.” 

 “It’s a very special sword, that,” said Terry. “It’s magic, but its powers vary 

depending on your mood.” 

 “Now come on,” said the Sheriff. “How is that even possible?” 

 The dragon snorted; smoke flew from his nostrils and curled with the smoke from the 

fire. “Little miss rational here thinks magic swords shouldn’t exist. It’s possible, that’s all you 

need to know. Just give it a swing next time you’re fighting, and see what happens.” 

 “Swing and hope for the best, that’s my kinda thinking,” said Elician, beaming. He 

unclipped his sword from his belt and laid it on the dragon’s table. He replaced it with the 

magical sword, making a mental note to see how it performed against squirrels.  

 The Sheriff shot Elician a look, which silently communicated ‘Look, it’s great that 

you are becoming so pally with a lonely dragon, but we really should get moving. Also, these 

biscuits are terrible, they taste like they’re made of lava roc…oh.’ That’s right, she said all 

that with one glance. That, gentlemen readers, is a magical power that only women possess. 

Elician picked up the message. He cleared his throat. “So, Terry, we’d best be going. We 

were on our way to TDezarel when we stumbled across your humble abode, and we’re trying 

to get there as soon as possible.” 
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 The dragon sighed and shrugged his shoulders. “Yes, I suppose you’d better be 

getting on. Hmm.” Terry coughed awkwardly. “Would you like a lift? I could get you to 

TDezarel in no time, no fuss.” 

 The Sheriff’s mouth dropped open. “We can’t just fly all the way to our destination!” 

 “Why not?” Elician asked. 

 “Well…it goes against all the rules of Fantasy literature.” 

 “Rules schmules.” 

 Rules schmules indeed. 

 

Chapter Ten 

  

Being a four-thousand-year-old creature, Terry the dragon was the perfect selection to 

perform the role of filling in some information gaps in the story. As he flew towards 

TDezarel with Elician and the Sheriff astride his back, Elician used the journey of several 

hours to quiz the wise old animal. 

 “What’s with this Four Walls thing anyway, Terry? Why not just one Super Wall to 

protect the treasure? And who put the treasure there, anyway? And why?” 

 “All great questions, Elician,” said Terry. “Firstly, nothing is known of the treasure; 

all knowledge of it has been lost to time. Regarding the Walls; while it may seem more 

practical to only have one, in that scenario you’ll only have one line of defence. The original 

Wall Makers, in fact, only built one Wall, which they had believed impenetrable. 

Unfortunately, since it was breached in around seven minutes and the treasure stolen, they 

realised they had to improve it. The Makers found the one who had taken the treasure, killed 

them, and replaced the treasure behind the Wall. They had to do this so many times that they 

decided ‘the more Walls, the better’. There was actually talk of constructing a Fifth one, but 

it was deemed unnecessary because the survival rate turned out to be zero percent with Four. 

Plus, Four just sounds better than Five, right?” he said, emphasising the capital Fs. 

 “Well, it’s not exactly zero,” said Elician. “I mean, I didn’t get to the treasure, but I 

made it to the Fourth Wall and I’m still here—” 

 Terry skidded to a stop in mid-air. He turned his head towards the humans on his back 

as he hovered. “You made it to the Fourth Wall? But you’re not…that is to say, you don’t 

seem…” 

 “I know what you mean,” said the Sheriff. “It surprised the heck out of me, too.” 
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 “Wow, the other characters really have a high opinion of me,” said Elician, looking at 

the sky. 

 It’s not on me, bro. It’s the way you act. 

 “The way I act? I’m in touch with my inner child, that’s all!” 

 There’s being in touch with it, and there’s fully extracting it so it becomes your 

‘outer’ child. 

 “Why don’t you kiss my—” 

 “Anyway,” said Terry, “forgive me for saying so Elician, but you just didn’t seem like 

the Chosen One type.” 

 “Chosen One?” said the Sheriff. 

 The dragon lowered his voice to sound even more wise. “There is an ancient 

prophecy:  

‘At TDezarel the treasure is stored on, 

‘A place that can only be reached by a moron, 

‘This moron is skilled, though he appears dim, 

‘For what he possesses, lies deeper within.’ 

 “So basically, I’m more than what I appear to be?” said Elician. He shrugged his 

shoulders. “Could be worse, I guess. Maybe I am the Chosen One. That’s going straight on 

my Tinder profile.” 

 The Sheriff sighed. “That specialness must be hidden very deep within.” 

 “You know,” Elician replied, “you’re no picnic yourself—” 

 “Ah, here we are,” said Terry. “The outer Castle is dead ahead.” 

 The castle rose into view from behind some ominous mist. The guards lining the 

fortress stared upwards as the dragon soared over them. Some half-heartedly threw spears and 

fired arrows, then stopped when they saw the dragon lock eyes with them and lick its lips. 

 “Ha! If only they knew I’d rather invite them to dinner than eat them,” Terry said. 

 

 The First Wall lay before them. Terry soared over it, and as he did so its gravelly 

voice could be heard yelling after them. “A dragon! Now that’s an idea, what-what. Jolly 

good show, I say. Carry on.” 

 

 A short time after, the Second Wall appeared. Like the First Wall, Terry intended to 

pass over it without issue, but Elician had an idea. 

 “Terry, you shoot fire, right?” 
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 “Naturally,” the dragon replied. “Why do you ask?” 

 Elician grinned menacingly. “Do me a favour and burn those little devils to a crisp.” 

 Terry gasped. “Elician, how could you say that? Burn them to a crisp?” 

 “Go on Terry, please? You weren’t here earlier in the story when they were giving me 

huge amounts of grief.” 

 “I would never harm innocent animals, sir. That kind of barbarism can define the 

dragons in other stories. It will not define me.” 

 Elician sighed. “Alright, how about just giving them a scare?” 

 Terry went silent for a moment, then shrugged. “Ah, why not? Can’t hurt to shake 

them up a bit.” He swung downwards to hover just above the ground.  

