
        
            
                
            
        

    Chapter 1: What it Was Like to Transmigrate and Get Stuck With a Bird’s Eye View
At a certain second of a certain minute, on a certain day of a certain month and happening in a certain year.
The world below was the same as always. It was clear and windless with a thin layer of clouds, as far as the eye could see.
Gawain contemplated the endless stretch of land quietly, mulling over his life in silence—after all, there was nothing else he could do, anyway.
He could not remember how long he had been like this anymore. He did not even know how he looked like right now. Although he could roughly estimate time based on the alternations of day and night, he could not be bothered to keep track of it after a hundred thousand iterations of it.
Did this even count as transmigration?
To be honest, Gawain was pretty open-minded about this whole “transmigration” thing. It was not that he was so enlightened that he thought of life and death as nothing, but that he had, as the plane he was in came crashing down in his previous life, realized God’s truth that life and death were impermanent things.
He had been floating in the sky for only God knows how many hundreds of thousands of years.
Gawain did not know what condition he was in right now. He was unable to change his perspective nor feel his body. In fact, besides having his sight, he had lost all his abilities to sense the external environment. Thus, he did not know if he was a wisp of his remnant soul, or a corpse orbiting in space. But there was one thing he was certain about—he was not drifting up here as a normal human being.
He was sure of this, for he did not think he could retain such clear thoughts and intact memories if he had the mental structure of a human consciousness while he floated adrift in the sky after hundreds of thousands of years. And he could even spare the effort to ponder about the meaning of life.
 
A normal person would have succumbed to insanity a long time ago.
Not him, though. And not only that, but his memory was outstanding.


The sands of time, even as more than hundreds of thousands of years had passed, had not eroded Gawain’s memories at all. Even now, he could distinctly remember the things that had happened to him in his last moments of life—the piercing screams, the alarms, the violently shaking plane, the rolling world outside the porthole, his neighbor failing to put on their oxygen mask, and the deafening sound the plane made as it disintegrated in mid air.
These images were crystal clear, as though the event had only happened the day before. He could also remember, with clarity, how stunned he had felt when he reopened his eyes after that thundering noise, and found himself adrift and orbiting this strange planet.
From the moment he reopened his eyes, he knew that the continents and oceans he was seeing were not of planet Earth. Consequently, he used a little time to understand and accept the reality that he was in a foreign world now, and used a longer bit of time to figure out how he could stop floating.
It was with much regret that he could not succeed on the second objective.
He found that he was “stuck”, or rather, that his current form allowed him no mobility at all. He had become a being that was locked in, and could only look down at the world from a “fixed angle”. Sure, he could observe the planet, but that was the only thing he could do. Although he could even inspect a restricted area of land below—this land mass seemed anomalous—and see the surrounding ocean, his field of vision did not allow him to see anything wider than that.
It was impossible for him to look to the left or right, so he could not determine if there were any other landforms in that ocean. It was also for that same reason why he had not been able to catch a glimpse of the stars in this world till this day.
He was not even certain if this world had other celestial bodies—perhaps if he turned his head, he would be able to see a white-bearded god holding up a light that shone on all matter, d*ammit.
D*mn, he really wanted to flip on his back…
Even if flipping over meant that he would forever only see a white-bearded being that held a light that shone on everything.
However, everything was just a wild wish. Changing his viewing angle of the world was out of the question.
Despite that, Gawain had found that he could work with this perspective, after putting in effort for a long, long time. Even though he could not look left or right, he could zoom in or out of his field of vision, or rather, pull and push his angle of view.


After making this discovery, he had been euphoric for a prolonged period of time, and then tried out various zooming levels on his sight. Even though he was not able to see anything outside of that circle of ocean at the maximum he could zoom out, he could at least choose to zoom in on whatever he wanted to see on that piece of land.
It was lush and vibrant, obviously teeming with life.
Well, it would be nice if he could scrutinize the daily lives of these pseudo-Earth people. Even though he could only float up here, it would probably take away some of his boredom if he could observe the strange people’s local culture and customs.
He had then zoomed in as close as he could, until he could see all the grasses and trees on the land clearly.
On that day, he had despaired as he found that none of the mammals on the planet…
Had learned how to walk on their feet yet…
But it was alright. Gawain had plenty of patience. He might have had a limit to his patience while he had still been human, but he discovered that he had enormous patience after transmigrating and ending up with this perspective.
He waited until that bunch of monkeys learned how to walk upright.
And then, after many, many years, he personally witnessed the discovery of fire by the first human.
  It had been sparked from flint.
Fire catalyzed many changes thereafter.


Gawain had no clue on what happened, but after the ignition of the first fire, he felt everything “speed up”. Or rather, his perception of the passage of time became muddled as the events on the land bloomed rapidly, as though he was watching a video that was being fast-forwarded a zillion times. He witnessed the humanoids swiftly building their first primitive clans, which then transformed into an early form of a city-state. He observed as the humanoid race mastered incredible powers and used what seemed like magic to expand their territory. Yet, before he could see what was happening clearly, these early kingdoms fell into ruins one after the other, and the surviving humanoids rapidly built new cities on the foundations of their ancestors…
The humans began to contend for living space with the other races on the land. Various kingdoms and beliefs came and went quickly as they warred with one another while crying out the names of their gods.
The process accelerated, and Gawain gradually began to be unable to process the sea of information that was bombarding him. He saw dragon-like creatures burst into his field of vision suddenly, but did not know if these “dragons” evolved from land or water.
He saw armies with their swords held high and the flames of war that almost destroyed the entire continent, but new civilizations were reborn in just the blink of an eye.
It was only after another lengthy period of time before he realized that the world had never sped up, but that he had “jumped over” a tremendous amount of information.
His “observations” became intermittent glimpses, changing from constant surveillance to glancing down every few years or even decades. When he connected these disparate images together, it gave him the impression of the world accelerating.
He had not realized this before because his thoughts were silent when he had taken a break from his observations.
Now that he restarted his surveillance, his thoughts began to flow seamlessly again.
Thus, he could not have noticed anything wrong with himself.
Impact incoming.
These words flashed across Gawain’s mind like lightning, but the idea of this thought probably took a few centuries to hit him.


He could see the transformation of the land below clearly. At the same time when these words appeared in his mind, another kingdom had fallen from the heights of prosperity to utter ruin again.
Gawain had no idea about what was going on, but he knew this situation was definitely not normal. From the images that only appeared before him every few years and then rapidly swept past his vision, he realized that his thoughts were on the verge of disappearing.
His thoughts barely took up one second for every century that had passed.
The “breaks” in his thoughts were lengthening too.
He noticed that the changes on the land were happening in an unimaginably queer way, and the rapidly evolving “slides” he skimmed over were now almost indecipherable.
At the rate this was going, or maybe after a certain moment had passed, the consciousness named “Gawain” might disintegrate in this strange place completely, and he would slumber in that moment forever, with no chance of revival.
It had been ages since Gawain felt a sense of urgency. He began to think rigorously for a solution to break free from this situation. If he had a brain, his thoughts would be crazily overwhelming it, as countless thoughts spewed out. However, the rapidly changing “slideshow” on the land showed him that his mind had slowed down to one frame per one thousand years.
Of course, putting it this way seemed like an exaggeration, but his actual situation was not any better than before.
Break free from this situation. Break free from this. Break free. Break free….
 
No matter the means or method, he had to break out of this, even if he had to return to that crashing plane. He could not let himself die in such a strange place in such an inexplicable way!
Gawain felt his thoughts becoming muddled and his mind becoming foggy. His once “seamless” train of thoughts were now breaking up. He thought with all his might angrily, but as a transmigrated being who only had a fixed bird’s eye view, his levels of fury had no impact on his situation.


However, just as he felt as though his thoughts were going to either disintegrate or be silenced into static forever, a voice intoned from an unknown place.
“Power source damaged. Mainframe restart failed.
Initiating escape sequence.”
 
In the next moment, his fixed perspective disappeared—darkness now engulfed Gawain’s vision.
But his train of thoughts did not stop.
It was the first time in an eternity that he was still able to think when he “closed his eyes”.
He did not know how long he had remained in the darkness. He felt as though he was rolling as he tumbled down into a cold and narrow space. Strange feelings had returned to his limbs, making his mind confused. And in his state of confusion, he vaguely registered a young woman’s faint voice that sounded rather flustered.
“Don’t… Don’t kill me yet! Your ancestor rattling in his coffin is a more pressing matter! The lid is about to blow!”
Chapter 2: What it Was Like to Crawl Out of a Coffin After Transmigrating
The heavy stone door was slowly shut under an ancient spell. Its magic traveled through the gaps between the door and wall, creating a seal that completely shut the nightmarish world outside.
They were now impervious to the shouts of the guard captain, the screams of the injured and dying and better yet, the roars and howls of the terrible, wretched monsters—all noise was silenced by the thick stone and steel separating them. Even though everyone knew that this barrier was only temporary, Rebecca still let out a long sigh of relief in this lull of the racket. It would be wonderful if only the hell outside was merely a nightmare.
However, in the next second, Rebecca shook her head vigorously, thoroughly casting off the weakness that had manifested from her mind. The hefty rock would not serve to provide safety for long, but might weaken her will as it let her indulge in a fleeting moment of security. With that thought, the young successor of the Cecil Clan could not help gripping onto her already dimmed staff, hoping that this weapon could instill more courage in her.
Her clan’s knight, Byron Kirk, said from behind, “Viscountess, the passageway has been sealed shut, and the monsters shouldn’t be able to get in anytime soon.”
Rebecca turned back to look at the loyal and devoted knight. His steel armor was scarred, his breastplate had a noticeable dent, and a burn mark was visible beneath his short grey hair. That blemish had been caused by Aunt Herti, who had thrown a huge fireball to save this middle-ranked knight from the jaws of a monster, and it had almost exploded against his scalp. If not for the God of Fortune’s blessing, this knight, who had served the clan for twenty faithful years, would have become nothing more than a corpse.
Naturally, Rebecca suspected that it was because of Aunt Herti’s magic infamously “missing its mark, as always”…
“Good work, Knight Byron.” Rebecca looked down to conceal the fatigue in her eyes. “We can take a breather now, at least.”
She then turned her head around and sized up the remaining people left by her side. Three of the soldiers had torches in their hands as they guarded the perimeter. Aunt Herti, wielding a fireball, was inspecting the wall at the end of the stone hall. And Betty, the little maid who had followed them muddle headed, was grasping a saucepan that she had grabbed along the way and cowering behind the soldiers as she surveyed the place with her large, flashing eyes.
Together with herself and Knight Byron, she was afraid that the seven of them were now the last survivors— it was impossible for the ones who had remained on the surface to survive.
After ascertaining everyone’s condition, Rebecca now turned her attention to the stone hall.
 
This was an ancient place. The rectangular stone hallway was webbed with spider silk and thick with dust. At one end of the hall were a number of decaying objects. Even though they were very old, their past beauty and elegance still shone through. The walls of the stone hall were decorated with intact murals and reliefs. Even though the frescoes were slightly discolored, and the reliefs had undergone some wear and tear, they were still pleasant to admire.
Herti Cecil scrutinized the murals and reliefs in earnest for a long while. Compared to the modern northern states’ frivolous but impractical aesthetics, this hall was adorned simply and solemnly, giving it “First Dynasty” airs. The murals depicted heroic figures or locals customs, and the reliefs were carvings of the symbols of mythology and the gods. As an erudite spellcaster, Herti was well-versed at interpreting useful messages from these antique artworks.


As she studied the contents of the murals and reliefs, Herti could not help but hold her left hand up to her chest. In a soft voice, she whispered, “May the ancestors forgive us…”
“Aunt Herti.” With her staff in hand, Rebecca walked over to Herti’s side. This young woman looked a little anxious, for it was only then that she realized where they were, and began to feel ill at ease. “This is…”
“This is the resting place of the Cecil Clan,” Herti Cecil said gravely. “Don’t do anything offensive.”
Rebecca swallowed. Looking around, she said, “It looks like there hasn’t been anyone here for a long time…”
“Ever since Marquis Grumman stole a sacred object from these tombs and took part in the rebellion that almost annihilated the clan, this place has been completely sealed off. We as descendants of the Cecil Clan have the knowledge to open it, but the clan rules state that no one should ever step foot in here unless they are at death’s door.” Herti Cecil cast a long look at Rebecca. “We are the first people to enter this place in a hundred years.”
“Technically, we are ‘at death’s door’ right now…” Rebecca inhaled deeply. “Will the ancestors forgive us?”
Herti smiled stiffly. She was unable to answer this question, and could only use the hints on the murals as a guide to look for the mechanism to open the burial chamber.
It did not take much effort for her to find the special pillar. She pressed a hand on top of it gently.
The stone door leading to the burial chamber vibrated slightly, before an entire slab of rock rose, rumbling as it went.
However, when the stone slab rose, Rebecca heard a strange noise from within—there was a sound of a weapon being dropped, and an unsuppressed cry of surprise.
“There’s someone inside?!” Herti responded immediately and called out in a low voice, “Byron!”


Without any further instruction, the knight had already unsheathed his sword and rushed towards the entrance of the stone slab, the three other soldiers followed closely behind. After getting over her shock, Rebecca dashed ahead as well, while at the same time shouting an order to the muddleheaded maid, “Betty! Find a place to hide!”
Just as she ran into the burial chamber, Rebecca saw Knight Byron poised with his sword, ready to swing it onto an agile, petite figure.
  The little figure darted around Knight Byron like a gust of wind, sometimes disappearing into a cloud of smoke and escaping into the shadowy areas of the chamber. Her shadow manipulation powers and nimble footwork was an eye-opener for Rebecca, for Knight Byron did not usually spend this long going against stealth users. However, with the three remaining soldiers encircling them, and Herti blocking the door of the burial chamber with fire, the dexterous figure lost all their escape routes and landed on the floor, flustered.
It was only after their movements stopped that Rebecca could take a good look at the face of this intruder. It was a young girl that looked her age, but a little shorter. She was wearing old leather armor, had short hair and a pretty countenance. Even though her face was stained with much dirt, it was still obvious that she was a beauty. Her most striking feature was her ears, which were sharp, but were not as long as elfin ones. This explained her lineage: she was a half-elf.
However, she could not tell what the other half of her lineage was, for the elfin bloodline ran strong, which meant that the appearance of half-elves with either human or monster blood looked almost the same.
Once the half-elf girl landed on the ground, Knight Byron immediately stepped forward and pressed his long sword against her neck. The remaining three soldiers closed in in an instant, their three swords barring all her escape routes.
“Who are you! How dare you break into the tomb of the Cecil Clan?!” Herti walked up briskly, her voice full of uncontrollable rage. For an aristocratic descendant like her, the fact that her ancestors’ resting place had been broken into by a tomb raider was enough to make her mad with fury—if news of this got out, the Cecil Clan’s crumbling reputation would be turned to dust.
Rebecca was also glaring at the half-elf. Even though she was still slightly confused from this sudden incident, the mere presence of an intruder in the forbidden tomb of her ancestors was enough to make her angry.
The half-elf girl’s voice trembled as she was simultaneously pinned down by the swords and glared daggers at by Herti and Rebecca, “Wait… Wait! I haven’t stolen anything yet!”
Byron’s sword pressed deeper into her neck. “How dare you!”
Just as the knight’s voice fell, a strange clattering noise rang out from the black steel coffin in the middle of the burial chamber. Everyone’s ears picked up the sound, and they quietened immediately.


After a moment of silence, Rebecca was the first to react. She conjured a head-sized fireball above her staff and shook it at the half-kneeling half-elf on the floor. “What did you do to my ancestor?!”
This time, the half-elf girl sounded like she was about to cry. “Don’t… Don’t kill me yet! Your ancestor rattling in his coffin is a more pressing matter! The lid is about to blow!”
Accompanying the half-elf girl’s voice was the increasingly loud rattling noise from the black steel coffin, which was even starting to shake the lid.
“Ancestor!” Herti’s face was drained of all its color. This was the first time that this dignified and elegant lady who patronized the aristocratic circles lost her cool. “Please rest in peace! The person who has disturbed your sleep will be punished…”
The half-elf girl shouted noisily, “How will saying all this nonsense help now! Hurry up and hold down the lid of your ancestor’s coffin!”
The three soldiers looked at each other. Even Byron was in a state of shock. However, Rebecca reacted this time. She rushed up swiftly to the platform where the coffin laid, just as the coffin lid was pushed aside and a hand emerged from the gap.
 
Upon seeing this, Rebecca pounded on the hand with her magic staff without hesitation. “Lord Ancestor! Please rest in peace!”
The hand was immediately hammered back into the coffin. At the same time, a pained voice cried out from inside, “Who the hell hit my hand!”
Rebecca lifted her head dazedly. She saw her knight, Aunt, and the three soldiers staring at her, their mouths agape.
She looked down at the magic staff in her hand. This time, she was the one who was about to cry. “Aunt, did I offend our ancestor…”
Herti yelled suddenly, “Rebecca! Get off of there!”


 
Rebecca was taken aback. “Aunt?”
“This could be a resurrection of the dead!” Herti’s face was deathly pale. “Or it could mean that those monsters have… defiled the sacred remains of our ancestors!”
The possibility of this made Rebecca break out in cold sweat. Just as she was about to jump off the platform and hide behind the soldiers, the heavy lid of the black steel coffin rattled again—and this time, the person inside the coffin used their full strength, causing the coffin lid to detach, flying into the air.
Afterwards, a majestic-looking man with short brown hair and dressed in ancient aristocratic garb sat up from the coffin.
The half-elf girl, who was half-kneeling on the ground, turned to look at the scene and could not help but let out a long sigh. “See, your ancestor has fully risen from the dead.”
Chapter 3: Finally Able to… Move!
After sitting up from what was probably a black metal box, Gawain was in a serious state of confusion. Even the act of “sitting up” was done subconsciously.
His brain was being assaulted by a sense of disorientation and vertigo he had never experienced before. His ears were ringing loudly, his entire body was feeling all sorts of crazy sensations, and his eyes were not only seeing quadruple, but two of the images he was seeing were even in black and white. However, amidst this chaos, his ability to think was not quite annihilated.
Perhaps he should thank whoever had hit him with a stick earlier, for it smacked a precious moment of clarity into him just as he was almost swallowed by the insanity.
But that strike had been really painful…
In the process of getting his thoughts back in order, Gawain finally remembered what had happened earlier—the sudden blanking out of his vision, the start of some escape program, the illusion of falling, and now… this solid, feeling, mobile body.
A body!!
He had a body now!
After having transmigrated for Heavens knew how long, and almost believing that he was actually naturally born as a third-person perspective in the sky, Gawain had received a body!
It was understandable that his mind was confused and that he was disoriented by the sensations he felt from all over his body, for it had been too many years since he had any sense other than his vision. Even if his sanity had been preserved for some unknown reason, it was still difficult for him to get used to being able to feel temperature and pain.
However, Gawain could sense that he was acclimatizing to this body and the feeling of returning to a material state. After the vertigo in his brain had subsided a little, the disturbing quadruple images that his eyes had been seeing returned to normal, and his surroundings now came into view.
 
The first thing he saw were four burly men in combat dress nearby. One of them was a middle-aged man whose hair was streaked with white. He was outfitted in a sturdy steel armor, he held a long silver sword, and looked so muscular that even his face looked like it was ripped. On the other hand, the other three men’s armor and weapons were obviously much simpler, and showed signs of being mass-manufactured.
A petite girl was kneeling on the floor, subdued by these large men. Because of the way her hair was falling across her face, he could not see what she looked like, but he noticed the sharp ears sticking out of it.