 The deadly squirrels had gathered below the Wall and stood squeaking angrily up at 

them. Terry landed on the edge of the trench in front of the Wall and glared at them. The 

squirrels glared back. Then Terry unleashed a mighty roar that sent them all tumbling into the 

air like…well, flying squirrels. Their fearful screeches filled Elician’s heart with joy, 

because, let’s be honest, he can be a sadistic bastard sometimes.  

 The Sheriff saw Elician beaming and shook her head at him. “Elician, you can be a 

sadistic bastard sometimes,” she said. Terry followed up his roar with a small growl and took 

off, hovering over the Fourth Wall. The squirrels lay in crumpled groups, their arrogant egos 

shattered. 

 

 The three companions heard the Third Wall before they saw it; the heads were 

chattering incessantly. They had somehow rebuilt themselves into a Wall, either with magic 

or some sort of reset button. Elician had warned Terry that the heads’ magic was strong, and 

would play tricks on their mind. The dragon had laughed. 

 “I’d like to see them try playing tricks on this mind,” he said, grinning. And it seemed 

he had been right. They approached the Wall and shot past it with no effect, although Elician 

did feel a sudden desire for equality of outcome for all and a state where the hard working 

would be punished for rising above others. He shook this off, assuring himself that nobody, 

not even no-bodies, could believe that was a good idea. As the dragon and his friends swept 

over the Wall, its heads shouted up at them. 

 “They can’t do that, can they?” 

 “That’s against the rules.” 

 “That’s racist.” 
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 Elician laughed. Terry was making their journey so much easier. They would fly all 

the way to the treasure with him, collect it and be back in civilisation before you could say 

‘high-priced prostitutes’. 

 Terry began to slow down, his wings rising and falling with less power with every 

stroke. 

 “Can’t…seem to…” 

 “Can’t seem to what, Terry?” Elician called. 

 The dragon did not answer. He did not answer because he had fainted. His wings 

ceased flapping and he was shooting towards the ground uncontrollably, with the two humans 

on his back clinging on for dear life. 

 “What’s happened to him?” the Sheriff cried. 

 “Well, he seems to have passed out,” said Elician. 

 “I know that, idiot, I mean why has he passed out?” 

 “Hmm, good question. I’ll ask him. Er, Terry, why have you passed out?” He prodded 

Terry on the back of the head. When Terry did not respond, Elician poked harder, which 

eventually led to heavy hitting as the ground soared closer. 

 “Terry!” Elician and the Sheriff cried together, and that combined with Elician’s 

blows woke Terry from his stupor. He shook himself and flapped his wings, pulling up just in 

time to avoid crashing. He lowered his legs and dug his claws into the ground, which slowed 

but did not stop him. When the claws had torn through layers of earth and dragged it with 

them, Terry tumbled forwards, rolling over and over on the ground. Elician and the Sheriff 

leapt clear and landed heavily, but clear of the dragon’s disordered, struggling body. 

 Terry breathed heavily, grunting with every lungful of air he took in. The humans beat 

the aches and dirt from their limbs, then walked over to the dragon. He was slowly righting 

himself, stretching and wincing as he did so. He picked up a handful of dirt and sniffed at it. 

 “Hmm, there seems to be a magical field protecting the Fourth Wall. Nothing can 

approach it from the sky; it has to come on foot.” 

 “Well, that sucks,” said Elician. “That means I’ll have to face that annoying owl 

again—” 

 “Alastair?” said Terry. He was looking straight ahead, where the Fourth Wall sat 

some distance away. The giant owl looked up at the sound of the dragon’s voice. “Is that you, 

Alastair?” He leapt forwards and trotted happily towards the Wall. Elician and the Sheriff 

exchanged a glance, then followed after him. 
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 When he was about twenty metres from the Wall and the owl sitting in front of it, 

Terry came to an abrupt stop, as if he had just walked straight into an invisible barrier. 

Which, incidentally, he had. He collected himself and tapped the barrier with a claw. 

 “Hmm,” said the dragon. “Looks like you’re on your own from here, chaps.” He 

shrugged his massive shoulders at Elician and the Sheriff, who continued forward. The 

invisible barrier did not even register with them. 

 “Terry?” the owl called. “What on earth are you doing here?” 

 “I’m just helping some friends out. Anti-dragon spell around the Wall, then?” 

 “Ah, yes, sorry about that, old friend. It’s one of many enchantments guarding the 

Fourth. So as not to make things too easy for any treasure-hunters, you see.” 

 “Well, that makes sense. But look at you, guarding the Fourth Wall at TDezarel. What 

a gig!”  

 “Ah, it’s not as great as it seems,” said Alastair the owl. “Pretty boring, mostly; not 

many make it this far. Still, gives me plenty of time to read.” 

 “Mhmm, mhmm,” said Terry. “And what with that anti-flight spell, hard for your 

family to visit, I imagine.” 

 “You got it in one. I suppose they’re put off by the possibility of falling unconscious 

in mid-air and plunging to their deaths. It’s fair enough, but one does miss them.” 

 “Erm,” said Elician. “You guys know each other?” 

 “Oh, Alastair and I go way back,” said Terry. “We met at that monster convention a 

few hundred years ago. That was a mad night, right Ali?” 

 “Sure was, sure was. But you,” he turned to Elician. “I remember you. Have you 

come to face the Challenge of Intellect again?” 

 “Ye—.” The owl flicked its wings. “You know, maybe it’s better the Sheriff takes this 

one.” 

 Alastair hooted and looked at the Sheriff. He adopted his deep, ominous voice. “I am 

going to ask you a series of questions. You must not reply with either yes or no. I hope that is 

clear. Are you ready?” 

 “I am,” said the Sheriff.  

 The owl ruffled his feathers. “Hmm. Are you sure you’re ready?” 

 “I am sure.” 

 “Was that a yes?” 

 “It was not.” 

 “But you like the word yes, don’t you?” 
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 “It depends.” 

 “What does y-e-s spell?” 

 “I cannot say.” 

 “You cannot?” 

 “I cannot.” 