Farther away stood a woman in a long red dress. Gawain could not help but do a double take at her, for she had an hourglass figure that was complemented by elegance and maturity. This also made him quickly aware of the plain anxiety and fear reflected in this aristocratic and mature lady’s eyes.
However, a noise nearby instantly absorbed Gawain’s attention. He turned his head and saw a young girl who looked at most sixteen or seventeen jumping down from the stone platform he was on in a panic. In the girl’s hand was a metal staff that looked like it could deliver painful smacks…
Connecting the dots, Gawain’s expression turned a little strange suddenly. “Just now… you were the one who hit me, right?”
After he spoke, he was immediately stunned. The words that had come out of his mouth were not in Mandarin, but a language he had never heard of before. However, these foreign words seemed to flow off his tongue as though he had been born knowing them.
Rebecca did not know the existence of the chaotic thoughts that were rioting in her “ancestor’s” mind right now. This noble maiden, who had just inherited the title of Viscountess and suffered under great changes, looked like she was about to cry. “Lord Ancestor… I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…”
“I…” Actually, Gawain had not understood what was happening yet—even though he had observed this world for ages, this was the first time his perspective had been changed to that of a first-person one, and he was just as stunned as everyone present, or even more so. “Who are you…”
The gorgeous aristocratic woman in the red dress looked like the calmest person on hand. After Gawain had sat up and started a conversation spontaneously, the fear and anxiety on her face had lessened greatly, and it was her that stepped forward at this moment. Even though she looked wary, she still spoke with composure, “Do you know who you are?”
“Me?” Gawain froze for a moment. Right before he was about to say his name, he quivered, realizing that he was a different person now.
He looked down at the box he was in. Even though the design was a little unusual, this thing was definitely a coffin. Glancing at his surroundings again, he noticed that even though it was more spacious than his home in his past life, it clearly resembled a tomb no matter how he looked at it…
Then, thinking about the expressions of the people around him, Gawain realized one thing. He looked like a corpse that had come back to life.
If he were to introduce himself as someone who did not have the same name as this “corpse”, he would surely be killed off as a monster by these people. What had the young girl called him earlier? Lord Ancestor, was it? If so, he could make a bold guess that he was possessing her ancestor’s body. Whatever their ancestor had eaten that still made this body not decay even after so many years was not his concern right now—more importantly, he was a foreign soul possessing their ancestor’s body, lying in their ancestor’s tomb, and even delivered a kick that sent their ancestor’s coffin lid flying… if he was exposed now, embarrassment would not even begin to describe what he was feeling…


With that reasoning, Gawain looked down and pretended to be deep in thought, while in reality, he was rapidly thinking of excuses to provide, such as having memory confusion after such a long sleep. However, just as he gathered his wits about him, a powerful wave of dizziness struck him.
He had just gotten used to his new body with some difficulty and shed the vertigo, only to be attacked by a second round of faintness. His body almost collapsed back into the coffin, and the aristocratic woman raised her magic staff in the instant she saw Gawain’s strange motion. She was on the verge of lobbing a fireball right into her ancestor’s face when Gawain’s low voice piped up, interrupting her gesture.
“Gawain Cecil. I’m Gawain Cecil, a pioneer of the Anzu Kingdom… What century is this?”
Gawain lifted his head slowly as he spoke. His gaze was as calm and deep as the sea.
  The thoughts in his mind, however, were as turbulent as crashing waves.
The memories belonging to Gawain Cecil were pouring out in a mad rush, but they were being categorized and recorded as though his brain was a computer’s hard drive. In the brief moment of his dizziness, his mind had retrieved the information that was easiest to understand, and made him aware of the identity he was supposed to mimic.
The biggest surprise was the corpse’s name—he was also named Gawain.
It was just that this “Gawain” did not hold the surname of “Gao”, but had a different one, “Cecil”.
Was this some kind of coincidence?
Right now, Gawain had no energy to think about how miraculous this coincidence was, for the memories of Gawain Cecil was still gushing forth. He had to concentrate every inch of his fiber to not faint or reveal a ferocious expression on his face. Under this foggy state, he could vaguely hear the young girl who had hit him with her metal staff answer him in a clear voice, “This is Year 735 of the Anzu calendar. Lord Ancestor has been sleeping for over seven hundred years…”
Herti had also let out a sigh of relief when she heard Gawain’s answer. As a scholarly spellcaster, she had some knowledge about the animation of the dead—these blasphemous creatures had a fatal flaw in their souls. In the moments of their awakening, they were almost unable to speak or think, and even though the stronger ones may soon acquire the power of thought, they had no memories of their previous life.


One more thing was that they could never tell their own names—even if they had retrieved their memories, or if someone had told it to them. If they were to speak the name of their past life, the fire of their soul would turn on them and burn them, and even if they could not be burned to death, that kind of pain was unbearable to the undead souls.
Not to mention that the burning of a soul was a phenomenon that could not be concealed.
Thus, her unease melted away. However, she was still in great confusion, because if the ancestor she was looking at did not rise back from the dead, there was no other explanation for this—
Ancestor, why did you suddenly wake up after dying?
But no matter how confused she was, she still had to behave with propriety. Herti thus stepped forward and bowed nervously. “Ancestor of the Cecil Clan, I am your descendant, Herti Cecil. This young woman beside me is also your descendant, Rebecca Cecil. Please, on account of her youth, do not pursue her rash conduct, and… please forgive us for disturbing your rest.”
Well, so this person in front of him was his great-great-great-great… great granddaughter, and so was the one beside her.
The tumult of memories rushing in had finally ceased, but there was no time for Gawain to peruse the orderly files in his mind, for he had to make sense of the situation around him as soon as possible. He grunted as he leaned on the coffin to get up. “I’m alright. I even know how I awoke. Will someone help me to my feet?”
He realized that he had overestimated how acclimatized he was to his body, and felt a little embarrassed that he still could not get up.
Rebecca, who was staring at him with apprehension as she gripped her staff in her hand, realized that this was her moment to shine. She jumped up to the stone platform at once and held Gawain’s elbow as she said, “I’ll help you out of the coffin, I’ll help you out of the coffin…”
It sounded strange no matter how he listened to it [1. Helping someone out of a coffin sounds like a funeral procession, which is strange.].
 
“More than seven hundred years huh…” Gawain’s stiff body was helped out of the coffin by the young woman. He looked down and eyed his clothes. His sighs confused Rebecca. “What material is this made of?”


“It looks like moon shadow cloth woven by the elves…” Rebecca said slightly uncertain.
“Such black technology.”
Rebecca responded, “Ah?”
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With Rebecca’s help, Gawain was able to step down from the stone platform and stand firmly on the ground. He felt his control over this body increasing swiftly, as though his soul was doing a rapid driver installation, such that his mind and body were attuned with astonishing speed.
He released Rebecca’s hand, and tried to take a small step forward.
He was almost in tears at the next moment. If there was a microphone beside him, he felt that he could thank every single person he ever knew and every single TV station with unique phrases of gratitude for all.
It had been such an eternity that a time-traveler in a novel would have almost been capable of slaying the gods and unifying the universe, but he had just completed the first hurdle of being a human: walking upright.
It was only after he had succeeded in his act of bipedalling that he remembered the little girl who he had almost forgotten, that little girl who had been surrounded by the brawny men.
Chapter 4: Waking up to a Mess
Gawain felt that his condition was improving rapidly. His mind was becoming clearer, and he had attained smooth control of his body. He finally had the energy to turn his attention to the girl who was being seized. “So… What’s going on here?”
The half-elf girl had been trying to make her presence less prominent, hoping that these Cecil Clan members would forget the fact that she was digging around their graves at the shock of “meeting their ancestors”. However, before she could find the chance to slip away, Gawain turned their attention towards her again. The poor thief girl had no choice but to shrink back her neck in a pitiful look. “I just thought I could come in and hide for a while…”
“If you just wanted to hide, was there a need to hide so deep inside the burial chamber!” Herti’s eyes widened as she said to Gawain, “Ancestor, this is the despicable grave robber who desecrated your resting place and roused you from your sleep!”
Dazed for a moment, Gawain gave the half-elf girl a weird look. “In other words… you are the one who ‘woke’ me up?”
If it was not for the limitations of the body, the thief girl would have wanted to retract her head into her pelvic cavity. Her voice shook as she said, “I really didn’t do anything! I was only trying to find a safe place to hide at first. But when I came in, my occupational habit acted up, and I ended up in the burial chamber. But when I got here, I didn’t…”
Gawain thought for a moment and said very seriously, “In any case, thank you.”
“… Eh?” said the thief girl.
“… Huh?” Rebecca, Herti, and everyone else responded.
“Cough cough, let her go. It doesn’t look good for four big men like you to be seizing a little girl like this.” After saying thanks, Gawain realized something was not right about that, but he could not retract his words anymore, so he put a bold face to it and said, “This is no act of chivalry.. yeah, it’s not chivalry.”
Herti’s countenance was painted with hesitance. “But Ancestor, she’s…”
 
“I want to thank her for waking me up from my sleep,” Gawain waved his hand and said, “Let her go. I have no problems with it. Do you?”
Knight Byron gave the “Cecil ancestor” an odd look. In the end, he drew back his long sword upon seeing Herti’s hinting glance. The three soldiers beside him followed after and stepped back.


The half-elf girl looked around. After confirming that she was not in the middle of some prank, she stood up cautiously and sought confirmation with Gawain. “Uh, since you’re an elder, you have to mean what you say! Don’t go back on your words!”
The corner of Herti’s eyes twitched. With the many years of behavioral training as an aristocrat, she had finally restrained the urge to give this grave robber a violent beating.
Gawain looked at the girl curiously. From the memory he had just inherited, he was able to determine that she should be a half-elf. “What is your name?”
The half-elf girl batted her eyes. “Amber.”
Gawain rubbed his chin. “Amber? It does sound forest-elfish…”
Just then, Herti suddenly piped up, interrupting the conversation between Gawain and the half-elf, who claimed to be called Amber. “Lord Ancestor, I’m sorry to interrupt, but this isn’t the time to be chatting. We’re not safe here!”
Trying to assume his new identity, he looked at Herti seriously. “What’s happening outside?”
“Monsters!” Rebecca, who had not uttered a word for some time, exclaimed, “Monsters coming from the Sellin Crossing and the mines! The army and the security forces were no match for those monsters. I’m afraid that those monsters have already completely occupied the territory outside…”
“We’ve done our utmost to organize a resistance. Before the situation turned for the worst, I had Knight Philip take some soldiers with him to help the civilians take refuge. However, before the second team of rescuers could set off, the monsters destroyed the drawbridge,” Herti added, “Rebecca and I didn’t soil the reputation of the Cecil Clan, likewise for these brave warriors. We fought in the castle all the way until the last moment when the gate to the inner courtyard was broken through. That was when we had no other choice but to retreat here.”
Gawain then asked further questions and finally pieced together the events that happened.
This was the Cecil Clan’s ancestral territory that had passed down ever since the first ancestor to the present generation, and Rebecca, the girl carrying the iron staff who looked like a high school girl, turned out to be the Lady of this territory. After the monsters attacked, the young Viscountess did all she could to organize a resistance, but it obviously failed. The monsters eventually destroyed all their defensive forces and slaughtered all the humans as they were doing that. After the first group of civilians were evacuated, Rebecca, who abided scrupulously by her responsibility as a leader of this territory, and the remaining soldiers were trapped in the castle. They held on and fought for a long time, but in the end, the castle was breached, and they had no choice but to retreat to the ancestral graves below the castle.


Then they encountered the sudden movement of his corpse… Correction: His possession of this body.
And that beautiful aristocratic lady called Herti was actually Rebecca’s aunt.
However, these generational relationships did not matter much to Gawain. So they were just great, great, great, great… granddaughters. One more ‘great’ would not make any difference.
As for the half-elf called Amber, she was indeed a bandit, but this time, she was really here to take refuge. But this bandit lady’s class skills were really something. She actually found her way to the deepest part of the Cecil Clan’s ancestral burial chamber…
“What a mess I woke up to…” Gawain rubbed his forehead as he tried to draw from his memories to find information that could help him to solve this crisis. “So, those monsters have completely taken over outside, and venturing out would be to knock on death’s door, huh. Speaking of which, what exactly are these monsters you keep talking about?”
“I’m thinking they are some demon subspecies,” Herti said. “But demons haven’t appeared in the prime material world for many years already, let alone on such a large scale. I’m not sure either.”
Grasping the staff, Rebecca looked to Gawain with hopeful eyes, “Lord Ancestor, can’t you deal with the monsters outside even with your power?”
Gawain was stumped for a moment. “Me?”
  “Yeah! Aren’t you the most powerful Knight in all of Anzu Kingdom, and all of the northern continent?” Rebecca’s eyes almost began to flash. “It was said that you beheaded the barbarian warlord Goorg in a single stroke…”
Gawain quickly searched his own memory and was shocked. Gawain Cecil was actually such a legendary hero!
He was the greatest hero during Anzu Kingdom’s pioneering era, and he was one of the earliest pioneers in the period of the “Second Settlement”.


After the fall of the ancient Gondor Empire, the remaining people of the empire returned to a state of disorder and savagery. The lights of human civilization were gradually engulfed by the chaotic wave that spread from the hinterland of the continent and brought them into the dark ages. Gawain Cecil and a group of brave men led the surviving humans to escape the ruins of the fallen empire. They marched forth in four directions. The group that headed north were the founders of Anzu Kingdom, and Gawain Cecil was one of them.
His life was extremely short but brilliant. He set out on the journey as a fifteen-year-old boy and became the youngest pioneering knight in those days, blazing a trail with the other pioneering knights and the first of Anzu’s kings. They spent a decade in the northern part of the continent establishing a new nation and brought mankind back to civilization and order. After the nation was founded, he became one of the seven generals of the kingdom. He defended the southern borders, resisted multiple demonic attacks of various scales, and had never lost once…
However, his brilliant life was like a candle that burned too vigorously. This legendary character only lived to thirty-five years old. In the last battle against the dark forces, Gawain Cecil died.
The memory that he inherited ended there.
This was the life of such a brave character.
Gawain felt his forehead twitching.
He had possessed the body of this incredible person!
It was not smugness, fear, or trepidation. After the brief astonishment, his biggest reaction was actually… a lack of confidence.
Rebecca was looking at him with hopeful eyes, Amber gave him the same look. Even Herti, who seemed the most mature and composed, was also looking at him with eyes filled with anticipation and trust.
But the person they were looking at was Gawain Cecil, not Gawain.
Gawain looked down at his own hand. It was the hand of a warrior. It was thick and tough, with thick calluses, but he did not know how much power he could muster from this body.


However, this state of mind did not last very long because Gawain’s memory had come alive. It was a memory that had been through tens of thousands of years, maybe even hundreds of thousands of years. Although the useful memories might not amount to much, it was enough for him to quickly adjust his mentality and become filled with confidence.
Admittedly, he was a little shocked by Gawain Cecil’s legendary life. But what he needed now was not to be amazed or to be unconfident, but to be steady.
The source of this confidence was simple——
Before any intelligent lifeforms started to walk on this continent, he had already been watching this world!
He knew that these memories would not be of any substantial help, but at this moment, he only needed to give himself a mental boost.
Then, with this strength, he would find a way to survive.
Once calmed down, the solution would naturally come to him.
 
He quickly found something useful in Gawain Cecil’s memory.
“We can’t simply fight our way out.” Gawain said. He rubbed his chin and said seriously, “I’ve been sleeping for too long. I’m not sure how much strength I can muster, and we can’t be sure just how strong the monsters outside can be. Thus, our best choice is to find a way to get around these monsters and flee to a safe place.”
Rebecca said, “But the drawbridge has been destroyed, and several other roads have been blocked…”
Gawain waved his hand and interrupted this granddaughter of his of unknown generations apart. “Underground. The Cecil territory was once part of the kingdom’s southern defense line. There is a secret tunnel system underground. The bulk of it is blessed by earth elementals, so it won’t collapse, not even in a thousand years. And the entrance to this secret tunnel is beneath the castle.”


“There is such a thing?!” Rebecca suddenly had a look of pleasant surprise. “What are we waiting for then? Let’s go find the tunnel! Lord Ancestor, please lead the way!”
 
“But there’s a problem.” Gawain spread opened his hands. “I only know how to get there from the castle, but I don’t know the way there from the tomb.”
Rebecca was surprised. “You don’t know the way even after being here for so long?”
Gawain: “…”
Knight Byron and the soldiers: “…”
Herti’s face grew pale. She had the feeling that this disappointing descendant would be the death of her ancestor…
Chapter 5: The Lady Bandit Being Useful
Gawain wondered if Rebecca had received an injury to the head when she fought against the monsters and said patiently, “Although I have been here for many years… I was dead, okay! How am I supposed to know how the grave looks like when I was dead?”
Rebecca thought for a moment. She was going to remind her ancestor that the tomb for the founding king of Anzu was built when that king was still alive. Even the king himself participated in its design. However, on second thoughts, if she were to keep up this drivel, Aunt Herti might just kill her on the spot. Thus, she swallowed her words, turned to him and smiled awkwardly. “Ahaha… that makes sense.”
“Now we can’t go back by the same route.” Herti sighed and calmly analyzed the situation. “The entrance to the castle’s courtyard and the ancestral graves have been occupied by those monsters. Going back where we came from would be a dead end.”
“We have to find another way out,” Gawain said as he searched his inherited memory. “It’s been seven hundred years since, has the castle not been renovated?”
“The upper parts of the castle have undergone reconstruction, but the foundation hasn’t been modified,” Herti said quickly, “The entrance you mentioned should still be there.”
“Well, that’s great then,” Gawain said, extending his hand to a soldier beside him. “Lend me your sword for a while.”
After taking the longsword from the soldier, Gawain drew a sketch on the ground. He first sketched the top view of the castle’s outline, followed by a side view of the castle roughly divided into three levels. Though the sketches were drawn in a hurry, the different sections of the castle could be made out quite clearly.
“The entrance is here, two levels underground. It’s close to the wine cellar and the granary, at least it used to be. There are two passages to get here, but we would have to enter these passages from the surface, so this is probably not feasible.”
Rebecca looked curiously at Gawain’s sketches. “The wine cellar and granary are still there, but I never knew a third room existed…”
“It’s not a room, but a mezzanine, built with some architectural tricks. It’s hidden between the wall and supporting beams.” Gawain chuckled, “This piece of land wasn’t very peaceful back then. Located at the border, the monsters emerging from the wasteland of Gondor and the soldiers of the old empire who had gone mad would come to attack every ten to fifteen days. The Cecil pioneers pretty much built this according to the demands of a stronghold during a war. In these situations, the hidden passageways and levels were indispensable. They can be used for emergency evacuation and as a supply route when under siege.”
 
Knight Byron took a serious look at the simple map and pulled out his long sword to trace the bottom corner of the map, “So we have to advance to the entrance at the second level of the castle… and not pass through the courtyard or the passages on the ground floor. This is where we are. The ancestral tomb is an underground structure built in the southeast section of the castle. It coincides with about one-third of the castle’s structural base…”
“In this overlapping area, there should be a passage,” Gawain interrupted Byron, “The tomb was built seven hundred years ago. These craftsmen were the same ones who built the fortress. These buildings were built in accordance to the standards and regulations then. They must have made an alternative route.”


With that said, he gave Rebecca a strange look. “You really don’t know anything about this? This knowledge should have been passed down in the Cecil Clan through the generations.”
Rebecca looked down embarrassed. “I…”
“Ancestor, we failed to live up to the glory that you have fought to bring to the family.” Herti bit her lip. With a troubled look, she said, “The Cecil Clan has been through many things in these seven hundred years…”
“Alright, I know,” Gawain waved his hand. This was not the time for telling stories. “After we get out of here, I’ll let you explain to me the things that happened these past seven hundred years. The matter at hand is to find the way to the hidden passageway from the tomb.”
Rebecca, Herti, and Byron squatted down and studied the sketch. Though they were familiar with the Cecil Clan’s castle, they were not familiar with how the tomb was constructed. This seven hundred year old tomb was not just some tourist attraction that could be entered for two silver coins, let alone somewhere they could take a stroll around every few days. Even before the tomb was sealed a hundred years ago, the descendants of the Cecil Clan could only enter the tomb on a few rare occasions in their lifetime—and they were also not allowed to go near their ancestor’s resting grounds.
How would they know where the hidden passageway was!
In the face of this problem, even Gawain’s memory could not be of any help. After all, he certainly did not expect that sometime in the future, he would rise up and find a way out of there…
But just as they were unable to find a solution, Amber, who stayed obediently in a corner, suddenly spoke up, “Hey… I might know a way…”
Immediately, everyone in the tomb turned their attention to the half-elf thief.
Amber’s neck cringed back.
Herti frowned. “How do you know?”


“I…” Amber was a little scared, but upon seeing the encouraging look from Gawain, she grew bold. “That’s where I came in from… it should be in the same direction. I’m guessing that is the hidden passageway.”
Gawain nodded. “Good, you lead the way.”
Amber patted her chest. “As long as you forget that I dug through your ancestor’s graves…”
  Herti glared at the blabbering half-elf, grabbed her staff, and walked toward the tomb’s entrance. Gawain, however, stopped before going on his way.
“Lord Ancestor?” Rebecca looked at him curiously.
“I need a weapon too.” Gawain said. Though he was not the legendary duke who opened up the new territory seven hundred years ago, he still had the common sense to find a weapon to defend himself in a dangerous place like this.
His eyes scanned the tomb. A soldier undid his belt and sword at his waist and was ready to hand it over, but Gawain waved his hand and declined the soldier’s offering. Guided by his memory, he went to the black steel coffin, and poked his head into the coffin in search of something.
From within the coffin, he found a heavy long sword that was entirely black except for faint tinge of red on the blade near the hilt.
The moment he wielded the long sword, a familiar feeling arose. It was as if every wrinkle on the handle of the sword fitted seamlessly with the lines of his palm. Gawain instinctively swung the long sword around. Every swing felt like the result of tons of practice.
He knew that this was the muscle memory left in the body. Even with a different soul, every piece of his muscles still remembered how to use this weapon.
Though it was a pleasant surprise, it was not too unexpected.