 “What about n-o?” 

 “You’ll have to check a dictionary.” 

 “Hrumph,” said the owl. “Very good. You have passed.” 

 

Chapter Eleven 

 

Elician whooped with delight. “So we can pass over the Wall?” 

 Alastair chuckled. “You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you? That was only 

part one of the test. This,” he said, as dozens of shapes rose from the ground all around them, 

“is part two.” The shapes moulded into ugly, disfigured beasts, with long snouts full of 

jagged teeth, and curved claws at the end of every limb. “You must defeat one hundred 

enemies between you,” Alastair continued.  

 Elician drew the magical sword, and the Sheriff drew her regular one. It wasn’t a 

competition, but his sword looked way cooler. The Sheriff licked her lips and a savage smile 

spread across her face. This kind of thing really got her going. 

 “Begin,” said the owl, and the beasts stalked forward. 

 “I hope your special sword comes up with something quick,” said the Sheriff.  

 Elician glanced at the weapon; so far it had revealed nothing spectacular, and as the 

beasts came within striking range, he grew impatient. He snarled and swished the sword 

through the air, yelling “Do something, stupid sword!”  

 That triggered something. The blade glowed blue, then erupted into red flames. The 

closest beasts drew back from the fire and growled. 

 “Of course,” said Elician, “I got angry, and it set on fire. That makes sense.” 

 “Well don’t just talk about it,” the Sheriff yelled. “Do something with it.” She lunged 

at the nearest beast, plunging her sword into its chest. It cried out and fell back. 

 Elician brought the sword up and thrust it down onto the shoulder of one of his 

attackers. The beast squealed and dropped to the ground. He blocked an incoming swipe from 

another, whose arm was seared off at the elbow by the fiery blade. He swung the blade back 

and forth to clear a space, but the beasts kept coming forward. 
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 “Here, swap with me,” said the Sheriff, as she held out her sword. 

 “Why,” said Elician, as he cut the heads off two enemies simultaneously with a wide 

stroke. “So the sword can reveal special feminist powers or something?” 

 “Just give it here,” the Sheriff snapped, and threw her own sword into the air. Elician 

sighed, threw his own sword up and caught the Sheriff’s weapon as she caught his. The 

Sheriff’s expression grew cold, and the flames disappeared. This time, the blade coated itself 

in ice. Every time the Sheriff attacked, sharp icicles flew from the sword and embedded 

themselves into the surrounding beasts. They screeched as their skin was pierced by the icy 

shards. 

 Elician and the Sheriff continued in this way for some time, cutting down their 

enemies and altering their moods to reveal the sword’s many powers. They hoped to reveal 

one that would do the job quicker; their arms were growing tired, and the beasts formed an 

ever-tighter circle and pushed forward. They had defeated about a third, or more specifically, 

33.33r% of the beasts, so they had barely made a dent in the force against them. The monsters 

began to break through Elician’s guard, landing scratches against his armour. One managed 

to claw at his exposed thigh, cutting deep. 

 “Argh! We can’t hold them off, Sheriff!” 

 The Sheriff was having troubles of her own. She was excited by the battle, and so 

with every swing of the magical sword, lightning erupted in front of her, searing nearby 

enemies. But they pushed forward tightly, giving her no space to move. Even the sword’s 

magic could not help them win. Unless… 

 “I have an idea,” Elician gasped. “Hand me the sword.” 

 The Sheriff flicked the magical sword to him and took his regular one. 

 “Now,” said Elician, “show me your knockers.” 

 The Sheriff growled. “Are you crazy? This is no time to be asking things like—” 

 “Just trust me,” said Elician. “I think this will work.” 

 The Sheriff sighed, backed away from the enemies around her and yanked her jerkin 

down, revealing her (large) breasts. Elician’s face grew hot, as did the sword’s handle. The 

blade turned a dull red, and Elician raised it into the air. He grabbed the handle with both 

hands and plunged the sword’s point into the ground. 

 Almost instantly, all of the surviving beasts ceased their thrashing. They turned to the 

fellow monster nearest to themselves, pairing up. They gazed into each other’s eyes and 

checked out each other’s monster bodies. 

 “Oh God,” said the Sheriff. “You turned all of them on. Such a man thing to do.” 
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 “Don’t complain, it’s working,” said Elician. “Now, we strike.” 

 While the beasts were distracted by each other, Elician dove into them and cut off 

limbs and heads with lightning speed. Killing them was much easier now that they were lust-

filled; the blood had rushed from their heads to other appendages, which were also 

occasionally cut off if Elician’s sword went astray. The Sheriff was making light work of the 

other beasts in front of her, until after a few minutes she and Elician were all that was left 

standing. 

 “Oh, well done!” Terry called from behind the invisible barrier. “Very clever, 

Elician.” 

 “Hmm, clever indeed,” said Alastair the owl. 

 Elician wiped the dark blood from his sword and panted. “So, now can we pass over 

the Wall?” 

 The owl clicked his beak. “Oh, you’re forgetting all about the final boss battle. The 

story wouldn’t be complete without one.” As he spoke, the ground rumbled beneath his feet. 

He hopped from one foot to another as dirt exploded outwards in front of him. Out of the new 

gaping hole climbed a giant version of the beasts they had just faced. This one was as big as 

the owl; it stood on its hind legs and towered over the humans in front of it. 

 “Er,” said Elician. “What do you reckon, Sheriff? Will the lust thing work?” 

 “Well, there’s only one of them,” the Sheriff replied, “so unless you want it lusting 

after one of us, I wouldn’t recommend it.” 

 The giant boss monster stomped towards them and roared. Balls of spit flew from its 

dagger-sized teeth and landed on the ground in front of them. 

 “Well I had the last good idea,” said Elician. “So now it’s your turn.” 

 The Sheriff gave Elician a look like she wanted to cut off his penis and throw it into 

the nearest trash compactor…then her eyebrows rose. 

 “Give me the sword, please,” she said, and held out her hand. Elician handed the 

weapon to her. She swapped it into her left hand, then held her right out towards him. 