Besides the remnant muscle memories, he could also access all of Gawain Cecil’s information on combat. Not only did it include the basic swordsmanship and riding skills, but it also included powers which seemed almost magical to Gawain. This part of the knowledge excited him, but this was not the time for him to experiment and learn about it.
First, he should deal with this terrible situation.
Rebecca’s eyes widened at the sight of the black longsword, and even her voice shook slightly. “This is… the Anzu’s legendary Sword of Pioneers?”
Hearing that, Herti, who had already walked to the entrance, immediately turned back. She stared fixedly at the sword in Gawain’s hand, unable to hide her excitement in her expression. “The Sword of Pioneers?!”
“Currently, it’s just a sharp sword.” Gawain sighed. “It has already been seven hundred years since then. Even if the weapon received elven blessings to be protected from wear and decay, the magic within has already been dispersed. I don’t know how long it would take to recharge it.”
With that said, Gawain turned to look at the coffin. There was a small stone platform, but there was nothing on the platform. Gawain frowned immediately. “Wait a second. I also have a shield that has never left my side, don’t I? Didn’t it get buried with me? What happened to my big shield?”
Herti immediately wore a grim countenance. “Ancestor… Your descendants have once again failed you. A hundred years ago, your descendant Grumman Cecil took the shield of the protector of Anzu Kingdom and lost it on the battlefield…”
 
Herti hesitated when she spoke. Obviously, there were many things that she left out. Perhaps she feared that if she were to spill all of what had happened a hundred years ago, it would be the death of her ancestor, even though it would be really convenient since the coffin was just there…
Though Gawain noticed Herti’s hesitation, he did not expose her. Instead, he frowned and berated, “What a disgrace… Luckily, the sword was still in the coffin. At least, that Grumman hadn’t gotten so crazy to the point of taking my whole outfit from the coffin!”
Herti and Rebecca could only look down as they listened with cold sweat on their faces. Their ancestor had come out of his coffin to berate their grandfather. This was something beyond fantasy. As juniors, every breath they took was extremely pressuring!
Fortunately, Gawain was only slightly annoyed that he was short of a piece of equipment he could use. After the brief berating, he took everyone to leave the tomb.


After coming back to the stone hall from the tomb, Rebecca looked around. Then she waved her hand to one of the corners of the wall, “Betty! Come out! It’s safe now!”
 
Gawain looked over curiously and saw a thin girl, who seemed to be a little size smaller than Rebecca, timidly walking out from the shadows in the corner. The young lady was wearing a skirt made of coarse material. There were adolescent freckles on her face, and her flaxen hair was loose behind her head as she held on tightly to a pan in her hand.
Upon seeing Gawain, apprehension came over the expression of the young lady called Betty. Given her dullness, she probably would never have guessed where this stranger before her had sprung up from…
“This is the castle’s maidservant. We don’t know how she was left behind by the first group of rescuers that broke out. In any case, she somehow followed us here,” Rebecca briefly introduced the young lady. “Betty, this is… ”
A small quake from above the tomb interrupted Rebecca.
“This is no time to chat.” Gawain raised his long sword and looked to Amber. “Now, lead the way.”
Chapter 6: What the Heck Is This
Amber, the great stealth user, professional manipulator of shadows, grave digging enthusiast girl, had a wise saying. “The path is right there. The door is nothing more than an illusory ornament. Once you put aside your mental inhibitions, even a mere celery stalk would be enough to open the door to the royal treasury.”
Okay, perhaps celery did not exist in this world, but to Amber, opening the gate to the ancient tomb was something that did not even require celery.
With a little shadow magic, some understanding of the ancient seals, and a tiny bit of luck, the half-elf thief easily broke the seal to the Cecil Clan’s ancestral tomb. Then, a passageway that even Herti and Rebecca did not know about appeared in front of everyone.
Everyone then followed Amber into the passageway.
The passageway built with rocks and spirit subduing bricks was more spacious than expected. Even Gawain and Byron, who were almost two meters tall and wearing their heavily clad knight armor, did not feel cramped in the passageway. The infusion lamps embedded in the walls on both sides of the passageway had already been expended. But after Herti cast several basic spells, the 700-year-old lamps lit up one after another, lighting up the path ahead.
“I’m really just a little bandit trying to get by,” Amber said modestly as she walked in front of the group, “I’m a descendant of the forest elves. I honor the spirits of those who lived before. Why would I do such a thing as digging their graves?”
Gawain expressed his scorn at her claim, “You still have the cheek to say that when you’re so well-versed at this?”
Perhaps it was because she was sure that she would get to keep her life that the half-elf had skin as thick as the door that she had just opened. “Picking locks and breaking seals are basic skills for our class. Is it wrong for me to be proficient at my basic skills?”
At this time, Rebecca, who was walking in the middle of the team, suddenly asked, “Are you a resident of the Cecil territory?”
Amber’s brow furrowed as she pondered. “I lived here for several years, but I haven’t applied to become a formal resident, but according to the rules of the Cecil territory, if you live for more than three years here and pay taxes on time, you’re counted as a resident… So do you think I’m a resident?”
 
Rebecca shook her head. “If you didn’t apply, then you’re not a resident.”
“Ohhh” Amber dragged the syllable. “Why do you ask then?”


“I’m the Lady of Cecil territory,” Rebecca said seriously, “So if I’m your Lady, it’ll be my responsibility to protect you.”
Amber: “…Well you should have said that earlier! Is it too late to correct myself now?”
With a straight face, Rebecca replied, “Too late.”
Gawain looked at the serious-looking Rebecca, then at the unscrupulous Amber, and he shook his head in amusement.
Though he had woken up to such a mess, the feeling of being a human was much better than being in that damned state previously.
He looked at Herti walking behind him. This lady, his granddaughter of who knew how many generations after him, had taken furtive glances at him several times already. He was waiting for her to start talking, but seeing as she did not seem like she was going to talk anytime soon, he went ahead and asked, “If there’s any questions you have to ask, shoot.”
Herti was a little startled. but she quickly took a deep breath and calmed herself down. Staring at Gawain’s face that looked exactly like the portrait in her clan, she carefully worded, “Ancestor… I still can’t believe that you really are… ”
“Indeed, I’m that Gawain Cecil, that pioneer from seven hundred years ago. I can recite the thirty years of everything I experienced in my life, or would you like me to tell you about the times during the Second Settlement? But to be honest, I’m afraid all these wouldn’t be much proof. A good historian might be able to talk about all these things and be more convincing than me. After all, I’m not that eloquent.” Gawain shrugged. “You wanted to confirm that I’m the real person, right?”
“Please forgive me for having doubts,” Herti said anxiously. “But it is indeed quite… Although there have been stories about resurrections since ancient times, it is quite another matter to see it with my own eyes. I heard that there are some paladins and moon elves that could go into suspended animation for years and even up to decades, relying on the power of the Holy Light and the secrets of elven arts to preserve their soul and life force, but I’ve never heard of human knights capable of doing that. Besides… you were dead for seven hundred years.”
“To tell you the truth, I don’t know what’s going on as well,” Gawain said, shaking his head, although he felt a great urge to fabricate an intricate and logical theory just to scare his great great… great granddaughter, but he could not come up with such a theory from his own knowledge or Gawain Cecil’s memories. Thus, he bluntly admitted that he had no clue how this could all be explained. “Perhaps it has something to do with what I’ve been through in the past. You know that I’ve received blessings from the elementals back when I was leading pioneers to venture into the wilderness. It probably did something to my body.”
“Oh…” Herti remarked incredulously before suddenly looking up at the path ahead.


“There is airflow,” she said in a low voice, “And the magic feels different. We’re probably close to the end of the tomb.”
Gawain nodded, grasping tightly in his hand the Sword of Pioneers as a vague feeling of uneasiness heightened his guard for danger that could lie ahead.
“Be on guard,” said Knight Byron, who was walking with Amber at the front of the pack, as he seemed to have sensed something as well. Unsheathing his steel broadsword, he casually brushed his other hand along the blade, and the blade was illuminated with a bright light. “You three, guard the rear.”
  Shwing! The three soldiers were ready to battle. Though they had only the most basic combat class, they had, after all, managed to live through defending against the monsters. As soldiers trained by the Cecil Clan themselves, their current fearlessness and composure quickly alleviated the nervousness in Amber and Betty, the maidservant who was at the center of the group.
Though the passageway was long, it would soon lead to its end. On both sides of the stone walls, the spirit subduing stones embedded every ten meters that marked the tomb area came to an end. Something like a crossroad with a more open space appeared up ahead.
This was the intersection of the tomb and the castle’s underground system. It was also the center of the network of ancient hidden passageways.
Amber pointed to one of the paths at the crossroad and said, “That’s where I came in from. It leads to a dry well outside the castle, but it’s probably occupied by monsters now.”
Gawain looked to Herti. “Where is west?”
Herti drew a simple magic symbol in the air, and the symbol turned into a glowing ribbon, waving as it pointed to certain direction.
“Over there,” Gawain said, but just as his voice fell, he suddenly sensed danger.
Before he could even give it a thought, his seasoned body had already reacted. With almost pure instinct, he raised the Sword of Pioneers in a parrying motion, and he immediately felt a shock through the sword as though he was hit by a hammer.


His body shook a little, but he steadied himself. Then the attacker finally appeared before everyone. With what seemed like faint murmurings, three tall, swaying figures came walking out from one of the dark tunnels at the crossroad!
They definitely did not look like something out of the natural world. They were more like the monsters that were created and put together using the dark arts of necromancers and warlocks. At nearly three meters tall, they were like shriveled and deformed giants, but their bodies were made of mud-like amorphous substance. The mud-like substance undulated and bubbled on the surface of their bodies and occasionally exposed the red skeleton underneath.
“Ah!” Rebecca exclaimed immediately upon seeing the three monsters while Betty bit her lip as though she could be frightened to tears at any time. Herti raised her staff and stamped it on the ground, casting out a weak buff of clarity which lowered the effect of fear that the monsters had inflicted on everyone. And she quickly said to Gawain, “Ancestor, these are the monsters!”
Gawain had already recovered from the shock of his first encounter with these non-human monsters, his mind bringing up a memory related to this. “It’s these things?!”
The three monsters had already launched their attack again. They were making murmuring sounds as though they were talking in their sleep. Two of the monsters rushed toward Gawain at the same time while the other one raised his arm, conjuring dark energy that condensed into an arrow in front of him. The next moment, the arrow flew straight for Amber, who was standing at the front of the group!
“Wah!” Amber let out a short cry as she immediately shrunk back into the shadow behind Knight Byron. In the next moment, she appeared in another shadow ten meters away. Raising his illuminated broadsword, Knight Byron let out a roar, and he went forth to take on one of the incoming monsters.
“Herti, Rebecca, take the one that can shoot shadow arrows! Try not to use arcane magic, arcane magic is pretty much useless against these things! Amber, you and the soldiers protect the spellcaster!” Gawain shouted. With a swing of his longsword, he boldly rushed forward.
 
He had never wielded a sword to battle before.
He also had never before seen any non-human monsters either.
Despite having gone through transmigration and resurrection, this was the first time he had set foot upon the soils of this other world.
Thus, in that moment, he had absolutely no clue what he could do with the remnant fighting ability in this body, the combat knowledge that did not even belong to him, and an ancient longsword that had lost its magical energy.


But often, fate would not leave you in a circumstance of your own choosing.
 
You are standing here, and the monsters are standing there. With nowhere else to run, an antique sword in your hand, a shield which you might have if it had not been lost a hundred years ago by a good-for-nothing descendant, what else can you do?
F*ck them! F*ck them up!
Is this not just an aberration?
Seven hundred years ago, Gawain Cecil could take on a hundred of them single-handedly!
Could I not take on just the three of them?
Chapter 7: Things of the Past
Grasping the longsword tightly as he rushed toward the strange, fierce-looking monster, Gawain felt no nervousness, hesitation, or fear. If he had to feel something, it was only a tiny sense of being distracted and departing from reality.
He still remembered clearly the moment when his plane crashed.
He still remembered clearly when he was hanging atop this world for hundreds of thousands of years.
He had not adjusted to suddenly becoming Gawain Cecil out of nowhere.
However, in that moment, he grasped the old family longsword tightly, throwing himself at a strange monster that might be a demon or an undead creature.
Boom!
The huge shock was sent through the blade, and all the distracting thoughts instantly disappeared.
With almost pure instinct, he dodged the monster’s claws. Gawain turned his upper body in a small semi-circle. The blade swung and drew an arc in the air slashing toward the monster’s shoulders. As the blade swung down, he tried to utilize the power contained in this body, directing that power to the longsword in his hand.
Upon stimulation by the power, the faint red thread on the blade near the hilt burst with a red light. Like a flame, the light extended rapidly down the blade. As it burned with intense heat, even the surrounding air started to distort.
The three-meter-tall monster felt the threat from the intense heat of the blade. Suddenly, with an agility that completely did not match his large figure, the monster leaned back, and Gawain’s slash missed the monster by a hair.
 
For a moment, Gawain inevitably got excited as he released this magic-like supernatural power from his own hand for the first time. Perhaps it was this moment of excitement that made him unable to grasp the rhythm of the first attack. But soon he composed himself and again infused the power into the longsword.
Sure enough, he was able to call upon Gawain Cecil’s abilities. This body had not yet declined to the extent that no power could be mustered from it. Though he did not know how much power he could draw, it was a huge boost to Gawain’s confidence.


He began to immerse himself in the battle and tried to translate the battle experience that did not belong to him into a power that he could use as quickly as possible.
Meanwhile, Byron was engaged in a tough fight.
The mid-level knight was one of the top fighters in the Cecil territory. His fighting career before he swore loyalty to the Cecil Clan had allowed him to accumulate rare combat experience. However, he had expended too much energy back when the monsters were attacking the castle. Moreover, after being drained by the monster’s strange magic, the invisible injuries further reduced his combat power such that he could only muster forty to fifty percent of his original ability.
Taking on the monster’s repeated attacks, he had no choice but to hold up the longsword tightly, keeping himself from defeat, while saving as much energy as possible and finding the monster’s openings.
Rebecca gathered up her magic and sent out a skull-sized scorching fireball from the front of her staff. The fireball collided in the air with the shadow arrow from the spellcasting monster, causing a shocking explosion. She caught her breath and noticed Byron in danger, and she immediately shouted to the soldiers beside her, “The three of you, go help Byron!”
One of the soldiers hesitated. “But Lady…”
As Rebecca made a new fireball, she shouted, “We’re fine here for now, but if Byron falls, it’ll be over! As Lady, I order you. Go!”
The three soldiers had no choice but to obey the order as they went into battle with Knight Byron against the terrifying monster.
Gradually immersing himself into the battle, the memory and experience that did not belong to him was rapidly becoming his own, improving his ability to control his new body. This process gave him a great sense of accomplishment. When he slowly recovered from this immersion, he realized that he was already beating the monster into a pulp.
The aberration covered in flowing ‘mud’ was not invulnerable. It could still get injured when cut, and it would die when it got cut up too much. Though they were powerful and had a physical advantage, with the right method, the human body could still destroy them.
This was learned from experience seven hundred years ago.


  The monster’s claws passed over his head, Gawain ducked, and with a counter, he sent the sword piercing into the opponent’s thigh. The monster finally let out a murky howl, and its body fell uncontrollably to the side. Taking this chance, Gawain shouted to Byron, “Try to attack their abdomen and lower limbs. Forget the chest, these things have no heart!”
Then he took advantage of this moment when the monster had lost balance, he turned and shifted himself behind the monster, raised the longsword and pierced into the monster’s back. “Besides the abdomen, their other weakness is at the back! Their lower back!”
Getting pointers from the Cecil ancestor, Byron’s spirit rose. With the coordination of the three soldiers, he quickly restrained the monster’s movements. Putting everything on the line, with the monster’s claw pierced through his shoulder armor, he went under the monster’s crotch, turned around and stuck it in its vital part.
The moment before Byron defeated the monster, the monster before Gawain dropped heavily to the ground.
After dealing with the enemy, Gawain immediately looked up at the monster in the distance whose shadow arrow collided with Rebecca’s fireball. But just before he could rush toward the monster, it suddenly let out a mournful howl before being sent into a spasm and falling to the ground.
Amber appeared behind the monster, with steel daggers in each hand that were tempered with poison, “I’m great at poking up asses.”
Rebecca put down her staff, her cheeks slightly reddish after the repeated casting. After catching her breath, she said seriously to correct Amber, “Lord Ancestor said the lower back, not the ass.”
Amber spun the daggers in two quick circles before it disappeared as she stored it somewhere. She stepped over the monster’s carcass and pouted as she walked over to them. “Tch, you have no sense of humor.”
After the monsters died, they began to disintegrate rapidly. The muddy flowing substance on their bodies stopped flowing. Then they gradually dried up, turned into crust, and lots of small cracks formed. As the freely changing “flesh” shed, the monsters quickly turned into a huge, contorted skeleton.
Standing beside the monster he had killed, Gawain watched the decaying process, and he seemed to mutter to himself, “So it was these things that attacked the Cecil territory…”
Herti looked at him curiously, “Ancestor, do you know where these monsters come from?”


From the battle earlier, Gawain had shown great understanding of these monsters that he even gave pointers on how Byron should fight them. Thus, this was something that he could not hide, and neither did he intend to hide this fact.
“We may still encounter them if we stay here. The passageways contain things that can suppress these monsters. They won’t enter so easily,” Gawain said as he walked forward. “I’ll let you in on more details as we go along.”
 
After walking some distance through the ancient underground passageway, Gawain broke the silence, “I did fight these things then. In fact, we mainly dealt with those things then. You should know about the history of the collapse of the Gondor Empire and the Second Settlement, right?”
“Of course.” Rebecca nodded. This history could be said to be a compulsory syllabus that they had to study as children of nobility. “More than seven hundred years ago, the Loren Continent had only one human nation, and that was the Gondor Empire, located in the center of the continent. It was the most powerful empire on the continent at that time. Even the Silver Empire built by the elves in the southern part of the continent didn’t dare to become its enemy. However, there was a disturbance in the Sea of Ether that surrounded this world that caused a catastrophe in the continent of Loren called the The Dark Wave. And the disaster broke out right in the land of Gondor. Almost in the span of a single night, the capital of the Gondor Empire and one-third of the empire was swallowed up by the Dark Wave and disintegrated by the surging elemental power…”
“It didn’t happen overnight. Actually, this process lasted for almost a month. The palace mages of Gondor weren’t doing nothing when faced with the Dark Wave,” Gawain interrupted, then motioned for her to continue talking. “But in the end, it still didn’t really matter. Continue.”
“Oh… oh,” Rebecca blushed, and she continued as though her parents were checking on her homework. “After that, the magical tide spread out from the Gondor Empire and eventually completely destroyed the entire kingdom. That was how the Gondor Empire fell. After that, as the Sea of Ether gradually calmed down. The Dark Wave became less powerful, and the survivors of Gondor began to rebuild civilization. As the central area the continent had turned to wasteland, it was no longer suitable for humans to live. Thus, they with the leadership of a group of pioneers, they ventured in four directions, north, south, east, and west, to leave the ruined empire. This was called the Second Settlement. Lord Ancestor, you were one of the most famous pioneers of that time.”
“Well, you’re pretty good in history,” Gawain praised her. “So you should probably know this too. Even after the end of the Dark Wave, the ruins of the Gondor Empire were still filled with lots of monsters that emerged from the Dark Wave. Those monsters were one of the biggest threats that humans faced in the Second Settlement.”
 
Herti’s eyes widened. “You mean…”
“Yes. Those things were the things that we fought then.” Gawain sighed. “They were born from the Dark Wave. They have the shape of a human, but they’re definitely not human. When the Gondor Empire collapsed, a large number of those monsters emerged from the ruins of the empire, and they continued to spread in all directions, chasing and killing the survivors. Thus, instead of being a journey of pioneering, the Second Settlement was more like a journey of escape. And even after we departed from the ruins of the empire and established a new country at the borders of the continent, the monsters didn’t stop coming. They continued to come from the empire’s ruins, frequently launching attacks on the perimeters of the civilized world… In the ten years after Anzu Kingdom was built, I was dealing with them almost every day.”
Rebecca’s eyes widened, She seemed deeply intrigued by these ancient legendary stories. “Ah, what about after the ten years? Did the monsters stop appearing?”
Gawain chuckled. He reached out to ruffle the girl’s hair, and smiled as he looked at the silly girl. “Silly child, your ancestor had already died by then…”


Rebecca, “…”
Chapter 8: Freedom
Although having only spent less than a day with this great great great great… great grandaughter, Rebecca had made quite an impression on Gawain. On several occasions, Gawain had wondered if the child had ever gotten injured in the head…
But how could it be? Putting aside the fact that she had gone through elite education which was compulsory for aristocratic children, her role as a spellcaster was pretty much enough to prove her intelligence. After all, to conjure a large fireball so easily was not something that just anyone could do…
However, no one else was in the mood to think about how Rebecca did not think before she spoke. Even Herti, who had always been very strict towards Rebecca, was preoccupied with worry. “You mean… these were the monsters that appeared in the Cecil territory seven hundred years ago?”
Gawain sighed. “Seeing as these monsters seem so unfamiliar to you, I presume you haven’t encountered them over these hundreds of years.”
“The years of war with the monsters after the pioneering era came to an end.” Herti shook her head lightly. “Although there are records in the history books, the most recent records are at least six hundred years old… According to what I’ve learned, the monsters that emerged from the ruins of the ancient empire did cause Anzu trouble for a long time, but ever since the elves helped humans to build the sentinel towers, those monsters were then relegated to stories and legends…”
Gawain frowned slightly. “The sentinel towers… Elven buildings can’t have failed so easily.”
“We must report this to the King,” Rebecca suddenly clenched her fist, her expression serious as she said, “The monsters that disappeared without a trace hundreds of years ago has suddenly reappeared within the kingdom. We must send someone back quickly with this information. The Cecil territory has suffered heavy losses from this unforeseen disaster. We… we must seek help from the royal family…”
Gawain thought back to ‘his’ glorious achievements of old. He smiled with confidence and said, “Don’t worry, with Cecil Clan’s standing within Anzu and the impact I made, the city of St. Soniel will spare no effort in helping you to rebuild the territory.”
Unexpectedly, Herti and Rebecca did not seem reassured upon hearing that as odd expressions came over their faces.
Gawain was puzzled. “Uh… What’s wrong?”
 
Could it be that the reputation of the legendary pioneer Gawain Cecil was no longer relevant after these seven hundred years?
“Ancestor…” Herti looked unusually grim. After biting her lip several times, she seemed to have finally made up her mind. “Actually, back in the tomb, I’ve been meaning to tell you something… but I just couldn’t put it into words.”


Gawain had vaguely anticipated what she was going to say, but he still nodded. “Go ahead. I’m listening.”
“The Cecil Clan is no longer as glorious as before. Though you’re still considered to be the legendary Grand Duke who founded the country, but…” Herti looked at Rebecca in a troubled manner. “But now, Rebecca, who inherited the title in the clan, is only a Viscountess. This Cecil territory… is also the last piece of territory of the Cecil Clan.”
Gawain was dumbstruck. “… Huh?! Why do I remember that I was already a duke back when I was ‘dead’, and it was a title that could be inherited continually down the generations? Our territory extended from the Cecil territory to the Plains of the Holy Spirits… What the heck have the descendants of the Cecil Clan done? Did they kill the king or stage a rebellion?”
Herti bowed her head in embarrassment. “… Many things can happen in a span of seven hundred years within the clan and within the country. Today, Anzu is no longer in its first dynasty but the second. Cecil Clan is no longer playing the major role of supporting the royal family. Instead, it has gained a bad reputation and was exiled by the royal family.”
Rebecca added, “A hundred years ago, the last king of the First Dynasty of Anzu, Dallian III, died from a sudden attack of a serious illness. He didn’t leave an heir before he died. There were already oppositions within the royal house, and there was even a dispute about who should succeed Dallian III. After his death, the empress and the chancellors failed to control the situation in time, and in the end, it led to the ‘Fog Month of Turmoil’.
“The royal family members with the right to succession fought for the throne in the Fog Month of year 635 of Anzu calendar. In the third week after the Month of Turmoil, the conflicts in the court escalated into a civil war. The members of the royal family and the great aristocrats that supported them engaged in a military stand off. The Cecil Clan was also drawn into the fight…
“The cause of the ruin was Marquis Grumman. The Grand Duke of the Cecil Clan was already in his old age although still very healthy. He had a strained relationship with his eldest son Grumman Cecil. Marquis Grumman probably sensed that his succession to the title might be threatened… so he secretly planned and participated in the civil war. As he had not inherited the authority in the clan, he didn’t have the power to rally supporters. Thus, Marquis Grumman cast his eyes upon the legendary ancestor…”
Gawain cupped his head. “I remember now. He was the one who took my shield, right?”
Herti nodded and continued after Rebecca. “Marquis Grumman first put the Cecil Grand Duke under house arrest, then he took your sacred object from the ancestral tomb. Subsequently, representing himself as the successor to the Cecil Clan, he announced his support for Prince Tosh. Then, in March of the same year, Prince Tosh was assassinated. After that, Marquis Grumman quickly announced his support for Prince Fidick. In April that year, Prince Frederick lost the battle and killed himself…”
Gawain was quiet.
But that was not all as Herti continued saying, “After that, Marquis Grumman found an uncle of Dallian III. He used his exceptional eloquence to help form the alliance, but on the second month after that, the Grand Duke of the North, Bulon Wilder, who hadn’t intervened in the internal conflict, suddenly pushed a youngster into the limelight, and announced that the boy was the illegitimate son of the king two generations before. Then, the Grand Duke of the North used that as his chip to participate in the civil war and ended the civil war in the Fog Month of year 635 of Anzu calendar. On the day before the civil war ended, Marquis Grumman wanted to make the same move again, declaring his allegiance to the new king, but before he could make his statement, he was attacked by both the enemy and allies on the battlefield, he died in the melee…


“The Second Dynasty of Anzu then took over. Of course, calling it the ‘Second Dynasty’… is still a sensitive topic up to this day.”
Just then, Amber, who had been quietly listening, said musingly, “The whole farce only lasted for a year, but it caused such a big change to the whole kingdom… who wouldn’t have heard about this?”
  “Since the bastard child took on the throne, people have been calling it ‘The Bastard War’ in private circles,” Herti said, “There were a large number of large aristocrats involved in the civil war, so quite a few clans have been implicated, but this is after all part and parcel of aristocracy. Moreover, the kingdom was in extreme chaos at the start of the Second Dynasty, and the new king needed to reinstate order, and this required the power of the old aristocrats. Thus, most of the clans have not been brought to ruin except…”
“Except for those that have been switching sides like crazy?” Gawain could not help but twitch at his mouth. As someone who had spent more than a hundred thousand years in the sky watching over the world, even he did not feel well hearing this whole history. He could only lament at how life was indeed more dramatic than they appeared in novels. At least novels had some basic logic. It was a wonder how Marquis Grumman could be so gifted in such a peculiar way. “I don’t think anyone could have switched sides more than Grumman Cecil, right?”
“After that, the Cecil Clan could never recover from that stumble,” Herti lowered her head. “The fate of the clan could have been even worse, but because of your reputation and the efforts of the old Grand Duke, the clan’s legacy was protected. It was just that the name ‘Cecil’ could no longer play a central role in the kingdom, just like what you see…”
Gawain looked in the direction of Herti’s gaze, at Miss Rebecca Cecil, whose brain had been damaged.
Rebecca noticed Gawain’s gaze and turned to look at him. “Lord Ancestor?”
“How unfortunate, how unfortunate…” Gawain held his forehead. Though he was not really the Cecil Clan’s ancestor, Marquis Grumman’s glorious achievement and the bizarre deeds had reached an extent that it would bring a shock to those who heard of it and tears to those who witnessed it. He was rueful just hearing about it. “And that wastrel still lost my shield…”
Herti and Rebecca: “…”
Their Lord Ancestor once again scolded their grandfather. As juniors, it was indeed better that they just keep their mouths shut.
Fortunately, Gawain was not really the one involved in the incident, so he quickly adjusted his mentality, which impressed upon Herti as astonishingly magnanimous, as he shook his head slightly and said, “Forget it. Pursuing these matters of the past is not going to help our present situation. In any case, these monsters that have reappeared is a huge threat to humanity. The king in the city of St. Soniel may pay no attention to the declining Cecil Clan, but he can’t ignore those monsters. Thus, he must give us the attention as we were the ones who escaped this disaster.”


Herti nodded vigorously. “You’re right.”
After that, Gawain had lost interest in chatting. The dim and cramped underground passageway had eroded their desire to talk. They could only continue down the road and pick up their speed.
Fortunately, the straight underground passageway cut across the entire Cecil territory. The nearest exit was not too far away from the castle. After a quick, long walk, Gawain determined, from his memory, that they had arrived at a suitable exit.
With the earth elementals’ blessing, the ancient stairs in the passageway showed no signs of collapse at all. It was quite fortunate that the exit was not completely covered by dirt and rocks. After removing some roots, vines and soil that were blocking the exit, the fresh breeze caressed their faces.
Freedom.
Knight Byron led the soldiers to leap out of the hole first. After they sent signal that it was safe, the others followed after. Rebecca took a deep breath immediately after climbing up to the surface, and she exclaimed cheerfully, “We’re out!”
 
Gawain followed after Rebecca. and went to the ground. His excitement was no less than Rebecca. In fact, he was even more excited than her.
A vast world.
His first reaction was to look up at the sky.
Unfortunately, it was night time.
But he was also thankful that it allowed him to see the night sky of this otherworld.


 
There was already a faint light in the horizon. The approaching dawn made the starlight in the sky dimmer. The sparse stars seemed to be covered with a layer of fog. They were hazy and far away.
They were stars he did not know about.
The white light in the horizon was getting brighter. Night was ending, and dawn was approaching. The escapees from the underground tunnel were all absorbed in the joy of their new lease on life. And Gawain was filled with even greater excitement as he faced the direction of the rising sun. He opened his arms as though he was going to embrace the sun of this new world.
Then he saw a never before seen, huge, misty, glowing curved surface that gradually rose up the horizon, lighting up this world with its brilliance.
That was not the sun.
Chapter 9: Incinerated
Gawain gazed into the horizon for a long time. The conflict between his knowledge and what was in front of him was so great that for the first few minutes, he could not fathom what he was looking at. Regardless of it, it was a far cry from the sun he had known.
The broad and magnificent arc continued to rise. Its initial ascent was faster than the sun’s, and Gawain thus could observe a small fraction of the cambered surface. It was indeed emanating light, with edges of blurry and hazy color, as though they were made of clouds and mist. He supposed that the light and heat of this world was provided by this object, but it was not as dazzling as the sun such that he could not view it directly—in fact, the opposite was so. Not only could Gawain stare right at the curved surface,he could also make out some fine lines on the arc itself.
After gauging the arc of the thing, Gawain realized that he was staring at something that was tens, if not hundreds, of times bigger than the sun. Of course, its actual diameter had to be smaller than that of a normal star—it was just so close to the planet.
If it continued to rise at this distance, it could very well shroud one-fifth of the entire sky… However, this was merely Gawain’s subjective estimate, for he was feeling overwhelmed by this sight, and his judgment would inevitably be biased.
It was hard to describe the sense of oppression that was brought about by watching a gigantic celestial body surging up in front of oneself.
A quick search of Gawain Cecil’s memory unsurprisingly turned up countless “sunrises” that were equally majestic. The phenomenon in the sky was not something out of the ordinary, but the most normal occurrence in this world.
But, what was the explanation for this?
Gawain soon began to analyze the scene according to the knowledge he had. Perhaps the physics of this world differed from his home planet’s, causing the low efficiency of light and heat from this star. This planet was probably very close to the star in order for it to appear so large, and maybe the reason the earth was yet to be incinerated was because the supposed “star” was not a sun at all, but a hole that radiated light and heat, or was a thingamajig that was not scientific but magical…
What seemed to be more likely, however, would be that the planet he stood on was not orbiting around the sun, but a gas giant. That would mean that it was not a planet at all, but a satellite of the latter, and the thing that rose in the sky…
Was the parent planet of this satellite.
 
It was at this moment that Gawain’s feelings of “otherworldliness” felt more intense than ever.
“Ancestor? Lord Ancestor?” Herti’s voice rang out beside him, surprising Gawain from his deep thoughts.


“Ah… ah?” Gawain came to his senses instantly, looking at his nth great-granddaughter by his side.
The beautiful aristocratic woman, having escaped the dark tunnel and the underground crisis, recovered a little of her former countenance. Bowing slightly to Gawain, she said, “Ancestor, you were daydreaming earlier, but we need to get out of here.”
Gawain faltered and brushed the incident aside. It was then he realized that the entrance of the tunnel had led them to an open hillside with no defenses. To stand there dazedly with no awareness of their surroundings did not seem like a wise thing to do, and he thus nodded. “Let’s head to the high ground to survey the place and ascertain our surroundings. The knowledge of the terrain I have is seven hundred years old, and might not be relevant now.”
Thus, under the direction of Gawain, the party advanced up the hillside a little. On the way, Gawain could not help but look up at the large “sun” several times.
“Lord Ancestor, you’ve been staring at the sun?” Behind him walked Rebecca, and she asked concernedly, “Is there a problem?”
Beside her, Amber quipped casually, “Your ancestor hasn’t seen the light of day for seven hundred years; it’s obviously natural that he’d want to look at the sun a few more times than normal.”
Gawain ignored Amber. Glancing at his n+1th great-granddaughter, he shook his head slightly. Internally, he confirmed that “sun” was what the natives of this world called that thing in the sky too.
Or rather, no matter what language it was spoken in, the word referred to the sun and nothing else in the minds of the people here.
Gawain searched through the memory of the original owner of the body again. After several attempts with some keywords and receiving vague information, he finally lifted his head with some understanding, gazing across the part of the sky that was still slightly dimmed.
In the still unlit part of the sky that still showed its many stars, he spotted a “star” that was about the size of a grain that was brighter than the others.
The people of this world labeled that special star as “Ao”, and attributed many religious and symbolic meanings.


Both his previous conjectures were probably debunked, leaving his reasonable third one.
“Ao” was then the star of this solar system. It was unbelievably far away that the light it shone on Gawain was practically as cold as any other star’s.
And in the cool morning breeze, Gawain arrived at the summit of the hill.
In the distance was a mysteriously scarred land that had been blazed to the ground by the flames of war.
  Just like skin after an acid splash, the land looked decayed and rotting. The vast expanse of rock and soil were charred black, with large cracks shot crookedly all over the earth. the vegetation on the ground had long been putrefied, the remaining trunks twisted as though they had been demonized into the claws of the devil. Further on, they could see collapsed walls, razed homes, and the Cecil Clan’s castle cloaked in smoke.
Giant-like aberrations roamed the devastated soil.
The fields and crops had long since been buried indistinguishably in the waves of monsters that ravaged their land.
“The clan’s territory…” Rebecca knelt on the hill, gritting her teeth with a death-like force. Her eyes were rimmed with red, and tears from fury or sorrow circled in them. She had just become the head of the clan, but had lost seemingly everything before she could even get used to being its leader.
“This is how the land looks like after it has been ruined by monsters,” Gawain sighed. “The Gondor Empire back then was devastated like this within and without. I’d predicted that the decay would have remained in the wasteland of the old empire—instead, new decay appeared in the realm of civilization again.”
Amber broke out in cold sweat. “By the God of Shadows… we’ve been surrounded by those things?”
Herti pondered the clan’s chances of recovery. “Can it still be saved?”


“No.” Gawain shook his head. “You didn’t block the advance of the monsters. They have already formed group resonance, and the elemental contamination caused by the demonic tide is irreversible. Even if all of the aberrations are destroyed, the pollution entrenched in the land will remain for quite a long while.”
“How long will it last?” Herti seemed to refuse to lose hope.
“Has civilization returned to the Gondor Empire?” Gawain asked a seemingly unrelated question.
“… It is still devoid of life. No one dares to tread on the land on the other side of the great barrier.”
Gawain shrugged. “Then it looks like the decay of the Cecil territory would continue for at least seven hundred years as well.”
Rebecca and Herti stared at this ancestor, a little stunned. they could not understand how this great figure, the pioneer of the Cecil Clan, could be so composed in the face of monsters destroying the last of the family’s land—he was neither furious nor sorrowful, as though he was watching something that had nothing to do with him. This attitude scared them a little.
However, Gawain quickly noticed the gazes of the pair and volunteered, “What’s the matter?”
“Lord Ancestor, are you not… angry?” Rebecca asked timidly. “This is the last of the Cecil Clan’s land…”
Gawain was stunned. He realized instantly that he was not fully immersed in the role he was supposed to play, and had tripped up. He hastily put on a straight face and conjured all of this acting skills and said, “Dwelling on such things is of no use. Gawain Cecil is a pioneer, and every inch of family land and wealth was built from scratch by me. If the land is gone, it’s gone. At worst, we can always find new land to settle on. What’s the use of brooding over this?”
Herti and Rebecca nodded hurriedly. As they did so, their hearts filled with admiration for their ancestor. He was as legendary as they said, and his worldview and breadth of mind was indeed different—for he did not know that all the available land had already been split between all the current aristocrats, and the unclaimed lands were the ones that were devoid of life and forbidden areas, so where was this ancestor going to claim land from…
 
“There’s nothing else to see here. The next thing we have to do is plan our itinerary. The first thing to do now is to find a town and convene with the people who broke out.” Taking advantage of the influence he had as their supposed ancestor, Gawain changed the subject swiftly. “I remember a Knight Philip breaking out with a group of people. Do you have an agreed upon meeting place?”


Rebecca answered quickly, “We planned to meet at Tanzan Town up north. If Tanzan was also attacked by the monsters, they would continue north along King’s Road.”
Gawain nodded and was about to set off when a strange feeling made him stop in his steps.
After a moment of pause, he and Knight Byron shouted out almost at the same time, “Duck! Hide!”
Even though they did not know why, Rebecca and Herti still fled with Knight Byron to the protection under a large rock nearby. Amber had already vanished into some cranny of darkness the moment Gawain opened his mouth. Gawain himself took cover behind Rebecca. However, he noticed that the lost little maid Betty was still grasping onto her saucepan with a blank expression, and darted out to pull her back—almost in the next instant, a sense of oppression seemed to descend from the sky upon them.
 
In the rising brilliance of the “great sun”, an elegant and enormous creature sailed across the sky slowly.
It was a gigantic dragon that spanned over ten meters.
In her panic, Herti subconsciously cast a third-level spell of “position distortion”, hiding everyone’s figures, though she was not at all sure that this shallow spell could fool the eyes of such a legendary creature.
However, the humongous dragon did not notice the people on the ground—or maybe just disdained to notice them. He, or she, only flapped their wings languidly, sweeping across the sky with grace and majesty, its eyes reflecting the Cecil territory that had been ruined by the Dark Wave.
Then, with a mouth full of salted soda… er, it spat fire onto the land.
Chapter 10: Back to the Problem at Hand
Dragons.
Such creatures had not been sighted in the mortal world in ages. In fact, to the intelligent beings that inhabited the continent of Loren, dragons were considered to be a beast that existed between the planes of legend and reality. Granted, they were certain that this powerful creature existed, yet no one had actually seen a real one in their lifetime.
The only exception was the secretive and longevous elves who lived in the south. Their long lives made them great historical witnesses, and in the lengthy history of the Elven Empire, their chronicles had actually detailed one or two encounters with dragons.
The elegant but powerful creature, with its deep blue scales and humongous wings, flew across the sky as it breathed lethal fire below. The flames were so hot that they burned white, imbued with magic of the ancients—they were not simply flames. Where the column of fire swept, the earth billowed with huge flames, burning and spreading even without needing any fuel. With a few hot puffs from the dragon, the entire land was completely engulfed in an inferno.
After completing its deed, the brobdingnagian dragon circled around the area for a while, as though inspecting its work, before beating its wings and flying upwards, disappearing into the slowly brightening clouds.
Gawain heard a few deep exhales nearby, including those of Herti. It was only now that everyone dared to breathe freely—if that dragon had hung around any longer, he did not know who was going to pass out and die first.
“D-Dragons… D-Dragons…” Rebecca gripped her staff as she muttered incessantly, “Ancestor, I saw a dragon…”
Gawain cleared his throat. “Ahem, ahem. Tell me about it; I observed it right here.”
It was only then that Rebecca came to her senses. She looked at Gawain awkwardly, before casting an uncertain glance towards the Cecil’s land.
After being ravaged by the tide of monsters, it had been thoroughly incinerated by a dragon. This land was practically useless now.
 
And those monsters… Though they were clumsy as they went after the ill-equipped soldiers, they were only shapeshifters of the lowest levels. Under the dragon’s incinerating breath, they practically vaporised into ashes, and even if some of them survived, their disintegration would begin sooner or later from the dramatic change in their surroundings.
“I thought dragons were a thing of legends,” Knight Byron, who had been taciturn, could not help but remark. The three soldiers by his side were still struggling to get to their feet, but the usually strict knight did not even chastise them, but only frowned. “My lord, have you met a dragon before?”


“No.” Gawain shook his head. “Dragons are a really mysterious breed. Even when half of Loren had been turned upside down seven hundred years ago, they never interfered in worldly matters.”
Though he said this, Gawain was not that surprised by the sight of those huge creatures, for he had seen dragons before, albeit from a different perspective—that when he had hung in the sky, where he had seen these creatures appearing on the continent more than once. However, dragons were indeed mysterious, and even when Gawain had floated in the sky for an eternity, his dragon-sightings were limited. Coupled with the messy trivialities of the images he had seen, he was not able to piece together many characteristics of the dragons.
At this moment, the shadow beside Gawain suddenly shivered twice. He turned around to look, and sure enough, Amber was standing behind him, her elven face still expressing shock.
“I’ve seen a dragon!” Amber shouted noisily. “My mom wouldn’t believe that I’ve seen a dragon! And one that’s sooooo big at that!”
“Alright, alright. We all saw it.” Gawain glared at this cowardly yet clamorous thief. “Where did you go earlier?”
“Inside the crack of a nearby rock,” Amber said as she puffed her chest out proudly. “My escape skills are superb!”
Gawain held his forehead and sighed. “You’re indeed a master when it comes to shadow manipulation, but your combat skills are worse than a goose’s, and nothing to brag about.”
He then shook his head. “It wouldn’t be advantageous to stay here. Let’s hurry up and leave.”
He started down the hill. Even though the dragon had already left, Heavens knew what other strange things would materialize, making leaving this place as soon as possible the topmost priority. However, Herti’s gaze was complicated as she looked at the family’s estate. “Ancestor… that dragon burnt our land.”
“What it had razed was the ruins of our land. Strictly speaking, he had only set fire to the monsters.” Gawain glanced at Herti. Earlier, when the gigantic dragon had spewed its flames, he had carefully observed that it had done so where the monsters were the densest. Even though some of the fire was misdirected, it was obvious where they were intended to be. “The Cecil estate had been no more before the dragon appeared.”
“But…”


“You want to seek justice from the dragon?” Gawain shrugged. “Be practical. If you want to do something, you should get back to civilization and report the news of the monsters and dragon.”
Unable to retort, Herti could only nod. “Understood.”
Actually, Gawain knew how Herti was feeling. The Cecil estate had been her home, the place where she grew up in. Even though her hometown had been razed to the ground, she would not be able to forget it easily—she would at least feel a little uncomfortable about the dragon incinerating what was essentially ruins, even if it had done so to eliminate the monsters.
After all, it could be considered as desecrating the dead.
However, even though he understood her feelings, Gawain felt it difficult to feel this way—after all, he was not even the Cecil Clan’s ancestor, Gawain Cecil, before he climbed out of the coffin…
  With mixed emotions, the band left this area, and faced their next obstacle—a densely wooded forest.
With staff raised in one hand, Herti drew some kind of runes in mid-air. She then looked towards the dense forest and said, “We can only reach the main road through this forest. That’s the only way we’ll be able to reach Tanzan.”
Gawain’s face was brimming with curiosity and envy (even as he tried to mask it) as he stared at the glowing runes above Herti’s palm. “Magic does seem like a convenient thingy…”
“Ancestor?” Herti looked a little confused, before her expression morphed into one of terror. “Have I displeased you with my magic?”
Gawain was surprised. “Ah? Why would I be displeased?”
“Knights have always been the foundation of the Cecil Clan. The orthodox path for members have always been of martial arts and knighthood. Rebecca and I have become mages instead… if it was a hundred years ago, it would have been a problem for us to get a foothold in the family, let alone been able to inherit the right to rule,” Herti explained a little anxiously. “It’s just that… ever since that incident that happened a hundred years ago, the clan’s reputation had taken a nosedive, and with the population growing scarce, there was a lack of disciples with extraordinary strength, which meant that we could only get recognition outside of being knights… But no matter what, this has violated the family’s rules.”