 “Er, what?” said Elician. 

 “I want to shake your hand. We’ve come far together, and I’ve grown to not 

completely despise you. I’ve managed to disassociate you from the memory of my shitty 

father.” 

 “That sounds like poetry, is that Wordsworth?” 

 “Just shake my damn hand, and mean it.” 
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 Elician gripped her hand with his. They shook up and down several times, feeling the 

fakery of the action, and then grinned at each other. The grinning morphed into laughter, and 

soon they were hugging and leaning on each other for support as they guffawed together. 

 The boss monster exchanged a glance with the owl, who shrugged his wings. Then the 

giant beast charged forward, roaring again. Just as it reached the embracing humans and 

raised an arm to strike, the Sheriff tapped it on the foot with the magic sword. The monster 

stood still. It slowly lowered its arm and stared at the Sheriff with a confused expression. 

 “Hey big guy, Sun’s getting real low,” the Sheriff whispered to the monster. She 

stretched out her hand towards it. The monster leaned down until its head was level with the 

Sheriff’s, and reached its own hand out towards hers. She stroked along its palm gently, and 

the monster was soothed. It lowered itself onto its knees and continued to stare at the Sheriff. 

The two had formed an unlikely bond through the power of the sword, a bond that 

transcended languages, cultures and even species. The Sheriff then used the same sword to 

leap up and cut off the monster’s head with one sweep. 

 “You killed the final boss with your friendship?” said Elician. “That’s…pretty 

badass.” 

 

Chapter Twelve 

 

Elician glared at the owl. “Now can we pass over the Wall?” 

 The owl sighed. “Yes, I suppose you can. To be honest, I was supposed to let you 

pass after the Challenge of Intellect…I just made up the other challenges to keep you around 

a little longer. One gets so lonely, you see.” 

 The Sheriff raised the magical sword and made for the owl, but Elician put an arm out 

to stop her.  

 “He’s Terry’s friend, remember?” he said. “And Terry is our ride home.” 

 The Sheriff grunted and sheathed the magic sword; they would no longer need their 

weapons. Or so they thought… 

 

 Just kidding. They seriously would no longer need their weapons, as we have reached 

the resolution section of the story. 

 The owl stepped away from the Fourth Wall and waved his wing. Part of the Wall 

disappeared, leaving a gap wide enough for them to walk through. Elician and the Sheriff 

nodded at one another, and strode through it. 
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 “I’ll just wait here,” Terry called after them. “Game of riddles, Alastair?” 

 

*  *  * 

 

 Elician and the Sheriff walked, shoulder to shoulder, towards a large chest.  

 “So, what was all that Chosen One stuff about?” said the Sheriff. 

 “Hmm, I guess it takes a special kind of mind to think of defeating the hundred 

enemies the way I did.” 

 “Yeah…special.” The Sheriff thought, but did not say, that maybe ‘Chosen One’ was 

a label used to placate, to make its bearer feel special, and included, and not a total idiot. 

Looking at Elician, she thought he fit the title perfectly. 

The large chest sat on top of a hardened mound of earth, about a metre high. Around 

the mound were drawn patterns in the dirt, complicated swirling patterns that must have taken 

hours and hours to complete. As they approached, Elician sneezed and tripped onto the mud 

artwork, scuffing it out. 

 “Oops,” he said. 

 “Never mind that,” said the Sheriff, reaching her hands towards the chest. “This is 

what we came for.” 

 The chest, which was made with slats of dark wood, shimmered as she touched it. She 

grabbed a handle on the side and tried to pull it off the mound. It slid a few inches. 

 “It’s heavy,” said the Sheriff. “Give me a hand.” 

 Elician, excitement flooding through him, grabbed the other handle and together they 

dragged the chest onto the ground. A chest this heavy must contain a whole lot of gold, 

thought Elician. It was sealed with a thick padlock, which snapped open when Elician hit it 

with the hilt of the magic sword. He pushed the lid open. 

 It swung back on its hinges, and a cloud of dust swirled over the chest’s contents. 

 The two of them leaned over and peered inside. The smoke cleared. 

 “Oh my goodness,” said the Sheriff. 

 “It can’t be,” said Elician. 

 Inside the chest… 

 

 Was… 

 

 “Hurry up,” said Elician. 
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 Just building the suspense bro. 

 Inside the chest was an ancient note, which lay on top on a line of curled ancient 

scrolls, which themselves sat on a bundle of ancient rocks. The rocks, then, were apparently 

just there to weigh the chest down. 

 Elician picked up the note with shaking hands. It read thus: 

 “The treasure that you have now found 

 “Is worth much more than gold. 

 “For you have built new friendships 

 “That will last ’til you are old. 

 “You’ve been on an adventure, 

 “And so, you’ve found yourself 

 “The days and nights of hiking 

 “Have done wonders for your health. 

 “Enjoy these scrolls we’ve written on, 

 “Their wisdom is so wonderful, 

 “With them you’ll lead an enriched life 

 “So this treasure is way better than the Thunderball”. 

 

 The Sheriff grabbed one of the scrolls and unfurled it impatiently. 

 “What does it say?” Elician asked. 

 The Sheriff scanned the yellowing paper. As her eyes darted back and forth across the 

page, with every new line they were further reduced to slits. “It’s just philosophical 

nonsense,” she muttered through clenched teeth. “‘It is better to be a wise fool than a foolish 

wise man’. What does that even mean? ‘The only thing I know is that I know nothing’. Well, 

then you do know something, idiot!” 

 Elician plucked another scroll from the chest and unrolled it. He read the first few 

lines. “This one is the same!” he snarled. “All this way for some *beep* *beep* scrolls, and a 

*beep* condescending poem!” 

 

*  *  * 

 

 And so, reader, we come to our conclusion of Elician’s tale. Picture that we are flying 

over a map of the world in which this tale is set as the credits roll. What lesson is there to take 

from this story? Perhaps that the treasure you seek is to be found in the journey, not the 
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destination, or some shit like that. In any case, I hope you enjoyed—wait, stop there. Rewind 

a bit…yes, there, Seedville. Zoom in there. Is that Elician? 