Gawain returned, “Who came up with such a silly rule?”
As an open-minded person, he had always detested pedantry for rules.
However, as soon as he uttered these words, the atmosphere suddenly became weird. Knight Byron immediately pretended to tie his shoelaces—even though he was wearing iron boots—and Herti froze on the spot, while Rebecca raised a timid finger to Gawain himself two seconds later.
Gawain: “…”
Going through his memory of that year…. that had indeed happened.
The youthful and proud hero, Gawain Cecil, had been drinking in light of their triumphant establishment of the Anzu Kingdom with Charlie the First. Both the close friends had tooted their own horns and discussed what the world would then become. During that year, they had painstakingly led their clansmen to escape to the north, and had now become pioneers and founders. They predicted that they would become the first wave of aristocrats, and so long as they lived and had descendants, this posse of founding noblemen would be able to continue their lineage and become ancient families with a wealth of heritage…
Thus, the inebriated pioneers of the kingdom huddled together in reflection. Should they standardize a set of rules and family percepts and things like that, so that their descendants would not forget the spirit of these gang of forefathers? As the pioneers of the pioneers, and the founders of the founders, Gawain Cecil and Charlie the First were undoubtedly looked upon to lead by example.
So, the Gawain Cecil of seven hundred years ago had gulped down a mug of strong beer, looked at the knight’s sword holstered at his side, and raised a hand to pen these lines.
‘Knights are more freaking awesome than mages.’
When Charlie the First saw this line, he was so pleased that he wrote the following line.
‘Gawain speaks the truth.’


The former remark had become the guiding principle of the Cecil Clan, while the latter… the latter had been so strongly opposed by the retinue and advisors of Charlie the First that it had been nullified.
 
The king, who was sober and had the bigger picture in his mind, naturally would not make such a drunken proclamation a policy of the kingdom. However, with all seriousness, Gawain Cecil had implemented this as a clan rule.
After emerging from his memory bank, Gawain cast an awkward glance at both Herti and Rebecca.
He sighed. “I was drunk then. Just pretend that there was no such rule…”
Herti and Rebecca: “…”
Just then, Gawain’s embarrassment was saved by a grumbling emanating from Amber’s stomach.
 
“Though I know it’s kinda inappropriate to break this to you when you’re enjoying your quality family time,” the half-elf girl said as she rubbed her tummy awkwardly, “but I’m a little hungry.”
It was as if the growling from Amber’s stomach was a catalyst, as everyone’s stomach rumbled right after she spoke.
Even Gawain was no exception to this.
It was only then that Gawain realized everyone had not eaten for a long time ever since they had surfaced from that darkened crypt.
Also, he had gone without food for a way longer period of time than anyone else here—the last time he had the pleasure of chewing food, the monkeys on Loren had not even begun to walk upright.
Chapter 11: Long Road Ahead
Venturing out in the otherworld was not quite a romantic affair. Between those exciting relics, magic, monsters, and stories of heroes, there were more practical problems that had to be faced such as eating and sleeping in the wild.
The journey to escape was rushed especially when the castle was breached, and the remaining few guards fought to the very end. No one had the time to prepare a bag full of rations coming out of there. Moreover, the place where they had set off from was the ancestral tomb, and that seemed like no place for food to be stored…
So, when Amber was hungry, everyone became aware of the real problem at hand.
They were surrounded by barren land with not a single patch of grass in sight. Opposite of the hill was Cecil territory, which had been turned into a fiery wasteland, but there was a dense forest a little further down the hill.
In the magic medieval world, forests outside the town areas were synonymous with danger. The places where the lights of civilization could not reach had nothing besides beasts, robbers, and monsters. But it also meant that there were more food in the forests.
Moreover, in order to reach Tanzan Town in the north, they had to pass through this dense forest.
The group found a flat and open place to rest near the edge of the forest. Then they began assigning people to search for food.
Gawain first glanced at the dunce-like maid. The young lady called Betty had a presence that was hardly felt. But she was quite bold. Back when the dragon flew past, she did not come out crying out of fright. Of course, she could also have been scared silly thus explaining her lack of reaction. The young lady was still grasping the saucepan tightly as she stood there nervously. Noticing Gawain looking at her, her neck cringed slightly.
“Betty, Herti, Rebecca, the three of you will stay here. Byron, you stay and keep guard,” Gawain said, “The rest will go hunting with me. That includes you, Amber.”
Betty had no combat ability. Although Herti and Rebecca were mages, they were not suitable for hunting beasts in the woods. Besides, they had already used up lots of energy. Since the battle in the castle, they have not had a chance to meditate and restore their energies. This was a critical problem for spellcasters as they need to be in a healthy state of mind to use their powers. Thus, it would be better for them to stay put and restore their mana as soon as possible so that they could continue to battle in the journey ahead.
 
The three loyal family warriors had of course no complaints to such an arrangement, but Amber’s eyes widened. “Why must I go too? I’m also exhausted!”
Gawain glared at her. “Touch your ears. You’re at least a half-elf. Do you have the cheek to say that your ancestors lived in the trees if you don’t come with me into the forest to hunt?”


Amber flattened her mouth and complained, “You’re discriminating against my race. Who told you that elves must all hunt in the forest. I learn stealth, not rangering…”
“You dug my grave.”
“… Oh well.”
Gawain led the three soldiers and the half-elf, who claimed to be inexperienced, to go hunting in the forest, leaving behind the loyal Knight Byron and the three ladies to stay in their temporary camp.
After casting some alarm runes with what little magic she had left, Herti sat down wearily on the stone. Rebecca had led Betty around the area within Knight Byron’s guarding capabilities and came back with a small bundle of dried branches gathered nearby.
After stacking the branches on the ground, Rebecca stepped back, raised her staff, and recited the most basic fire incantation. Then an unstable bursting fireball formed in the air.
Herti stopped her before the fireball exploded. “I’ll do it.”
After setting up the bonfire with a more appropriate magic flame, the coldness accumulated from walking in the underground tunnel and being exposed to the early morning breeze was finally forced out of their bodies. Herti heaved a breath of relief, and looked at Rebecca languishing, “When are you going to learn a magical skill that is not fireball…”
Rebecca looked down shamefully. “Sorry, Aunt.”
“Stop looking so worthless. Even if you apologize, don’t lower your head like this.” Herti rubbed her forehead in greater frustration. “You’re someone with a title of nobility, okay? Your performance today… To be honest, Ancestor is probably very disappointed in you though he didn’t show it.”n
Rebecca suddenly became nervous. “So… what should I do?”


Herti was stumped for words. She sighed and said, “Sigh, what can you do? From the looks of the clan’s current state, I’m afraid that not a single one of us descendants would be able to please Ancestor’s expectation. The state of us today… is far from the glorious state of the clan back in those days.”
Rebecca pursed her lips tightly. As a child, who obediently followed the path of typical children of nobility, the recent series of events was more than what she was ready for. She had no teachers that taught her how to deal with these things, whether it be the Dark Wave or the attack of the monsters, or how her ancestor came climbing out of his coffin. The young viscountess was left bewildered in the face of all these events.
After some silence, Rebecca finally plucked up her courage and said, “Aunt, do you think Ancestor… Is he really resurrected?”
Herti looked into Rebecca’s eyes. She could easily guess what her niece was thinking.
“Are you suspecting that Ancestor, or his resurrection?”
“Actually I know I shouldn’t be suspecting this, but this… is really quite hard to believe.”
  “I feel the same way, but we saw what happened.” Herti shook her head. “Remember the first lesson that every mage apprentice has to go through? It isn’t theoretical knowledge or formulas for magic, but a maxim: ‘The truth may run counter to common sense, but the truth will always be the truth.’ This is also valid in areas outside magic.”
Seeing as Rebecca was starting to ponder over it, Herti added in a low voice, “No matter what caused Ancestor to wake up from his long slumber, the resurrection of Cecil Clan’s ancestor remains a fact…”
Betty glanced at the two mistresses and realized that she did not understand what they were talking about, so she lowered her head and continued to hold her precious saucepan idly.
Soon, Gawain, who had gone hunting, returned with Amber and the three soldiers.
They did not have a bountiful catch, but it was still quite acceptable. They brought back three rabbits, two which they could not name, a large bird with gorgeous feathers, and they also picked up a bunch of wild fruits on the way. It should not be a problem to satisfy their hunger.


Watching as Amber skillfully handled the bodies of the catch, Gawain curled his lips. “You were saying that you couldn’t hunt? Your skills are on par with the gray elves of the Moss Woods!”
Moss Woods was a vast forest located on the border between Anzu Kingdom and the tribal country of Augari to the west of it. The gray elves, an elf subspecies, that lived in the Moss Woods were considered to be the best hunters in the world. To speak of their abilities to hunt prey in forests, they were even better than forest elves. When Gawain realized that he urgently needed to brush up on his general knowledge of this world, he took some time while he was free to search the memory. He had only just learned the information about this and quickly put it to use.
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While sorting out the guts of the beautiful big bird, Amber replied without looking up, “Truly a hero of seven hundred years ago. That information about gray elves should be at least a few hundreds of years old, right? Do you know that gray elves are now trading medicinal ingredients, and are no longer hunting?”
“…”
Amber continued working with her hands, skillfully skewering the food on a long wooden stick, set it by the bonfire, and she then glanced at Gawain and said, “I’m telling you I’m really no good at hunting. Though I am a half-elf, ever since my earliest memory, I have been living in human society. It was an old bandit who brought me up…”
“Then your skills…”
“Although I don’t hunt, I steal chickens.” Amber laughed like a child who could still joke with the person whose grave she just dug. “That’s where I learned it from.”
“…”
Hearing what Amber said, Herti frowned mildly. “How uncouth.”
Amber waggled her finger at her, “Yes, yes, I’m uncouth. Ah, but I’m a thief. I can only grab a few copper coins from the pockets of those that pass me by. How can I compare to you nobles who live in castles and can overtly take from the pockets of the residents?”


Before Amber’s voice fell, Knight Byron’s longsword made a ‘schwing’, and was held at her neck.
The half-elf instantly broke out in cold sweat.
Gawain waved his hand, motioning for Byron to put the sword away, and then he looked at Amber curiously. “That’s strange. Forget other things, but why haven’t you been beaten to death with that mouth of yours?”
 
Before the half-elf girl could utter a sound, Gawain wagged his head smugly and said, “You’re a pro at escaping, right?”
“…”
“Okay, let’s set aside all our class differences and conflicts. We’re all in the same boat now.” Gawain let out a breath of relief, grabbed a fruit from the side, and brought it to his mouth. “Let’s all regain our strength. Mages, make use of this time to meditate to restore your mana. We must set off before noon. We have already spent a night underground, and we must not waste the day ahead.”
“Betty, put that aside for now,” Rebecca glanced at her maidservant and kindly reminded her, “You’re not going to use it now.”
Betty looked at her mistress, then at the pan in her hand as though in hesitation.
 
Gawain was curious. “Speaking of which, why do you keep holding this pan?”
Betty was a little scared of Gawain. Her neck cringed as she clutched the handle of the pan tightly. “Madam Hansen told me that I’ll be responsible for frying sausages and bread… using this pan.”
“Madam Hansen is in charge of the kitchen in the castle,” Herti whispered to Gawain. “But she’s dead.”


Gawain sighed as he looked at the young lady with freckles on her face.
“This pan is yours, and it’ll always be yours,” he said, “Now you can set it aside and come over to eat.”
Chapter 12: Shadow
A nameless forest.
In this undeveloped region far from civilization, nameless places like this were very common. Though all pieces of land came under certain territories, not all of them had undergone development.
The kingdom had no spare manpower and resources to develop the border areas near the Gondor wasteland. And since the elves helped the humans build great walls that surrounded the entire Gondor wasteland with sentinel towers as nodes along the walls, the countries did not need to station too many soldiers at the border to deal with the monsters that occasionally wandered over from the wasteland. Thus, the border fell into a vicious circle of continuous decline.
There were other ways of traveling from Cecil territory to Tanzan Town in the north, but the path through the forest was one of the shortest routes. If they were to choose the other routes, they would either have to take a long detour to bypass the whole area or to pass through lawless areas that were even more dangerous, both of which would be unwise.
The deeper they ventured into the woods, the darker it became. The decaying leaves accumulated on the ground were becoming annoying. Although it was not too big of a forest, the wild growth of the plants in the forest without human interference was an eye opener for Gawain. In his previous life, he lived in a man-made concrete jungle. After transmigrating, he could only observe this world from a distance. At this moment as he stepped foot through the forest himself, he realized that his idea of nature had been too superficial.
Fortunately, he was gradually getting used to this body. His strong physical capabilities and all of his innate qualities enabled him to easily take on the challenge of surviving in the wilderness. Knight Byron and Amber, who were with him, also had no shortage of experience trekking through the wilderness. Thus, the journey had not been too terrible for them.
However, Herti had to suffer a little. Though the Cecil Clan had declined, they were after all a long-standing aristocratic family that had been loyal to the royal family. As a true aristocratic woman, Herti was no doubt well-trained and hardworking within the aristocratic circles, but in the wilderness, she still required more experience.
Besides, a mage would not have much physical strength.
However, Rebecca’s performance was quite surprising to Gawain. This young lady, who seemed like a high school girl on earth, never once straggled behind. When they were running through the forest with no paths, she performed no worse than the tall and strong soldiers. Gawain asked her about it curiously, and Rebecca answered quite embarrassed, “I was quite wild when I was a child. I’d always run around like boys and even venture into the woods to explore. At that time, I had not shown any magical talent, and my father thought that I might be able to become a Knight… but I let him down in the end. But even though I couldn’t go on the path to becoming a Knight, I still take the time to train myself. After all, Ancestor said that one must first have a strong physique in order to be a leader that protects the people… ”
Gawain nodded silently. Though this nth+1 great granddaughter of his seemed occasionally to have suffered brain injuries, she was quite a down-to-earth and upright character.
 
This was rare in aristocratic circles.
This nth great granddaughter who was nearly short of breath should really learn a thing or two from her.


“There may be some monsters deep in the forest, but they won’t be too powerful.” Knight Byron picked up a lump of dark substance from the ground with his longsword. The lump slowly became transparent at the tip of his sword and gradually dissipated in the air. “Shadow elemental enrichment. There should be a natural magic focal point somewhere in the middle of this forest, but it’s probably the weak kind.”
“It must be really weak,” Amber swirled the dagger around as she looked around and sized up the situation. “If there was a high-grade magic focal point, the Association of Mystics or the Association of Astrologers would have declared this forest to be their territory a long time ago. Besides, from the look of these plants around here… There is no sign of them being affected. This means that the elemental enrichment is not strong enough to even affect these plants.”
Gawain looked at the two wilderness survival experts with a bit of surprise, “You guys seem real knowledgeable, huh?”
Rebecca glanced at Byron, “Uncle Byron was a mercenary before he swore allegiance to my father.”
Byron did not seem too fond of talking about the past. “It’s all in the past, Miss.”
The small dagger in Amber’s hand was spinning even faster. “Pfft, looking so battle-scarred. Who doesn’t have a past?”
Though the half-elf girl’s face had an expression saying ‘I’ve got an impressive backstory too, ask me about it!’, Gawain had no intention of entertaining this young lady. Just from spending a day and a half’s time together, it was enough for Gawain to learn her tendencies. That rich experience she had in the wilderness must have been gained as she was being chased all around the city by the guards and then fled into the wilderness when she had nowhere else to run. But if you were really going to ask her, she would definitely spin a hair-raising thriller of a story for you—like how she had traveled the entire continent and even laughed with the Elf King or something in that vein…
As they were talking, they had already walked some distance towards the deeper part of the forest. The surrounding trees were becoming denser, and the rays of light shining through the canopy were becoming sparser.
Gawain looked up. Between the shadowy branches, the giant sun was scattered into dots of light as if there was a huge plate hung upside down in the sky, and the sunlight reaching his body felt a little cooler.
Betty, the weakest among them, could not help but sneeze. She felt her hands becoming so cold that she almost dropped the pan.
Amber stopped spinning her dagger, and she suddenly bent down. Her light colored eyes flickered in alert. She looked at Gawain, and her breath came out in a white puff as she said, “Don’t you guys feel that… it’s getting a little too cold here? ”


  Herti suddenly looked serious, suppressing her lethargy of being on the road. She raised her staff, stamped it forcefully to the ground, and uttered a mouthful of hard-to-pronounce incantation, casting the Detection spell.
This was a common spell that could be learned once a person become a level two mage. As one continued to level up to become a Master Mage at level nine, the spell would correspond to different spell moulds. This was not an offensive spell, and its purpose was to detect hidden energy phenomena within a certain area of effect such as hidden magic traps or invisible energy fields. Upon fully casting the spell, it could detect energy traces up to one level higher than that of the spellcaster. Herti was a level three mage.
Though Herti was a level three mage (the highest level for Novices), being of lower level than Byron who was an Intermediate (though only starting out), the convenience and versatility of her spells could be more useful than physical combat powers.
As Detection started to take effect, Gawain noticed fog shrouding the surrounding.
No, it was not fog, but it was spiritual energy, which was hidden previously, so dense that it was affecting the physical realm.
They gathered from all sides and grew stronger. Then, it became so dense that it was almost impossible to see past the trees more than ten meters away. In the pale fog, a hazy figure seemed to flash past.
Betty’s eyes widened in horror. Just as she was about to scream, Gawain stopped her mouth. “Shh, don’t make a sound. It’ll alarm the thing in the fog.”
The young lady’s eyes were pried wide open, tears almost flowing out. She nodded as she grasped the pan in her hand tightly.
Gawain could not help but shake his head and thought, ‘She didn’t cry when she saw the dragon earlier, but she’s being so frightened now. People sure have different weaknesses.’
“What are these things?” Rebecca was also slightly scared. She clasped her staff tightly. At the tip of her staff, there were already small fiery sparks jumping, “When did we get surrounded… by these things?”
“Mist Wraith, damn it.” Herti gritted her teeth. “Why is this thing here?”


Mist Wraith. Gawain had already found information about this from his memories. It was something that could occur either naturally or made by man. Natural occurrence was more common. In places where shadow energy gathered and undead wandered, the Mist Wraith had a very low probability of appearing. It was part of the shadows. But with the presence of undead, it would become extremely destructive. However, Mist Wraiths would not be visible after forming. They would form in the spiritual realm, and in the physical realm, humans would not be able to see even a trace of it.
 
Unless the victim had already stepped into the mist.
It would slowly kill the victim before he could even realize it through the use of coldness and planting illusions and fear into the mind of the victim. Typically, a normal person would die before knowing what hit them if they were to step into the mist because they would not be able to see anything.
The dense fog would not appear until the moment when their souls fell into the shadow realm, and it would take hold of their memories in their near death state.
It was also possible to artificially create the Mist Wraith, but the prerequisites would be extremely demanding, and the effect was not as good as other spells of the same level. Thus, those Necrolytes would not waste their time on such a thing.
Gawain had already pulled out his Sword of Pioneers, but he had yet to launch any attacks. Mist Wraiths were very special. Though one would receive damage as soon as one entered its range, the Mist Wraith would not be the first to attack. This damage were only the effect of the ‘hostile environment’ that was an intrinsic attribute of the Mist Wraith. It would only go berserk when the ‘thing’ in the mist was disturbed.
 