 

*  *  * 

 

 Elician strolled down the main street in Seedville, dressed in fancy new clothing and 

whistling happily to himself. With the magical mood sword strapped to his waist and a fresh 

bunch of daises in his hand, he looked the picture of health and happiness. 

 Elician? You’re looking good. 

 Elician stopped and looked up. He broke into a smile. 

 “Writer! Great to hear from you. How have you been?” 

 Can’t complain. You’re looking particularly dapper. 

 Elician chuckled. “Well, as it turned out, those scrolls sold for a fortune at an auction. 

Some people just love old shit, you know, and are willing to pay handsomely for it. So Rosie 

and I made a ton of money after all. We split it and, as you can see,” he gestured at a nearby 

shop, freshly painted with a sign depicting a sword and spear crossed, “I opened the 

Mercenarium. Business is booming!” 

 Well, that is great to hear. But who is Rosie? 

 Elician said nothing; he just nodded towards the building next door. It was adorned all 

over with bright flowers, and a sign saying ‘Rosie’s Roses’. The Sheriff walked out of it. 

 “Oh, hello, Writer, nice to see you.” 

 And you…Rosie. So are you guys…erm…? 

 Elician and Rosie looked at each other. Then both burst out laughing. 

 “Not at all,” said Rosie. 

 “No, no, no,” Elician added. “Just friends…with benefits.”  
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Writing The Fourth Wall 

 

The idea for this story came to me after two occurrences. The first was when I read 

Terry Pratchett’s Discworld novel, Thief of Time. While Pratchett does not specifically break 

the fourth wall, his satire takes the reader out of the story and encourages them to reflect on 

something in the real world. This passage is a good example: “The Auditors had tried to 

understand religion, because so much that made no sense whatsoever was done in its name. 

But it could also excuse practically any kind of eccentricity. Genocide, for example” 

(Pratchett Location 3135). I wanted to write a story that included satirical narrative breaks 

similar to how Pratchett uses them, but to also mesh this with an actual breaking open of the 

story, which I will come to later. Regarding my cultural and political references, I addressed 

taboo topics that I knew would cause the reader to pause and reflect on their bizarreness, as 

Pratchett does in his novels. For example, on page seven I satirise hippie activists: “They 

began to sway gently, joining paws with each other and humming along, like hippies at a 

peace and love festival, who seemed to think that getting off your face at a concert was 

equivalent to actually doing something about war and poverty”. I also aimed to challenge 

traditional fantasy tropes, laid down by writers such as Tolkien and continued ever since. 

This includes the idea that to fly all the way to the final destination is ‘cheating’ and that 

dragons, typically, are bloodthirsty, aggressive and antagonistic to the protagonists’ goals. 

Both of these tropes occur in Tolkien’s novels; the dragon Smaug is the primary antagonist in 

The Hobbit, and in The Lord of the Rings, many a reader has asked the question ‘why didn’t 

the eagles just fly the Fellowship all the way to Mordor?’ One would think, if one had a 

convocation of eagles at one’s disposal, one would utilise them. This would make the journey 

much simpler and quicker, but then there would be no story. I chose to have Elician and the 

Sheriff ride Terry the dragon, who is an ally rather than an enemy, as is the case with The 

Hobbit’s Smaug, all the way to the Fourth Wall because Elician had already faced and 

conquered the first three. To have him face them again would have, I believe, made the story 

repetitive. I also manipulated the pseudo-medieval model that is common in fantasy 

literature, and included modern pop-culture references, such as taking selfies, coffee shops 

and Social Media Influencers. The aim of these jokes and references, however, was not to 

take a specific political stance or to make a ‘point’. It was done to satirise the aspects of 

Western society that are taken for granted; when placed in another world, such as Elician’s, 

their strangeness becomes more apparent.  
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The second inspiration for this story was the film Stranger than Fiction, starring Will 

Ferrell and Emma Thompson. In the film, an author, Karen Eiffel (Thompson) is writing a 

story which, unbeknownst to her, is about a real person: Harold Crick, played by Ferrell. He 

can hear her narration and yet she cannot hear his attempts to communicate with her. I 

wanted to take this a step further: I asked myself, what if the characters in a story could 

directly interact with the writer? How would they influence the narrative? How much of their 

interference would the reader allow before it stopped being humorous and instead became 

tiresome? I knew that the protagonist’s intervention in the storytelling would force the writer 

to pause, and to engage with what their character is saying to them. Therefore, I used the 

interactions between the writer (myself) and the protagonist, Elician, to showcase what type 

of person Elician is. When he interrupts the Writer, it is because he wishes to alter the way 

that something is portrayed, thereby revealing his likes and dislikes. It additionally adds to 

the humour, especially in the beginning when Elician’s input is unexpected, and his 

arrogance is revealed by his desire to censor his own story. For example, on page one Elician 

first interrupts the writer and insists that he is not afraid as I suggested he was. After the 

heavy amount of character input in the first two chapters, to establish character traits and the 

style of the narrative, I toned down Elician’s interruptions to allow the story to flow more 

easily. From the third chapter Elician’s intrusions are limited, mostly to what helps the plot to 

progress, such as on page twelve, when I transition from providing historical contextual 

information back to the present story. Later in the narrative, I also have the Sheriff engage 

with the Writer on occasion, with the same intention: to display her character traits by 

correcting what she believes is my incorrect description. 

The characters’ dialogue is a key component in demonstrating their roles within the 

story, their backgrounds and their motivations. For the dialogue of the characters, I followed 

Stephen King’s advice, which is simply to tell the truth. In On Writing, he says “[a]s with all 

other aspects of fiction, the key to writing good dialogue is honesty…You must tell the truth 

if your dialogue is to have…resonance and realism” (King 185-186). I put myself into 

Elician’s head, and asked myself what an immature, cocky man with deficient social skills 

would say. I imagine him to be vulgar, witty, and lacking a filter, and so Elician’s dialogue 

reflects this. The Sheriff also lacks a filter, but for a different reason; she does not care what 

anyone thinks, and is tough enough to back up her words. She also had to be noticeably 

annoyed by everything that Elician said to her, to add tension to their interactions; her 

dialogue, then, needed to evoke a continuous feeling of anger and aggression.  
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I decided not to give the characters clear, crisp prescriptive English that often 

accompanies a pseudo-medieval setting, but rather made them speak in a way that modern-

day native English readers would be familiar with. The use of colloquial language, 

particularly for Elician, is effective in increasing his likeability. I believe his sense of realism 

is advanced by giving him a voice that seems unguarded and unperfected, as is the speech of 

most real-life people.  

Aside from the dialogue of the characters, I also had to decide what form the Writer’s 

dialogue would take, as he is, in a sense, also a character in the story. For the interactions 

between the Writer and Elician, I followed Sol Stein’s advice; he recommends this reflection: 

“What is the purpose of this exchange? Does it begin or heighten an existing conflict?” (114). 

The conflict between Elician and the Writer is made clear in the first few pages, as they argue 

about how the story is to be told. I wanted early on to establish a clear distinction between 

what they each wanted to be written, to force the reader to ask who is really in control. Since 

the Writer allows for input from Elician, he shows himself to be a servant of the story as 

opposed to its master. I thought this created some intriguing questions about the nature of a 

story; how much should an author force the narrative into the shape they desire, and how 

much should they let it flow, allowing the characters themselves to weave the tale? What is 

the best method of writing a story: through organised advance planning, or by an impulsive 

stream of consciousness? I will cover this topic more later. 

Dialogue is only one aspect of characterisation. In addition to demonstrating Elician’s 

traits through direct dialogue with the writer, I also showcased them through his behaviour. 

When discussing how to characterise, Stein says that the writer should characterise “by an 

action. We individualise by seeing characters doing things and saying things, not by the 

author telling us about them” (57). With Elician, I did not want to completely adhere to the 

standard male protagonist mould; strong, brave, stoic, reserved, a leader and a great warrior, 

such as Aragorn in Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings. This is not to say that Aragorn is not a 

fascinating character, but rather that he is predictably archetypal. Elician, on the other hand, 

is playful, childish, light-hearted and erratic. I used his engagement with the environment to 

show this, such as his collision with the squirrel in chapter five, and his excitement at finding 

‘Ye Olde Joak Booke’ in chapter seven. While it was important to give Elician the strength 

and bravery necessary to define him as a warrior, it is his quirks that separate him from 

conventional masculine heroes. Stein says that “[e]ccentricity is at the heart of strong 

characterisation” (63). I decided to ensure that what Elician possesses in fighting skill and 

wit, he lacks in intelligence and problem-solving. This was for two reasons; the first is to 
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once again counter the commonly-used tropes in fantasy literature, wherein the male 

protagonist generally possesses a well-rounded set of skills, and therefore is able to take on 

any challenge with little help. The second reason is to ensure that Elician is entertaining, and 

a perfect warrior is a boring warrior. Elician’s flaws—his arrogance, his propensity to 

become distracted and lack of ability to read a situation—are what make him funny to read 

about. Additionally, as demonstrated by his first failure in overcoming the Fourth Wall, it 

means that in order to complete his quest, he is in need of allies whose strengths support his 

weaknesses. This consequently puts the Sheriff in the driver’s seat after they agree to 

undertake the quest together.  

The Sheriff acts as the disciplinary mother to keep Elician focused on their goal. 

Elician is a contrast to the Sheriff’s sternness and lack of warmth, which makes their 

interactions more amusing. The Sheriff’s reluctant acknowledgement that she cannot 

complete the journey alone is useful to add tension to the story; she tolerates Elician’s 

presence, but does not enjoy it. This is designed to make the reader curious about how the 

relationship will develop. Sol Stein suggests that one way to interest readers is “[r]eading 

about enemies trapped together. In life, one of the most uncomfortable experiences people 

have is being with someone they don’t want to be with. In fiction, when readers observe 

someone else in that predicament, it engages a strong concealed emotion. The reader wants to 

know the outcome” (86). The Sheriff is not the antagonist, but there is no doubt that she feels 

antagonised by Elician, which calls into question who the real hero of the story is. I made her 

character gruff, cold and masculine to again counter the typical female love-interest character 

that occurs so much in fiction: the soft, feminine, deferential woman who idolises the male 

protagonist. The strength of the Sheriff’s personality is another way to cast light on Elician’s 

flaws, as well as to reveal hers. In short, they are two people who would not interact unless 

they have to, and the story forces them together for the reader’s amusement. 

Terry the dragon is another break from traditional fantasy characterisations. I 

observed the archetypal dragon motif; that of a solitary, carnivorous animal, with human-like 

intelligence, who lives far from civilisation, and took a different approach to what that could 

mean. Smaug in The Hobbit has no desire for company, ensuring that he alone inhabits his 

mountain dwelling. He terrorises the nearest town and jealously guards his treasure hoard. 

After decades, even centuries, of living alone and being hated and feared, would not an 

intelligent creature crave socialisation? Would they not get tired of travelling far from their 

empty territories to feast on humans and other animals, and instead choose to grow and cook 

their own food? These reflections led me to create Terry, who, perhaps after living the 
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‘conventional’ dragon life in the past, grew tired of it. I made his loneliness his most 

dominant characteristic, viewing it as an inevitable consequence of years spent without 

conversation or civil interaction. On a side note, this logic also applies to the characterisation 

of Alastair the owl. Thus, I created what I believe to be a natural symbiosis between the three 

chief characters; Elician and the Sheriff need each other to reach the treasure, Terry needs 

them both to assuage his loneliness, and they need him to get them to TDezarel and provide 

them with the magic sword. Through this alliance, the characters each present their 

motivations to the reader. 