A Mist Wraith would be very hard to stop in berserk mode.
Gawain was not sure if the mist had already been disturbed, so instead of ordering an attack, he carefully searched for thin sections of the mist so that they could prepare to break out. But just as he did so, a light, ethereal laughter from the mist suddenly reached his ears.
Sh*t! He was being played by a lump of mist!
Gawain immediately raised his longsword and swung the sword in the direction of the sound. A dark red light projected from the blade and split the fuzzy figure from the mist into two.
“Fire at that white thing scurrying in the mist!”
Chapter 13: Shadow Realm
The odd, ethereal laughter came from the mist again as though a frivolous woman was laughing at the confused bunch of lost travelers who had stepped into the mist. The illusory image split into half by Gawain did vanish, but in an instant, it formed itself again in another part of the mist.
This cloud of Mist Wraith… was actually conscious!
Realizing this, Herti felt cold sweat breaking out on her forehead.
That mist first acted like it was unconscious making everyone think that the situation was not too critical, letting them look for a chance to break out. However, as time passed while they looked for an opportunity, their strength was continually weakened by the mist. When Gawain and the party was ready to break out, they had already received damage to different extents. At this point, the wraith’s sudden move would only lead to unthinkable consequences.
But perhaps it was a flaw of the consciousness of this undead creature as its (or their) ethereal laughter from the mist had undermined its own trap.
But even so, the situation was still desperate.
Normal soldiers were not very helpful in dealing with such strange enemies. They had no choice but to rely on the willpower attained from the tough training they had gone through to resist the malice and fear that was constantly exuded by the mist. Betty, who had no combat ability at all, was brought to the center of the group to be guarded. Knight Byron’s longsword burned with intense heat. He continued to disperse the cold with his sword, and sliced up the numerous phantom arms reaching out from the mist. Under his guard, Herti And Rebecca could then have a more conducive environment to cast their spells.
Herti recited the incantation, continually using various low level support spells to weaken the power of the surrounding mist, but Rebecca’s attack was much simpler and more violent. Waving her staff, there was only one spell that she kept using the whole time—Fireball.
Fireballs of all sizes were sent flying from the tip of Rebecca’s staff to the mist, causing a series of explosions, but it was not very effective. The fire were certainly effective on suppressing undead creatures, but the Mist Wraith was something special. It was thin yet widespread. Without a solid body that could take on the explosive damage, as the ball of fire exploded in the mist, most of its lethality would be lost.
“Don’t use fireballs!” Gawain noticed Rebecca’s style of attack, and he quickly shouted to her, “Use wide-ranged spells. It doesn’t have to be too powerful, but it must have a large area of effect! Otherwise this mist will disperse the damage!”
 
Rebecca yelled, “But I can only use fireball!”
Gawain was startled. “What?!”


“Rebecca can only use fireball!” Herti sounded quite exasperated. “After five years of learning, that’s all she can do!”
Rebecca flushed red in the face. Frustrated by her ineptitude in magic, she gathered the powerful magic energy, almost using up every effort in her to shape it into the spell mould. Then with a wave of her staff, a fireball… of the size of a washbasin flew toward the densest part in the mist.
The sudden enlightenment before the battle that would result in a shocking turn of the tide—those things never happened.
This extreme fireball caused an extreme explosion, and even the mist in front of everyone became slightly thinner. However, almost in an instant, the gaps in the mist was filled again. Worse still, Gawain suddenly heard a cry of fear and anger from behind.
One of the clan’s soldiers’ eyes were blood red. The Mist Wraith’s negative energy had finally utterly defeated the soldier’s spirit, and the damage to his spirit was immediately manifested on his body. Like parchment drying in the wind, his skin quickly became dry and pale. He was howling madly. He raised his longsword up high and began to swing his sword wildly as if there were enemies in all directions.
The other two soldiers nearby noticed and responded. After avoiding his random attacks, they swarmed up and pinned down the poor guy who had gone mad.
The soldier, who was being held down, was struggling wildly. His flesh seemed as though it was trying to leave his body as he squirmed and contorted. His eyes widened in rage, and he finally howled hoarsely, “Kill me! Kill me!”
However, blood, like dark clouds, gathered in the eyes of the two soldiers as they had no reactions to the request of their comrade.
They were also about to lose their minds.
Seeing this, Gawain immediately pierced the Sword of Pioneers into the ground, utilizing the power that came with his body according to the method found in the memory, “Mind Shock!”
This was one of the few Knight’s abilities that had an effect on the mind. A strong willpower would sweep across the battlefield, causing a suppressive effect on the minds of hostile targets, and it could also have a powerful boosting effect on people on their side.


When Mind Shock was in effect, the fear in the two soldiers quickly dissipated, but the poor guy, who was pressed to the ground, had been completely broken in spirit by the Mist Wraith. After some more struggling, the soldier stopped moving completely.
Gawain’s gaze quickly swept across the battlefield. He noticed that the surrounding mist did not show any signs of weakening but was instead becoming denser after Herti and Rebecca’s attacks, and Betty, who was standing where the three soldiers were previously, had disappeared.
“Where’s Betty?!” Gawain became tense, and he shouted, “Betty!”
Amber jumped out of the shadows nearby. “I just saw that young lady run into the mist. She seemed like she was sleepwalking!”
“Damned… she lost control of her mind.” Gawain was surprised. “Why is this Mist Wraith situation so weird?!”
  Amber looked horrified. “I don’t know what’s weird about this, but it’s already very bad!”
“The Mist Wraith is showing no signs of dissipating. Logically speaking, even if the mist is powerful, it should at least be weakened a little,” Gawain said rapidly, making a conclusion from the information according to his memories. Although those memories were not his, he found that as long as he put it to use, they would be as useful as his own knowledge and experience. “And we have also determined earlier that the magic focal point here isn’t very strong. With such a typical magic focal point, why is a Mist Wraith that even has intelligence spawning here?”
Amber was quick-witted and understood immediately. “You mean that this mist didn’t spawn naturally? Is there some artificial energy sources sustaining it?”
“It’s not necessarily an artificial energy source, but there must be something to sustain it—” Gawain’s brows furrowed as he stared at the mist as though he was trying to see through the mist and find out what it was made of. “And the thing that is sustaining it should be nearby. It’s just that it’s messing up our senses, and we can’t see it!”
“But Herti has already used Detection…” Amber said in puzzlement. Then her eyes widened suddenly. “… Could it be that it isn’t on this ‘level’?!”
Before her words fell, Gawain saw the half-elf girl suddenly jump backward, and just like that, she disappeared into the air.


No, she did not disappear.
Gawain noticed that there was an abnormal shadow drifting across the ground nearby. It was a vague humanoid silhouette. He could vaguely make out that it was Amber’s silhouette. This silhouette with only a shadow and no body seemed as though it was teleporting in the vicinity. Jumping and shifting from surface to surface, it occasionally appeared on the ground or the nearby tree trunks. After jumping a few times, it really disappeared completely.
That was not a real shadow, but it was the “reflection” that was projected onto the physical realm as Amber traveled along the edge of the physical realm in her shadow state.
Such a simple, crude, but powerful “Shadow Walk” became an eye opener for Gawain.
Where exactly did this half-elf bandit come from?
Before Gawain could come out with even more questions, Amber’s figure suddenly appeared in the air again. She rushed forward. Just when Gawain was about to ask about the situation, she grabbed his arm and pulled him with a jerk.
Gawain staggered for a moment. Then he felt himself passing through a layer of cold, illusory barrier. When his vision regained focus, the surroundings had already changed.
The colors on everything were gone. It was only black and white everywhere. A thin layer of mist shrouded this world. The mist was cold, but it did not have the effect of draining his energy as did the Mist Wraith.
Gawain looked around and noticed that the forest had disappeared, but there were dry tree stumps, one after another, on the ground. and the positions of those stumps exactly matched the positions of the trees in the forest.
Everyone, including Herti, was standing not far from him, but they were motionless as if they were under a petrification spell.
Rebecca’s position was closest to Gawain. She maintained a tight grip on her staff, her face was tense, but her eyes seemed lifeless. She looked forward blankly, turned into a gray ‘statue’. The texture of her skin was like crudely made ceramics.


Threads of black mist rose from the ground nearby, entering their bodies, and creating tiny cracks in their ceramic-like bodies.
 
This strange scene made Gawain subconsciously turn to look at his hands. After confirming that his hands were still human hands, he heaved a breath of relief. Then he grasped tightly the Sword of Pioneers, walked quickly toward Rebecca, ready to slice those obviously harmful black mists.
But just when he took half a step, Amber suddenly appeared beside him. The half-elf girl clutched his arm tightly. “Don’t go near. External force won’t be able to help them. It might even make the situation worse.”
Gawain looked at Amber in astonishment. In this black and white world, she actually had a different look.
Her hair grew long and floated behind her as if there was no gravity. And in that moment, those light brown eyes were filled with a mild golden radiance. A black ball that looked like flame gathered under her feet, continually dispersing and condensing back again.
There was nothing in Gawain Cecil’s memory that could explain this phenomena before him.
 
“Don’t ask me too many questions. It’d be awkward if you asked and I don’t answer, especially after I just dug your grave. It’d make me feel guilty,” Amber said rapidly, “We have limited time. This is the first time I’m entering such a ‘deep’ place. By bringing you here, God knows how long this can last.”
“Where is this place?” Gawain asked his most pressing concern.
“Shadow realm,” Amber said mildly, and she stuck out her lips toward where Herti and the others were. “Watch.”
It was the position where Betty and the soldiers were at in the beginning. But one of the soldiers had fallen to the ground and turned into countless pale fragments. They really looked like broken ceramics. Meanwhile, the others, like Rebecca , still kept in the same movement and expression as when they had made contact with the Mist Wraith.
However, it was just that beneath Betty’s feet was a row of faintly glowing small footprints that continued forward…
Chapter 14: Wild Mage
In the shadow realm.
Gawain did not know what the current human nations understood about the shadow realm, but within his inherited memories, he found that the Gondor Empire, more than seven hundred years ago, had done quite some research in this area. The scholars, who studied even till their old age, studied those dull books and data all day. They stared at the lattice rule that was stuck into the magic well to infer how the world truly looked like, and they had a classic model used to describe the ‘layering’ of the world.
In this classic model, scholars believe that the world was divided into several ‘layers’, of which the uppermost layer was the most stable physical realm. Everything within the physical realm adhered to laws of behavior that could be interacted with and observed easily, and it was also the layer where most creatures lived. The layer below the physical realm was the shadow realm that most humans could not directly access. The shadow realm was a twisted reflection of the physical realm. Normal humans would not be able to directly access and observe it, but they could sense and measure it through using the magic and spiritual skills. The layer below the shadow realm was the gloomshade realm, which was an even more incorporeal and secretive area, a reflection of the shadow realm. It was so inaccessible that it would not be reached with any magical or spiritual power. Some lucky mages had caught a few creatures of the shadow realm that had the basic intelligence for communication and speculated the existence of the gloomshade realm according to what little words they could make out of those creatures.
And there were some even more radical scholars that had extended this classic model. They believed that there might be a deeper layer below the gloomshade realm. But that layer would belong to the realm of gods, a realm, the ‘Origin’, created by the god of creation when he created this world, an area where mortals would not be able to study.
According to Gawain’s understanding, this model was like layers of translucent kraft papers. Reality was what you would see from the front. And the shadows of this reality would be projected onto the layers of paper behind it. The further behind was the layer, the more fuzzy and warped it became.
He and Amber were located behind the first piece of paper—the shadow realm.
Even the second layer was already a place where most humans had never set foot upon.
He was discerning enough not to ask Amber about how she had the ability to enter the shadow realm at that moment. Moreover, judging from what Amber said earlier, this was her first time ‘entering such a deep place’, thus he probably would not get any answer from her.
There were still many secrets of this world worth exploring and many things could not be understood by hanging in the sky for a long time.
A simple conclusion led Gawain to believe that following Betty’s footsteps would be their only way to move forward.
 
But before leaving this place, he looked back uneasily. Herti, Rebecca and the others were still standing there in that ‘ceramic doll’ state. Their real bodies were defending against the Mist Wraith’s attack in the real world, but in the shadow realm, they were stuck in that instant when they were attacked. And the black mist permeating from the ground continued to disintegrate them.
Fortunately, judging by the speed at which the mist was corroding them, they still had some time left.


“Perhaps this is the Mist Wraith’s true form.” Amber looked in the direction of Gawain’s gaze, shook her head, and said, “How much do you think we should ask if we were to sell this piece of discovery to the Association of Mystics or Association of Astrologers?”
“They will force you to drink potions, tie a recording crystal to your head, put a tracking spell on you, and throw you into the shadow realm to be used as their scout-woman,” Gawain gave Amber the roll of the eyes. “Follow along. We have business to attend to. ”
As Amber followed behind Gawain, she continued to ramble on, “But you can show up personally, right? As the founding father of Anzu, they wouldn’t feed you potions, would they?”
“What do you think?” Gawain scoffed. “They were happy to hang me on the wall, write me in the books, and put me on the table. Even the king was willing to take his whole family to give me a bouquet personally and give himself a three-days vacation. It had no risk, and it would give him a reputation too. But if they found out that this ancestor had really popped out of the coffin, I’m afraid the first reaction of those people who put me there would want to push me back into the coffin, then hammer in two hundred nails in every direction. If they were a bit more ruthless, they would probably pour molten lead into my mouth… ”
Amber was stupefied. “Why?!”
Gawain looked at this half-elf who could not get the point, and he shot back at her irritably, “Because the three days of tomb sweeping across the country would be gone!!”
With that said, Gawain strode forward in large steps, leaving Amber behind who finally came back with a reply, “Wait a minute! You’re wrong! They don’t take a holiday when sweeping your tomb! It’s only when they offer sacrifices to the founding kings! You died early, so I guess you don’t know… ”
Gawain almost fell head first to the ground.
But although he dispelled Amber’s idea selling information about the shadow realm, Gawain had his own plan. He was filled with curiosity about this shadow realm, or perhaps… he was very curious about this entire world.
Thus, he wanted to understand everything about this world.
The footprints did not go very far.


Perhaps this was a special characteristic of the shadow realm. The way of judging distance that they had been so used to in the physical realm was not very effective here. Gawain and Amber had only walked a short distance following the footprints when a wooden house suddenly appeared in front of them.
The wooden house was small and worn out. It must have been around for a long time. He could see surrounding the wooden house was a circle of damaged fencing. From what was left of the fence, it was hardly able to be of any use as protection. Then, at the corner of the house, Gawain noticed color.
It was the color of moss, which was very eye-catching in this monochrome world. As time passed, the small patch of color was fading away quickly.
Betty’s footprints continued to to the cabin door.
Amber pulled out her small dagger and gestured nervously in front of her chest, “Later, you sir can use your Heavenly Descent and rush in and hack at everything. I’ll support you from behind…”
Gawain thought for a moment, and held back his impulse to grab Amber by the collar and throw her in to clear the way. Instead, with one hand on the handle of the Sword of Pioneers, he carefully pushed open the large gray door with the other hand.
However, there was no attack.
  The wooden house was just an ordinary house, old and run down, like an old monochrome photo.
But there was someone inside.
A man with an unkempt beard and wearing a shabby robe sat behind a square table in the middle of the wooden house. He looked so haggard that Gawain could not tell his true age. Behind this man were two wooden shelves filled with bottles and jars and an old alchemy table.
The devices needed for magic experiments were everywhere in the room, but they were all piled up with other junk. Any normal mage would probably want to cry at the sight of such a miserable scene.


The man behind the square table looked up in Gawain’s direction, and he gave a stiff smile. “Ah, guests. It’s been a long time since anyone visited my laboratory. And there are two of you?”
Amber poked her head out from behind Gawain. The half-elf girl showed a guarded expression, “We’re… not fighting?”
Gawain did not pull out his sword, but he did not keep his hand too far away from the handle. Maintaining his readiness to attack at any instant, he stepped into the wooden house. “We’re passing by, looking for a person. She’s a girl of about fifteen or sixteen years old, and she carries a pan…”
However, the man behind the table seemed as though he did not hear what Gawain said. He only smiled slowly and gave a faint nod. “Please take a seat. Annie is preparing lunch. There’s no place to rest deep in the old forest. If you don’t mind, stay for a meal.”
“Annie?” Gawain asked instinctively.
“She’s my daughter.” the man smiled. “She’s a very nice girl.”
Then a girl exclaimed from the side, “Lord?”
Gawain looked in the direction of the voice and saw Betty looking surprised as she stood beside a small door at the corner of the wooden house.
“Betty? It’s great that you’re okay.” Gawain immediately heaved a breath of relief. “I’m here to take you back.”
However, Betty shook her head faintly, and the man behind the square table looked at the young lady, asking gently, “Annie, is lunch ready?”
Betty nodded obediently. “It’ll be ready soon, Father.”


The young lady turned around and went back to the kitchen. Gawain and Amber exchanged looks. Upon confirming that the weird man behind the square table was not responding, they followed behind her.
Betty was cooking in the kitchen. Using her precious pan, pale white flames danced at the stove, and on the pan were sausages that were being fried and making sizzling sounds.
Amber’s concern was odd. “You can even cook in the shadow realm?”
“What’s going on?” Gawain came over to Betty and asked in a low voice.
From the young lady’s demeanor, he could tell that she had not been put under spells like mind control, but she was staying here to cook of her own choosing. And she was calling the weird man outside “Father”. Now that was truly quite strange.
 
“I don’t quite understand too.” Betty’s face was as confused as ever, “But the man outside seemed to treat me as his daughter …”
Amber’s eyes widened. “So you just take him as your Father so obediently?”
Betty shook her head. “He’s very pitiable… so I wanted to cook for him before leaving.”
Gawain and Amber looked at each other.
Then Betty suddenly reached into her maidservant’s skirt pocket, took out an old notebook, and handed it to Gawain.
 
“Lord, this is… the man gave this to me. I don’t understand a lot of things here, but you should be able to read it.”


Gawain took the notebook, which was not very thick, and he quickly flipped through the last few pages of notes.
Amber curiously leaned her head forward, “What? What? Let me have a look… magic formula? Rune sequence?”
The half-elf girl, confused by the complicated symbols and calculations, looked up in stupor at Gawain. “So that strange old man is actually a mage?”
“Strictly speaking, he’s a wild mage.” Gawain curled up the notebook, and knocked Amber’s head with it. “And couldn’t you tell the moment you entered the door and saw so many magic experimental equipment!”
Chapter 15: Vanished into Smoke
In a murky space of half-light and shadows, Gawain, Amber, Betty and a nameless rogue mage sat in a circle in a crude wooden hut. In front of them was a lunch of simple bread, fried sausage and vegetable stew freshly prepared by Betty.
The scene was as colorless as an old black-and-white photo.
Gawain had no intention of eating the food that was before him. Even though it was apparently possible to make food in the shadow realm, he could not be sure of what would happen if he, a living, breathing human (probably), ate something from this world.
Beside him, Amber and Betty did not pick up their utensils either.
The rogue mage sat at the opposite end of the table did not urge them to eat, but only ate the food in front of him wordlessly, an air of quiet around him.
A strange kind of tacit understanding permeated the wooden hut.
Gawain was the first to break the silence. “How long have you been here?”
“Very long.” The rogue mage put down his fork and knife, and said politely, “I’ve lived here since my second year of leaving the Association of Mystics.”
“You were a member of the Association of Mystics?” Gawain asked, surprised. “I thought you were a rogue mage.”
“I was originally a member of the Association of Mystics of the second rank,” said the rogue mage quietly. “According to the standards of the Association of Mystics, I’m a terrible spellcaster—my strengths are in calculation and logic, but lack any spell casting abilities. In other words, my casting capabilities are only rudimentary, and this makes me unwelcome as a wizard to the Association of Mystics.”
 
“So they kicked you out?” Amber was bewildered. She knew how valuable a true mage was, even if he did not have good casting abilities. His deficiencies were only seen as such by the Master Mages—in the eyes of laymen, even a mage who could only conjure up a tiny fireball were celebrated. Though these low-level casters were not treasured by the Association of Mystics, it did not warrant kicking him out.
“I left out of my own will.” The rogue mage shook his head, turning to Betty. “For my daughter. To heal her, I had to leave.”


Betty stared blankly at the rogue mage, and then nodded stupidly.
Gawain did not press the matter further. Staring into the rogue mage’s eyes, he laid his right hand on the hilt of the long sword by his waist and said slowly, “You should know what we came here to do—we don’t have much time to waste.”
There was finally a slight change in the rogue mage’s stiff and dull expression. He trembled slightly as he bowed his head. “… My guest, I don’t quite understand you.”
Betty looked at Gawain a little anxiously. “My lord?”
Gawain frowned. After a moment, he moved his hand away from the hilt of his pioneer’s sword and exhaled. “We’ll give you a moment, then.”
The rogue mage bowed his head and continued to eat his meal in silence. The only superfluous movement he made as he ate was to raise his head to look at Betty intermittently.
The food would eventually be finished, and Gawain could not wait indefinitely.
The rogue mage ate the last mouthful of his sausage before cleaning up the vegetable stew in the soup bowl with his bread. When he had finished, he lifted his head and looked in Betty’s direction—though his gaze was not on her, but looking at something far away. His body swayed as he tried to stand, but he was unsuccessful in all his attempts.
In the end, Betty was the one who helped him up.
“Papa, I’m going off now.” The little girl held the rogue mage by his elbow, only letting go when she was sure he was stable. She shuffled over to Gawain’s side. “Miss Rebecca and Madam Herti are still waiting for me—and also, my lord has returned.”
The rogue mage’s lips quivered. At last he nodded gently, his expression now serene. He instructed carefully, “Don’t eat food from strangers.” “Go to bed on time.” “Remember to listen to your teacher.” “Don’t fight with other kids.”


The light of reason faded from the poor man’s eyes gradually, and Gawain knew whatever he was saying was now only gibberish.
Though, he barely had any clarity left to begin with.
The rogue mage’s body faded away slowly, but there was something that resembled a flame that started to burn in the fainter shadows. Gawain had been waiting for this moment. He unsheathed his Sword of Pioneers swiftly, and on it a faint light danced.
Amber pulled Betty into her embrace quickly, shielding the little girl’s eyes in time.
Gawain pierced his sword through the flame burning in the rogue mage’s chest. The fire started to vibrate wildly, the rogue mage’s transformation into an evil spirit was halted. The shadowy figure rapidly solidified into an opaque entity, before the flames consumed him, reducing him into a monstrous, scorched corpse.
It took half a minute before the body burnt to ash.
A cracking sound was heard from everywhere. After losing its master, the small wooden hut disintegrated quickly. Dense cracks hatched across the walls and roof instantly, and the pale light of the outside wall spilled through the cracks into the house.
Dragging Amber and Betty along, Gawain fled the house hastily. The moment they were outside, the entire hut crashed down.
The collapsed wooden hut caught fire as they watched. The flames only lasted for a short while, as if a paper house had been there instead of a wooden one.
As the wooden hut crumbled into ash and drifted away in the wind, Amber grabbed Gawain’s elbow suddenly. Pointing at the foundation of the wooden hut, she cried out, “Aye, aye! Look at that!”
Gawain stared intently. Beneath the ashes of the wooden hut, a shimmering light lit up. Its brilliance filtered through the snow of ashes, steadily materializing into a complex and giant construction—an impressively large magic circle.


“This is probably the rogue mage’s greatest achievement in his entire lifetime.” Gawain nodded his head slightly. “There was probably something awry with his spell that caused his fate.”
As he spoke, Betty’s shadow began to transform into floating pinpricks of light, which circled around twice before flying towards Gawain and Amber.
  Amber looked down at her hands. Color now returned to those greyed hands just as color began to return to her and Gawain’s bodies, their rejection from the shadow realm increasingly apparent.
Shadowy objects began to coalesce from the thin fog around them, shapeless, yet malevolent. Now, the natives of the shadow realm would finally be able to sniff out outsiders, and the low-level ones emerged, their behavior akin to a gathering of hyenas smelling blood.
“We have to flee!” Amber said to Gawain. “We’re no longer welcome here!”
Gawain cast a last meaningful glance at the ruins that had once been a hut, and tried to etch the glowing lights and sigils into his memory. Then, tugging at Amber’s elbow, he barked, “Let’s go!”
After a brief moment of vertigo, the light of reality appeared before his eyes again.
The malevolent fog had dissipated and the dense forest returned to its original state. Rebecca and Herti, who had both spent their power, were supporting each other under a tree. Meanwhile, Knight Byron was holding himself up with his longsword as he tried his best to protect the two ladies by his side. However, the two soldiers who had survived were now collapsed on the ground.
Betty looked in the best shape out of all of them—she was hugging her pan as she stood beside Rebecca, a blank look on her face. It was as though that expression was permanently frozen on her features.
After Herti saw Gawain, she straightened up immediately and said, “Ancestor—we’re so glad you’re safe!”
She then spotted Amber behind Gawain, and her face instantly morphed into surprised. “So this thief hadn’t fled?”


“Hey! What kind of discrimination is this!” Amber sprang up as though she were a cat whose tail had been stepped on. “I’ve just traveled to the shadow realm with your ancestor to save you from near death, excuse you! You big-breasted, no-brain woman…”
Herti had never imagined that this young thief would insult her like this, and her expression turned sour. “Hold your mouth! That’s an utterly rude thing to say! Do you know what will happen to you if you insult a noble like…”
Gawain cut in quickly and said, “Stop fighting. Amber wasn’t lying; we did just solve the crisis together earlier, though it is wrong for her to have insulted you…”
Everyone present fell silent. Rebecca raised a timid hand. “Lord Ancestor, did you just pardon Amber for the sole positive thing she said out of everything else…”
Herti looked like she had lost the will to live.
Gawain: “…”
Luckily, Herti was a woman of common sense and did not dwell on such trivial nuisances for long. After Gawain explained what had happened clearly, all the misunderstandings melted away.
Also, the sights and sounds Gawain and Amber had experienced in the shadow realm surprised everyone. Even Knight Byron, who knew nothing about magic, could not help but listen intently.
After all, this was an experience that was hard to imagine.
“You could actually enter the shadow realm?” Apparently, Herti’s first concern was Amber’s special abilities. She looked her up and down with suspicion, as though trying to seek the answer from the half-elf girl’s face. “Only a few powerful shadow mages or the ‘chosen ones’ of the Shadow Gods have this ability. How did you do it?”
Amber looked away. “I was chosen by the Goddess of the Night, okay?”


Herti glared at her. “Don’t lie. How can a chosen one be struck to the ground by Byron’s ordinary steel sword?”
“Enough of this questioning.” At last, Gawain stopped Herti’s interrogation. “I’ve already promised to not ask her about this—she’ll reveal it when she’s ready.”
After the Heavens and the Earth, the will of their ancestors commanded the greatest respect. Since Gawain had already spoken, Herti could only give up.
“Let’s bury the dead first.” Now that the fog had cleared, warmth returned to everyone’s bodies. Seeing that everyone had recovered a little of their strength, Gawain rose and stood beside the soldier who had died because of his broken soul. “He had put up a brave fight, and should be buried as a warrior.”
The two soldiers who had survived stared at Gawain in shock.
Gawain was confused. “What? Did I say something wrong?”
 
“He was the son of a serf.” Knight Byron walked over. “It was by the Viscountess’ grace that he could enter the army to redeem his freedom—but because he had only been in the army for half a year, he is still a serf whom cannot be buried as a warrior.”
Gawain frowned and turned to look at Rebecca. “Is that so?”
Anxiety washed over Rebecca instantly, as though she had committed an offence. “S-Sorry! But I thought that serfdom wasn’t… wasn’t very fair, so I thought to make them earn their freedom by serving in the army. I know this is against the rules, but…”
Gawain’s frown softened. “No, I wasn’t blaming you.”
He then crouched over and fumbled for a coin from his breast. Then, he slipped it into the dead soldier’s front pocket against his heart.


 
That coin was placed in Gawain Cecil’s breast pocket by Charlie the First’s own hand when he was buried.
Upon seeing the coin, Amber realized what it was immediately and covered her eyes. “Goodness… at least half the manor…”
However, Gawain had no idea of this, only going through the motions according to the rules in his memory. Then, dusting his hands as he rose, he said, “Now that the debt of his soul has been redeemed, bury him.”
Byron hesitated slightly. “But the laws…”
Gawain looked him in the eye. “I am the law.”
Chapter 16: Omen
Less than a few hundred meters away from where they were attacked, Gawain found the cabin that had turned into ruins.
It was collapsed among the trees. From the burn marks, it could be inferred that it was a fire that spread from the inside out, but the fire did not spread any farther, perhaps because of the rain. Knight Byron inspected the burned remains around the cabin and determined that the fire should have occurred more than half a month ago.
Herti detected a magical power that had already become very faint at the scene.
“What we saw in the shadow realm should be a reflection,” Gawain looked at the ruins of the cabin in the forest clearing and gave his opinion. “This wild mage has been living, secluded in this place for many years. This place is outside of the family territory. Even hunters won’t come here, so no one would even realize that a hermit lived here. ”
“The problem is… how did the accident happen?” Herti frowned. “There is only a weak magic focal point here, and the wild mage living here is very weak, even if one of his magic experiments went out of control and burned the house down, it couldn’t have possibly created a reflection in the shadow realm lasting for such a long period of time and then even create such a powerful Mist Wraith… The magical power required for all this isn’t something that a single wild mage could supply.”
“Perhaps this notebook can shed some light on that,” Gawain said, placing the worn notebook into Herti’s hand.
That was the notebook that he had gotten from Betty in the shadow realm. It was that wild mage’s diary and research notes.
Following Gawain’s instructions, Herti flipped to the second half of the notebook and took a closer look.
“… Anzu, year 729, XX day of Fire Month. It has been six months since moving to this place. I’ve found a magic focal point at the edge of the Cecil Clan’s territory. Although its power couldn’t be compared with the public magic focal point of the City of Thousand Towers, it was enough to support my laboratory. There was only one type of elemental power here, and its stable. Annie should be able to get better here.”
“Anzu, year 729, XX day of Harvest Month. Annie’s condition seems to have improved, and she hasn’t relapsed for a long time. I still don’t know if it is the effect of the environment here or if it is the effect of my rituals and medicine. The magic focal point here is too weak. Even with the Amplification Circle, the effect of my rituals would be greatly diminished. Perhaps I should reevaluate those formulas that have been derived previously… Though those in the Association of Mystics always laughed at my calculations, I’ve quit anyways, and they’re not going to bother me here…”
 
“Anzu, year 730, day XX of Fog Month. Those formulas and derivations were completely in line with my expectations! No, I should say that everything went just as I had calculated. With the new amplification formula, the power of the magic focal point was enhanced greatly! With more magical power, I can finally start the next stage of treatment for Annie. Although she has hardly relapsed in these few months, the treatment must continue because she can’t take this torment anymore…”
“Anzu, year 731, day XX of Cold Month. After treatment, Annie could even get up from bed and walk around. She even made a meal! She made fried sausage and vegetable soup. It seems like it’s been a hundred years since I’ve eaten something as good as this, though the sausages were charred, and she had forgotten to add salt to the vegetable soup… This proves that my treatment plan was effective, and as long as this magic focal point can continue to steadily supply magic power, it’s only a matter of time before Annie recovers fully…”


After that, the diary was mostly about the daily life of the author and his daughter. Herti quickly skipped through this section until she came across an untidy entry on the last few pages.
“Anzu year 734, day XX of Frost Month. Annie is sick. Damn!!”
“I don’t know what went wrong. All the treatments were going according to plan. There was no error in each step of the ritual. We’ve used the medicine for several years already. It has never been a problem! But Annie still fell ill, very ill… It’s worse than all the previous times. I have to find the cause as soon as possible. I want to record all the details, all the… I want to find the cause. Annie will definitely be okay…”
“Anzu, year 734, day XX of Frost Month. Annie hasn’t gotten any better. The new doses of medicine have no effect. She’s still becoming weaker, and… she’s starting to drift away from this world. This morning, I saw her hands become transparent like mist, and there were many blisters on her face. The world was rejecting her, pushing her into the shadow realm. What should I do…”
“Anzu year 734, day XX of Fog Month. The damned sun. It’s dark red patterns looks like they’re laughing at my powerlessness! I finally found the cause of the problem… but I’ve no way to resolve it… The elemental energy is being enriched in an abnormal fashion. There is a surge in the magical power. This weak magic focal point simply can’t accommodate so much magical power. Even if I remove those Amplification Circles, it’ll be of no use. The wisest move now will be to keep Annie away from here where the elemental energy is being enriched. But she has already stayed here for too long. Her body has resonated with the elemental environment. This type of resonance is prolonging her life… and yet it’ll also kill her!”
“Anzu year 734, day XX of Fog Month. There’s something wrong with the magical power in the whole region. It’s surging intensely. The Cecil territory’s borders seem to have fallen into the legendary Sea of Magic. I can no longer reverse the changes to Annie’s body. Half of her body is already gone from the material realm. In the morning, she even told me that she saw the whole house turn black and white. Perhaps… I can only find another approach…”
  “Anzu, year 735, Fire Month. After so long, all the preparations are finally done. Annie’s health is also at its limit.”
“This is my only chance, and I have no other choice.”
“Since I can’t keep Annie alive in the physical world, I might as well take another path.”
“The ritual of Shadow Transformation is documented in literature. It’s just that the amount of magical power required is so unimaginably great. But in this case, it might not be impossible. I used a new amplification formula, a new way to draw the circle, and it has caused a surge in magical power. The magical power in this area is in an abnormally active state. I have suppressed the energy accumulated in the magic focal point for several months, and today, it’s finally just barely enough. Now, I’ll just have to wait until the sun rises up to the center of the sky when the magical power will be the strongest, and I can then start the transformation.”
“Annie, hang in there. Father will save you, and Father will go with you to the shadow realm. We’ll live there for a long time, and you’ll not suffer anymore.”


The diary ended there.
Herti was about to close the notebook when Gawain suddenly pointed to the corner of the last page. “Actually, there are some words here.”
Herti quickly took a close look. There was a black ink smudge in the corner. She had thought it was the stain caused from tipping over the ink bottle, but upon closer inspection, she realized that it was an untidy set of words written with a finger dipped in ink.
 
“The magical power is out of control… the sun is red…”
Herti repeated these words in puzzlement, “The sun is red… How can the sun be red?”
“Could it be the time when the red spots burst?” Rebecca suddenly remembered something and said, “It was more than half a month ago when many more red spots appeared on the sun than usual. If the wild mage wasn’t very sober back then, perhaps he might have thought that the sun was red… ”
Herti batted her eyes as though she agreed with Rebecca’s explanation. Then she shook the notebook in her hand, “With this notebook, we can find the answers to many things. It seems that this unknown wild mage was trying to cure his daughter’s illness, so he set up a magic circle of quite a significant scale here. Then he later came up with the crazy idea of transforming himself and his daughter into a shadowy form to preserve her life. But his transformation ritual went haywire due to the magical surge, causing the fire half a month ago, and also resulted in the formation of the Mist Wraith and what Ancestor saw in the shadow realm… ”
“That’s not the point,” Gawain interrupted Herti suddenly, “We can find the direct explanation to the cabin in the shadow realm and the Mist Wraith from the notes. What I wanted you to see was the two details mentioned in the notes. The first is about the dark red patterns on the surface of the sun, and the second is about the large-scale burst of the red spots on the sun’s surface.”
 
Herti noticed Gawain’s serious countenance, and she became a little nervous, “Ancestor, these two incidents…”
Gawain waved his hand. “As mages, you two should also have sensed the surge in magical power that the wild mage mentioned in his notes, right?”
Herti and Rebecca glanced at each other and nodded in unison. “Recently, Cecil territory did have a few surges in magical power, but these surges are quite normal. All the magical power in the world comes from the sun, and since the sun is always evolving and changing, the magic here would also naturally fluctuate. Although the surge of magic within the territory has been quite frequent recently, it hasn’t reached a level of concern.”


Gawain looked at them both and said slowly, “Gondor, year 1736. A large quantity of dark red patterns were observed on the surface of the sun. Year 1738, the largest bursting of red spots in history was observed. Nearly half of the sun’s surface was covered by the red spots. In the same year, 26 provinces in the empire reported a surge in magical power over a large area. The surge wasn’t too great, but the surge was spread over almost two thirds of the empire. In year 1739, the sun was blood red. A dark red sky shrouded the entire country. But there were no disasters at that time. Instead, a large number of magically gifted babies were born. According to the records, almost one-third of the newborns born on that day had affinity to elemental power. And there was even a shortage of resonance stones in newborn testing organizations across the land, so court scholars announced that day to be called the ‘Dawn of Magic’. But also in the same year, a large explosion occurred at the ‘Well of Deep Blue’, the largest magical power supply facility near Gondor. The cause of the explosion was the sudden surge of strong, chaotic magical power in the magic focal point located at the Well of Deep Blue. The Extraction Circle was unable to handle this chaotic energy, eventually leading to the reactor core meltdown…”
Gawain paused, but Herti, with a pale expression, continued saying, “… Gondor, year 1740. The Dark Wave broke out, and the strongest human empire in history was destroyed within months…”
Chapter 17: The Town of Tanzan
When Herti’s voice fell, everyone present swallowed subconsciously.
All except Betty—the little girl did not understand anything they said.
Rebecca could not help but think of the monsters who had ruined her home. Those monsters were the product of the Dark Wave. She had once thought that these monsters had wandered over from the wastelands through the Great Barrier and intruded into Anzu territory—after all, the Cecil Clan’s territory bordered the south of Anzu, which was pretty close to the wasteland. If something was really wrong with one of the sentinel towers that caused a breach in the Great Barrier, then it was conceivable that some monsters would have come through.
Now, Rebecca could not help but imagine an even worse scenario—what if the monsters had not come from the wastelands, but were born on Cecil territory lands?
What if those monsters… foretold a new tide of magic?
“Um… aren’t we getting a little too worried about this?” Amber was the first to break the silence. The half-elf girl forced a smile and pointed to the notes in Herti’s hands. “That’s just a notebook from a single rogue mage. The clarity of his records are questionable. Do we really have to link it to the Dark Wave?”
Gawain did not rebut her, but nodded. “Yeah, I might just be a little too nervous.”
After all, he was only analyzing the inherited archives of someone’s memory. Even though it felt awesome to spew out the great history of seven hundred years past in person from memory, he felt a little shocked by its contents after his recital.
“That’s right.” Amber breathed a sigh of relief after seeing Gawain nod. “Your ancestor has been dead for seven hundred years, and his mind is still adapting to modern times—I know you’ve experienced the Dark Wave in your lifetime, so the psychological shadow is probably causing… Ouch!”
Rebecca smacked her staff onto the half-elf’s head and glared at her. “Don’t be rude to Lord Ancestor!”
 
Gawain cast a strange look at Rebecca’s wand. In his head, he was thinking about how she was already rude for hitting her old ancestor with the “rod of ‘rest in peace'”…
“Whatever may be the truth of this matter, we have to report this to His Majesty the King when we reach St. Soniel,” said Herti as she handed the notebook to Gawain. “As for how much the King would believe of this… That’s not something we can influence.”


Gawain tucked the notebook away in silence, suppressing all manner of complicated thoughts to the back of his mind.
Then, he lifted his head and gazed at the large “sun” in the sky.
There was no canopy shading the glade. The sky was wide open above them, and a giant sun had now reached its zenith. The mighty yet oppressive crown of brightness was bringing light, heat, as well as the power of magic to this world.
Perhaps it was the last element that brought about a drastically different natural order on this planet from that of Earth’s.
Gawain’s eyes traveled across the surface of this giant sun. Those faint streaks looked like they could be storms on the surface of the gas giant. He tried to scour the surface for any ominous dark red spots on it, but his efforts were in vain: their appearances were only but a flash on the surface and disappeared as suddenly as they came.
However, the sense of foreboding in Gawain’s heart did not vanish with it. He merely pushed his concerns to the back of his mind, silently planning what he should do next.
First of all, he had to gain a foothold in this world. Even though his family was run-down and ancient now… having a starting point was better than building it from scratch in the wilderness or cemeteries.
After passing through the dense forest, their journey became much easier. Perhaps the “law of conservation of character” did exist, for the crew were not waylaid by any more monsters or “natural phenomena”. They thus made their way to the main road safely, and even met a small caravan of traveling merchants along the way. After handing them an adequate amount of money, the crew finally put their worries of having to traverse over hill and dale on foot, and rode with them in a carriage that sped towards Tanzan.
The leader of the merchants was a plump northerner who hailed from the richer lands of the kingdom and sold local products and herbs in the south. He told them he had planned to head to the Cecil territory to secure one last deal, but heard that it was in the throes of a terrible disaster along the way, causing him to abandon his journey halfway. At first, he was cautious and was reluctant to bring Gawain and the rest of his weapon-carrying crew on board, but Herti managed to finally persuade him with two pieces of gold, and even talked her way into letting them ride in the carriage.
Gold was indeed the most eloquent negotiator in business transactions (for sure).
On their seventh day after leaving the Cecil territory, the gates of Tanzan Town finally loomed over them.


  This was the first time Gawain was in such close contact to a town populated by humans in this world. Of course, he had climbed up the top of a hill to look at the estate that was named after him before he left, but the entire Cecil territory had already been utterly destroyed by elemental forces, which was afterwards burned by a dragon who had spat fire on it like it was creating an abstract painting. Really, he could not make out anything of the local culture by then, but seeing Tanzan Town right in front of him… did not feel that good, to be honest.
He even felt a little disappointed.
Tanzan Town was huge—that was what Rebecca said, anyway. Because of its wide plains, fertile land and proximity to a river, this town was one of the most populated southern towns, with close to ten thousand inhabitants on its triangular flat land. The river flowed from the west, and split into two before running past the north and south of Tanzan Town, irrigating much of the nearby farmland and serving as a path for transport. The eastern side of town was nestled against a mine, which powered the economy of the settlement.
Such a place, with its fertile fields, mine, and river as a road for transport, ought to be a prosperous town in every sense. However, the majority of what Gawain saw after he entered the town were sallow-faced citizens, countless low, shabby wooden huts, and dirty, smelly streets.
Because the civilizations of this world were not so far advanced that humans were taking over nature to the extent of keeping all kinds of monsters and beasts in zoos, and the threat of frequent conflicts at the border existed, the entire town was surrounded by a low wall that offered some protection. The impoverished areas were stacked by the wall, reminiscent of moss and sores squashed tightly together in layers. There was no beauty to the run-down houses, which were at best a shelter against wind and rain. Meanwhile, there was a broad road leading from the gates to the heart of the town, but the scenery was not any better either.
Seated in the carriage, Gawain observed those on the street. He saw the poor, clad in short garments, walking on either side of the road. There were only a minority of townspeople who wore shoes, while the majority tread on feet wrapped with rags, with the abject poor going barefoot, unable to afford even rags. The people who walked in the middle of the street donned clothes that were much cleaner, and had shoes to wear too.
They did not interact nor come into any conflict with one another, but only went about their way quietly, as though they were living in separate worlds.
They were clearly living in the same town and walking on the same road, but seemed as though they were living in two distinct universes.
Gawain searched through the memories of Cecil, but discovered that there was not much available to compare this with. Gawain Cecil had been born in the glorious empire of Gondor, and grew up surrounded by lands of abundance, so there existed no such scene at that time. Later, during the outbreak of Gondor’s Dark Wave, Cecil had led his people to the north, leaving a bloody path in their wake. On their journey, everyone had shared weal and woe with no distinction between classes. After the establishment of the Anzu Kingdom, the pioneers had built their kingdom upon the wilderness from scratch, with some pioneering grand dukes and even the King himself laying down their swords to plow the fields instead. How could he have seen such a scene then?
And then… and then, Gawain Cecil had died on the southern frontier, a hero who had died at the young age of 35, who had never lived to see the country he had created divided between rich and poor.
Thus, he could only turn to “his descendants” for help, and ask about the rules of the roads.