 Regarding the antagonists of the story, I wanted to present the unexpected to the 

reader, by choosing obstacles, in the form of animals and magical objects, that they have not 

experienced in fiction before. Another tip to capture reader interest, according to Stein, is that 

“[r]eaders enjoy being surprised…A new obstacle, an unexpected confrontation by an enemy 

or a sudden twist of circumstance all start adrenaline pumping and pages turning” (87). I 

utilised this particularly for the Second Wall, and selected the creature which it would 

possibly be the most difficult to find menacing in the real world: the squirrel. I believe 

readers would find it amusing that as skilled a warrior as Elician is, he finds himself almost 

defeated, and in the case of chapter five, almost outsmarted, by such a harmless animal. 

While Elician takes as a given the existence of mythical creatures such as wood nymphs and 

dragons, so he experiences things that we consider commonplace, such as squirrels—albeit 

with a fantastical twist. 

Once I had an idea of the shape of my characters and how I would express them, I 

began to think about the direction I wanted The Fourth Wall to take. When deciding on the 

plot, I first had to establish what kind of fantasy I would be writing. In her book Rhetorics of 

Fantasy, Farah Mendlesohn defines four main types of fantasy: the portal-quest fantasy, the 

immersive fantasy, the intrusion fantasy and the liminal fantasy (9). I chose to make The 

Fourth Wall an immersive fantasy, which Mendlesohn defines thus: “[t]he immersive fantasy 

invites us to share not merely a world, but a set of assumptions. At its best, it presents the 

fantastic without comment as the norm both for the protagonist and for the reader: we sit on 

the protagonist’s shoulder and while we have access to his eyes and ears, we are not provided 

with an explanatory narrative” (16). I chose this type to allow the reader to instantly step into 

Elician’s world and become immersed in it immediately. Since Elician is hunting for 

something that the reader knows nothing about in the beginning, the tension is increased as 

the reader is forced to wait for information. Relevant knowledge of the fictional world and its 

laws are only revealed when necessary, without explanation. There is one exception to this: at 
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the beginning of chapter three-point-five, I speak directly with the reader about the strange 

phenomenon of talking inanimate objects. This, of course, breaks the rule of the immersion 

fantasy outlined by Mendlesohn to not provide the reader with an explanatory narrative. I 

stepped away from that precept on this occasion to point the reader towards a theme I want 

them to take note of: that of giving a voice to (in the real world) the literally voiceless. While 

this message could be implied rather than overtly stated, I felt it offered humour to provide 

guidance to the reader on what I would like them to focus on while reading. I used another 

passage from Rhetorics of Fantasy to guide me in my use of real-world references: “[w]e do 

not enter into the immersive fantasy, we are assumed to be of it” (17). I therefore allowed the 

flow of immersion to move both ways; we are of this fictional world, and parts of it are of 

ours. Including modern, real references such as selfies places them in stark contrast to the 

otherwise pseudo-medieval setting, but also gives a sense of relatability. The fictional world 

is partially saturated with our contemporary Western culture, thereby aiding the reader’s 

ability to immerse themselves in the fictional world. 

While this story can be defined as immersive, it is no doubt also a quest fantasy. In his 

book Stein on Writing, Sol Stein says “[t]he most interesting stories involve characters who 

want something badly” (82). I knew it was important to convey Elician’s intense desire for 

the treasure on the other side of the Fourth Wall. In order for this to be successful, I created 

the challenges he faces at each Wall dangerous, even life-threatening, to demonstrate the 

lengths he is willing to go to in order to reach his goal. One could argue that the First Wall is 

straightforward and easy, but the Second, Third and Fourth Walls pose challenges that would 

cost Elician his life if he failed to overcome them. In spite of this knowledge, he perseveres 

and spends the second part of the story journeying back to TDezarel, now with the 

understanding that failure could prove fatal. Regarding what lies at the end of the journey, I 

used this passage from Stein for guidance: “[i]t is easier for the reader to identify with a want 

that is close to universal and not too specialised” (83). Undefined treasure is a commonly 

used trope, and I believe it is successful for two reasons. The first is that the treasure may be 

of immense material value and so bring the protagonist the wealth they have been striving 

for. The second is that even if the treasure is not what the protagonist hoped for, the journey 

to retrieve it is valuable in other ways, for example that their character has developed through 

hard-learned lessons, or they have acquired new friendships. In the case of The Fourth Wall, 

both reasons are true. While Elician and the Sheriff are initially disappointed with the 

treasure’s contents, they discover that what they deem as worthless is not at all so for others. 

Additionally, they find each other, and develop an unlikely bond that still exists at the novel’s 
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close. The reader, then, can feel involved in the story’s plot in two ways: that of supporting 

Elician in his quest to obtain the mysterious treasure, and waiting, perhaps even hoping, for 

he and the Sheriff to connect. 

As most of the story involves Elician’s attempt to return to TDezarel, I knew it was 

important that he acquire tools that allow him to be successful where he previously failed. 

This centres around the acquisition of a fellow treasure hunter, the Sheriff, whose skills 

enable her to overcome the challenges he could not. The magical sword also proves to be 

essential in facing the threat of the Fourth Wall. These additions to his arsenal are a testament 

that every step of Elician’s path back to TDezarel is necessary in his eventual success. 

Without the aid of the Sheriff and the magical sword, Elician may well have failed again. His 

journey, therefore, is not a straightforward return to the Walls, but a meandering path, to give 

him time to find the necessary support. But how was I to map this path for Elician? Should I 

organise it into steps in advance, or let him lead the way? 

I heard somewhere that there are two types of writers: ‘planners’ and ‘splurgers’. That 

is, planners are those who meticulously prepare everything in advance, by way of character 

profiles, detailed plot summaries and so on. Then there are splurgers, who write with little or 

no preparation and see where the story takes them. I have always been a splurger; the story 

flows through my hands, and I do very little in the way of planning, because I want to see 

where the story takes me, not where I take it. This seems to be the way Stephen King 

describes his writing process, in his book On Writing: “I believe plotting and the spontaneity 

of real creation aren’t compatible…my basic belief about the making of stories is that they 

pretty much make themselves. The job of the writer is to give them a place to grow” (163). 

This is the method, or lack thereof, that I used when writing The Fourth Wall. Once the idea 

came to me of a narrative that breaks the fourth wall, and whose protagonist wishes to edit 

the way he is portrayed, the story came to life as I wrote it. The story’s title is of course a pun 

on the narrative technique, and it also acted as a guide to the plot’s final destination: 

overcoming the Fourth Wall. I had limited ideas of obstacles I wanted Elician to face, and 

other characters I wanted him to interact with, but for the most part the ideas appeared in my 

head in media res. 

 As well as being inspired by my favourite fantasy authors—Tolkien, Pratchett, 

Rowling—I also was aided significantly by Stephen King and Sol Stein’s books on the 

writing process. Stein’s book assisted me more in the specific details of creating a story, such 

as the type of language to use and the correct ways to establish a scene and describe a 

character. King’s book, on the other hand, helped me to create and maintain an environment 
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conducive to writing, and to develop a disciplined writing practice that would maximise the 

chance of success for my story. His more general advice encouraged me to stay true to telling 

the story I want to tell: “[w]rite what you like, then imbue it with life and make it unique by 

blending in your own personal knowledge of life, friendship, relationships, sex and work” 

(King 161). I paid close attention to what kinds of information piqued my interest—intrusive 

political correctness, divisive ideologies, censorship, and weaved a challenge to those topics 

into my narrative. I knew that if I was interested in those ideas as they are currently playing 

out in my society, I would not be the only one. To examine such ideas through the lens of a 

fictional story allows us to view them from a fresh perspective; this is something that George 

Orwell was remarkable at. My initial draft, though, would of course contain errors and areas 

in need of correction, and so I devoted large amounts of time to the editing process. 

 In his book Stein on Writing, Stein quotes Ernest Hemingway as saying “[f]irst drafts 

are shit” (277) and this quote stuck with me. I knew that once the first draft was complete, 

that was only the beginning of the process, and that the finished story would look very 

different in some ways to what I had originally written. My supervisor’s comments were very 

helpful when editing; he pointed out places where the jokes I had inserted felt too contrived 

or telegraphed to be funny. The second draft, then, featured less long-format jokes, with a 

focus on the quickfire insertions that did not take the reader too far from the story. My 

supervisor also pointed out that I needed to make the theme or themes more apparent through 

connections in my imagery and real-world references. I was aware that I had not actually 

noticed any potential connections until reading through my first draft, since I ‘splurged’ the 

first draft with little planning. Stephen King offers some very useful advice on this in his 

book On Writing, when he discusses a pattern he noticed upon editing one of his stories: 

“Mostly I don’t see stuff like that until the story’s done. Once it is, I’m able to kick back, read 

over what I’ve written, and look for underlying patterns…Two examples of the sort of work 

second drafts were made for are symbolism and theme” (197). It was with this advice that I 

used the reading of the first draft, and the writing of the second, to bring to fruition any 

potential connections that had organically begun to manifest themselves. This included the 

giving of voices to those things that, in our world, do not possess one, and to imagine what 

they would say in response to the treatment they generally experience. A theme I discovered 

was the avoidance of meeting the reader’s expectation when it comes to generic fantasy 

tropes; in some cases, whatever I thought the reader would expect to happen, I wrote the 

opposite. In that sense, then, one theme of the story is the unpredictability of its structure, in 

its lack of conformity to several standard precepts of the fantasy genre. This includes the 
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characters’ casual reaction to events and dialogue that appear to be out of place in Elician’s 

world, such as a registry office, a vegetarian dragon and 5G towers. The characters’ lack of 

surprise is designed to invoke surprise in the reader. 

 In terms of the methodology of editing, I loosely followed Stein’s style which he calls 

“triage” (277). In this method, one does not simply read from page one all the way through 

one’s first draft, correcting where one sees errors. Instead, one must place a focus on those 

sections, scenes, characters which one knows are in dire need of improvement, and first fix 

those. In my case, the scene in chapter five with the wood nymph and Elician and the 

Sheriff’s first meeting in chapter six required heavy rewrites, to make them flow better and fit 

with the rest of the story. Once I had corrected such scenes in the second draft, I then 

commenced with a full read-through in the third draft. This process continued, with read-

throughs and edits, until I was happy with the result. This is not to say that The Fourth Wall 

could not be further improved, but rather that within the parameters of writing a BA thesis, I 

believed I had done a good job. 

 The process of writing this thesis has been a wonderful learning experience for me. 

Having such parameters as a minimum word count and a deadline has incentivised me to be 

careful about my time management to ensure completion on time. Additionally, knowing that 

the thesis will be read by my supervisor, who is himself a published author, has motivated me 

to do my best to ensure that my work is of a high standard. The reason I chose to complete a 

creative writing thesis as opposed to a conventional research project is that my career goal is 

to be a full-time, published author. Writing this thesis, then, has been valuable practice in the 

writing and editing process. It is a step on the path towards having my first novel published; 

Stephen King states succinctly: “[i]f you want to be a writer, you must do two things above 

all others: read a lot and write a lot” (145). Completing a twenty-plus-thousand-word thesis in 

four months, whilst studying for my other courses, has shown me what is possible when it 

comes to writing. No matter how busy my schedule, because I want to be a full-time author I 

always can, and always should, make time to read and write. 

 The Fourth Wall was an ambitious project, containing an element I have not 

encountered in a novel before: the actual breaking of the fourth wall. The satire and social 

commentary I wished to incorporate forced me to be very careful with my words, because I 

knew I was dealing with heavy and divisive topics. At the same time, I wanted the story to 

entertain, and hopefully to make the reader laugh. The only metric I had to judge whether the 

story is funny is whether I found it so, and I can honestly say I do. I have successfully 

entertained at least one person, and the process of creating Elician’s world was a joy. It is a 
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good sign for my writing career that I looked forward to continuing The Fourth Wall every 

time I sat down to write. 
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