“The people trudging on either side of the roads are serfs and slave laborers in the mines,” Herti explained. “The people walking in the peripheral area of the road are the impoverished free. They aren’t allowed to walk on the main road, because they won’t be able to donate any money when the road undergoes renovation. The people traveling in the middle of the road are the legitimate “townspeople” and foreign merchants or mercenaries. These people, who can afford all the taxes, are allowed to walk in the middle of the road.”
 
Gawain remembered that the plump businessmen had given a few coins to the guards at the gate before they entered—that must have been the city tax.
He then thought about the soldier who was now buried in the forest—the son of a serf.
The fact that he was able to wield his sword and die for his ruler was a result of Rebecca’s kindness. However, even if he had died for his ruler, he was not allowed to be buried as a warrior, simply because he had not redeemed himself, nor had he even redeemed the sword itself.
“Lord Ancestor, is there something wrong?” Herti, who had noticed the troubled expression on Gawain’s face, asked.
Gawain looked away from the scene outside the carriage and shook his head slightly. “No, it’s nothing.”
 
He was only resisting against what he saw based on his perspective as a transmigrator, and now was not the time for him to pass judgment and “make things right”.
His understanding of this world was still inadequate.
After pondering for a while, he looked at Herti and said, “What are you planning to do next?”
Evidently, Herti already had plans. “We will be heading to the ruler of this place. Viscount Andrew can be considered a reasonable man, and it’d be easier for us to contact Knight Philip through him. If all goes well with Knight Philip, we will be able to search for the men who broke out that day. Afterwards, we should decide if we can resettle the people first or travel directly to the royal capital. The destruction of the Cecil lands cannot simply be communicated by one or two messengers, but must be relayed to the King by Rebecca herself.”
Gawain did not see a problem with this (mainly because he was a transmigrator who was now an “ancestor” with a seven hundred year-old generation gap who could not think of any suggestions at all). “We shall do that then.”
Chapter 18: Viscount Andrew
If there was any place in Tanzan Town that could alleviate Gawain’s disappointment and allow him to experience the classic and elegant beauty of another culture, there was only the rich district in the northern central part of the town. Several roads and a perimeter wall separated the district from the slum area outside. It was a relatively cleaner place where the ‘respectable’ people lived.
There were beautiful two storey buildings, each made of light gray stones and cedar wood. There were dried fish and cured meat drying on the balcony on the second floor. These were the symbols of the wealthy.
Although Tanzan was just a town, far from the size of a city, people who lived in the rich district would claim to be proud city residents.
They were people who were free and could afford to pay various taxes, and they had decent jobs in town, such as being the owner of farms or as a foreman in the mines.
Today, these respectable people stood on their balconies, where they dried fish and cured meats, and discussed recent events with their neighbors just like they did in the past. Anything that was slightly interesting was worth talking about. The most talked about topic was without a doubt the event that took place in Cecil territory.
Tanzan Town and its surrounding areas were lands held by Viscount Andrew, and Viscount Andrew’s territory was a neighboring territory to the Cecil’s. Although there were large desolate areas between the prosperous region of the two territories, there were still roads connecting them. Thus, even in this age of slow communication, news of what happened in Cecil territory had already been spread across the whole of Tanzan Town.
Firstly, a group of people looking like refugees fled here under the leadership of a knight and about a dozen soldiers. Then, the news was spread that Cecil territory had been completely destroyed by the flood of monsters and elementals.
This horrifying news was just like those stories spun by bards. The citizens, who lived in peace for many years, did not believe it at all initially, but those refugees and the battered soldiers had evidently entered their town. Subsequently, Viscount Andrew quickly gave out orders. Not only did he implement stricter curfew enforcement, but he also increased the number of patrols in the area around the town. Thus, the absurd horror story became a reality.
The grievous news from the Cecil territory went from being idle chatter among the city residents… to serious discussions.
At first they were only casually talking about that when they met in the taverns. Now, they had to stand at their balconies and discuss it seriously with dried fish and cured meat as the backdrop.
 
Just when these respectable people talked about how this was really the end of the declining Cecil Clan, those involved from the Cecil Clan had already passed through the rich district and the churches and entered Viscount Andrew’s castle.
Regardless of how difficult the life of the poor in Tanzan Town was, Viscount Andrew’s home always looked splendid. In fact, due to the populous and affluent territory and the clan’s ability to accumulate wealth, the castle built by the viscount was far more beautiful than the little old fortress Rebecca had lived in since she was a child.


After informing the guards of their identity, Viscount Andrew’s butler invited Gawain and the others into the castle. They were taken to a spacious and bright living room and sat behind a long wooden table, waiting for the Viscount to meet them.
Seated in the large and comfortable velvet seat and looking at the exquisite silver tea set before him, Gawain could not help but think of those poor people, who could be described as wearing clothes not even covering their bodies, and their houses which looked like shacks. He had to admit that this fantasy world of swords and magic was making him… disillusioned.
“Lord Ancestor,” Rebecca, sitting next to Gawain, slightly poked her ancestor’s elbow, “How do we introduce you later?”
“Just as we discussed earlier. Tell it straight,” Gawain said without batting an eyelid. “When we’re here, we don’t need to keep a low-profile.”
“Ancestor,” Herti said, sticking out her lips in Amber’s direction. “Do you really think that… it’s appropriate for her to be here?”
Amber was just sitting opposite Gawain. The half-elf girl was seriously studying the silver tea set in front of her. Her main method of studying was to pour out the tea and then put the cup into her clothes. In the brief moment that Gawain spent looking up, she had stuffed another spoon inside.
Gawain glared at the person opposite him. “Amber!”
“Wah!” The bandit lady exclaimed a little dramatically before embarrassedly taking the items out and putting them onto the table. The items included two teacups, three soup spoons, a silver plate, a pocket watch, a nut, two wine cups, and the monocle that the butler, from earlier, had hung at his chest.
Gawain: “?!”
What the heck? Miss Doraemon, how the hell did you do that?!
In that moment, Gawain could not help but touch the Sword of Pioneers beside him, and he felt a heartfelt gratitude for this holy bandit for being so kind as to not steal his sword back when she was digging his grave…


“She is an important witness to my resurrection,” Gawain said, trying to hold back the twitching on his face, and he said, trying to look serious, “And don’t you think she would be more likely to ruin things if we put her somewhere else out of our sights?”
  Herti nodded contemplatively in agreement.
Just then, Viscount Andrew finally walked into the living room.
The attendant pushed open the large oak door, and a thin, tall man came walking into the room. He wore a slim-fitting, black ceremonial attire. His brownish-black hair was slicked back and kept close to his scalp. The two ends of his meticulous moustache extended out both sides under his nose, and his face though pale had a somewhat abnormal flush to it. This kind of sickly look was actually quite common among the nobles, especially among those who were not endowed with magical or physical talents.
In order to experience supernatural powers beyond their natural talents and greater indulgence in pleasures, they would take large doses of magical drugs to ‘enhance their senses’. The side effects of this magical drug would be seen in their complexions.
They were even proud of it and regarded the paleness of their skin as one of the marks of being a noble.
The descendants of the Cecil family who still followed their ancestral teachings of using honest means, training up their combat or magical skills with hard work had become the weird ones in the aristocratic circles, but this could not be helped since the Cecil Clan had been in decline. Forget the magic drugs that cost more than people wanted to pay for, Rebecca did not even have the money to repair the holes in her clan’s castle, but of course, she had no need to repair those holes now.
“Ah, the beautiful Lady Herti, and likewise, Lady Rebecca, I’m really sorry for my lateness,” Viscount Andrew said in a loud and melodic voice upon entering the room, his face seemed sincerely apologetic. “But I was really too busy. The grievous news that happened in Cecil territory has spread all across my territory. The people are panicking. I had to spend most of my day arranging territorial defenses and listening to reports from those on patrol.”
Gawain immediate got goosebumps and whispered, “Do nobles nowadays have to speak in this expressive melodic manner?”
Rebecca lowered her voice and said, “Lord Ancestor, didn’t the nobility in your time do this as well?”
“We’d usually sit in taverns to drink alcohol, brag about each other’s business, and just talk about stuff.”


“… Then I guess that the customs now are really different from back then. Of course, Viscount Andrew’s way of speaking is really… a little bit more special than others.”
“We understand that you really should be busy now.” Seeing that Rebecca, the rightful heir of the Cecil Clan, was still busy chatting with her Ancestor at this time, completely unaware that she should stand up to receive the Viscount, Herti suddenly and impatiently glared at Rebecca as she stood up. “But I should remind you that you should address Rebecca as Viscount, not Lady as she has inherited the clan’s title since last year. On such occasions, you should address her as Viscount Rebecca or Viscount Cecil.”
Nobles of this world seemed to have less strict rules with regards to addressing someone of nobility. They could address them by their individual name or their clan’s name with the person’s title.
 
As Herti glared at her, Rebecca finally caught on. She stood up, greeted Viscount Andrew by half-rising out of her chair, which was the respect that nobles of the same level showed each other. The way she carried out the gesture was at least of acceptable standard. “Viscount Andrew, thank you for your hospitality.”
“You’re most welcome. Viscount Cecil.” After Herti’s soft reminder, Andrew recalled the lady’s reputation in the aristocratic circle, so he became less pompous, and chose to address Rebecca with her clan name instead of her own name, which was a more formal way of address. “I’m deeply sorry for what happened to Cecil territory. It’s a real calamity. But I’m glad that you are safe and sound. It seems like the legacy of the Cecil Clan will be preserved.”
What followed after was a series of unconstructive exchanging of pleasantries. One side had to follow strict protocols in showing concern for the other while the other side tried to show their gratitude for receiving this hospitality. Obviously, Rebecca, who was suspected to have a brain injury, was not very good at this type of socializing, so she awkwardly forced the change in topic, “Before the castle fell, Knight Philip led a team to help civilians to break out. They should have fled here. According to the laws established by the founding fathers, they should have received asylum from you. How are they doing now?”
“Of course, the law enacted by the founding fathers are sacred. Although my territory is small, it is more than capable to help a neighbor who is in trouble.” Andrew nodded. “The brave knight was battered with injuries then, and he hasn’t recovered yet. I’ve arranged for him to rest in the church of the Holy Light. They can provide him with the best treatment there. Those loyal soldiers and poor civilians have been arranged to stay in the eastern and southern parts of the city. Until now, not one of them have died from hunger or the cold.”
None of the civilians from the Cecil territory, who fled here, had died from freezing or hunger. They had already shown to have taken good care of the people. Of course, it made sense for Viscount Andrew to be willing to accept those refugees. After all, all these refugees from Cecil Clan that he accommodated would be converted into a debt that Rebecca had to pay for. If Rebecca were to want her clan’s people back, she must pay a ‘monetary reward’ to Viscount Andrew for every headcount.
 
Just as “One should help his neighbors in distress, and a noble should shelter and protect the neighboring people of other clans in times of crisis.” was written in Anzu’s law, “The party who receives help should pay the necessary reward to the party who provides help” was also clearly written in the statutes. Gawain was very aware of this.
After all, these two laws had been set by both Gawain Cecil and Charlie the First back in the day…
Although Rebecca was not very mature as a noble, she still understood the rules. Upon hearing from Viscount Andrew, she could not help looking slightly grim as she wondered if she was even able to pay off this debt that came so suddenly.


She could not help but glance at Gawain as an audacious thought, deserving of a beating, came to her.
Lord Ancestor… He must be wearing antiques… Why not ask the old man to sell his clothes?
Chapter 19: Debt
Gawain did not know about the impudent thought that had come to Rebecca, but even he knew that Viscount Andrew’s asylum for the people of Cecil territory would not come without a price. The time when leaders swore to defend their people, when people helped one another, and when people selflessly dedicated themselves to the rebuilding of civilization had long passed. Although Anzu Kingdom had yet to return to the former glory during the Gondor era, after nearly seven hundred years, the aristocrats had reached the highest level of selfishness without having teachers to teach them. Undoubtedly, from the day that the refugees of Cecil territory entered Tanzan Town, Rebecca had already taken on this debt.
But taking on the debt was still better than letting her people die.
“Cecil Clan will thank you for your help.” Gawain broke the silence. “but the disaster is still the pressing matter at hand.”
Viscount Andrew had noticed Gawain sitting between Rebecca and Herti from the beginning, and he was quite intrigued by this man, who wore an ancient aristocratic outfit and had a big sword by his side. There was no such character within his aristocratic circles that he knew of. However, from the respectful attitude that Herti and Rebecca was treating this man with, he could tell that this man was definitely not an ordinary person.
So after Gawain spoke, he asked the question, “Pardon me, Sir, you are?”
“I’m the ancestor of Cecil Clan, the pioneer of pioneers, one of the seven founding generals of Anzu, the Grand Duke of the southern borders, Gawain Cecil.” Herti had been waiting for him to ask this question, and she immediately stood up, putting on a serious countenance as she introduced Gawain, “You should have heard of his name ever since you were a child. He is the First Light of Dawn.”
Gawain tried to look serious and imposing, going along with Herti’s emphatic praises as he nodded slightly. But upon hearing the last sentence, he was dumbfounded, and he asked Rebecca surreptitiously, “What the hell is with that last title?”
Rebecca hurriedly explained, “After you died, the founder king gave you a posthumous name…”
Gawain was shocked. “… That old fool couldn’t think of a better sounding name?!”
However, upon hearing Herti’s introduction, the proper aristocrat Viscount Andrew’s first reaction was a dull look.
 
Could this lady have gone mad after the trauma of facing those monsters and being overwhelmed by the disaster that had befallen her clan?
Just as Gawain had expected, unless people were to witness it firsthand, it would be impossible for them to believe that Cecil Clan’s ancestor had actually climbed out of his coffin. Even if it was an experienced and knowledgeable noble or a learned mage, they would never believe such a fantasy. On the contrary, those illiterate civilians filled with superstitious ideas might actually believe it.


After hearing what Herti said, it was already a good display of self-control on Andrew’s part when he did not send his attendant to feed this lady with medicine.
“Lady, allow me… uh… Give me some time to think about this.” Andrew tried to adjust his facial expression. He seemed as though he was trying to find a way to express how he felt without being too rude, but in the end he could not help but come out frankly. “I know you have been through an unimaginable nightmare, but to tell such a wild tale… Isn’t this a little too much?”
Herti’s expression remained unchanged. “I expected that you would react in this way. In fact, even we can hardly believe that this is true. However, the ancestor of Cecil Clan has indeed awoken from his long slumber. We witnessed him sitting up from his coffin, holding the Sword of Pioneers in his hands. We have also verified that he is truly resurrected and it was not a trick like being taken over by an undead… ”
Andrew’s expression was between laughter and tears. “If you have any request for me, just tell me straightforwardly. This is…”
Gawain waved his hand and motioned Herti to sit down. He put the Sword of Pioneers on the table and turned to look at Viscount Andrew. “Viscount, why would Herti come up with a lie like this? A viscount’s territory was destroyed by monsters and the elemental tide. Then a dragon appeared in the skies above our territory. Events of this degree is enough to alarm the king in the capital. In this critical situation, would we send a person in an ancient costume carrying a lousy sword to your castle to tell you a fantasy tale just for fun?”
As he said that, he injected the magical power from his body into the Sword of Pioneers, and as the magical power was infused into the sword, a dark red pattern once again appeared on the old longsword. This time, its pattern was clearer. Near the hilt was something that looked like a coat of arms with a sharp blade crossed with an iron plow. It was Cecil Clan’s insignia in the pioneering era that was established since the day of Anzu’s founding.
Knights also had magical powers, but it was just that the way in which they utilized their magical power was very different than mages.
Although the Sword of Pioneers had lost most of its power in its earlier days, it still retained its basic function that enabled it to be distinguished from other swords. Andrew was a little dumbstruck upon seeing that sword. He had never seen the real Sword of Pioneers before, but several years ago, he had the fortune of seeing the replica that was enshrined in the capital’s royal temple, thus he would not mistake it for anything else.
If the sword on the table was not a counterfeit made by the Cecil Clan, then it must be the real one—the one sealed in Cecil Clan’s ancestral tombs, the one that no one would dare to steal even if their clan was on the decline.
Would this declining clan dig their ancestor’s grave, take this sacred sword, and spin such lies?
  Andrew hesitated. If this thing was really a prank, then the efforts went into setting it up must be frightening. However, if it was not a prank…


How could anyone believe a story of an ancestor running out of his grave!!
“You can find elven craftsmen to appraise this sword. This sword was forged by their clansmen. They know how to check the elven seal. You can also take out the portraits of the founding princes and dukes for comparison. Though I’ve slept for 700 years, it’s fortunate that my looks haven’t changed much.” Watching Andrew’s changing expressions, Gawain smiled and said, ” If you can do that, you can also seek out the elven mercenaries, who have participated in the Second Settlement and now live secludedly in the mountains. Perhaps there may be some of them who know me.”
“No, that’s not necessary.” Viscount Andrew gave a wave of his hand, kneaded the space between his brows as he thought that these things that had happened were really not something he was adept at handling, “If you’re the legendary hero… I guess coming back to life after sleeping for 700 years could be possible.”
Even so, a discerning person could tell with a glance that this viscount still could not quite believe Gawain. Still doubtful, he was only using an excuse to pause the conversation for the moment.
He thought it out. What has this matter got to do with him? Why did he have to wrack his brain over whether this matter was true or not? Since the Cecils have said that it was true, he could just take it as the truth.
Anyways, he was just an ancient who had been dead for 700 years.
However, after thinking through these things, Viscount Andrew seemed to then catch on to a detail that Gawain had mentioned earlier, “Wait a minute, you said… a dragon appeared in the vicinity?!”
“Yes, a blue dragon. I don’t know where it came from, but in the end, it went northwest…” Gawain nodded before telling him about all the things that happened in Cecil territory, “… That was what happened.”
“Aberration… the monsters from the era of the Dark Wave… and dragons… my god…” Viscount Andrew’s brows seemed as though they were going to lock together, and even the red flush on his pale face faded away. “What’s happening with this world… ”
“What’s happening with this world is something that those scholars and the king have to think about. What we need to do is pass on the news of what happened here to the city of St. Soniel as soon as possible.” Herti interrupted Andrew, “The situation is at a critical state. ”
“I’ve already sent a messenger to report the attack on Cecil territory,” Viscount Andrew said, “The messenger has already set off on a fast horse. He should already be halfway there by now.”


 
It seemed that Viscount Andrew had actually been quite competent. Not only did he accept the refugees near his territory, but he also sent a messenger to report to the king at the earliest moment. His performance was probably outstanding among the current aristocrats at the borders. However, Herti had to make a further request, “Viscount Andrew, this is not enough. This situation has become so serious that Rebecca must meet His Majesty in person. And since the Grand Duke of Cecil has woken up from his long slumber, he must go to the capital as well. We are grateful for the aid you provided to the Cecil Clan, but we still need more help. ”
Hearing that, Andrew’s eyelids lowered as though he was contemplating. Then he stood up and paced around in front of the long table with his hands crossed behind his back.
“What do you need? Horses? Supplies? Guards?”
“Everything,” Rebecca plucked up her courage and said, “And we also ask of you to help take care of the people of Cecil territory for a while until we return from the capital and have a new territory to accommodate those people…”
“That’s where the problem is,” Viscount Andrew raised his hand and interrupted Rebecca. “Actually, I was going to talk about this. I’m already trying my best to help my neighbors, and I’m happy to be of help. However, I’m only a viscount. How can I feed all those refugees? ”
 
Gawain picked up the black tea before him that had gotten slightly cold, took a sip as he mused at how the viscount had finally broached the topic of ‘business’.
Rebecca said impatiently, “Knight Philip brought a bunch of gold and silver when he broke out. The gold and silver should be enough…”
“Of course, I know about the gold and silver,” Viscount Andrew interrupted Rebecca again, “Please rest assured that I’m not a man who takes advantage of others who are vulnerable. However, medicine and food cost money. I mentioned that earlier, didn’t I? When the brave knight arrived in Tanzan Town, he was battered, and almost all of the soldiers and civilians whom he brought along with him were wounded. To treat them, I used the best medicine we have and used our best priest. These are all very expensive. That gold and silver was just barely enough for that. ”
Rebecca’s eyes widened.
“Of course, I still want to emphasize that I’m not someone who takes advantage of others who are vulnerable,” Viscount Andrew continued. “So I will continue to accommodate those refugees, and I will offer you as much help as possible. I just want to make certain that after I’ve done all that, will the Cecil Clan still be able to pay this debt?”
Chapter 20: Worthiness of Investment
Gawain was starting to find Viscount Andrew to be quite an interesting fellow.
He was more like a businessman than a nobleman.
But at the same time, he was not a very shrewd businessman, at least in Gawain’s perspective.
A savvy businessman would not bring up things like transactions, bargaining chips, and debts at this juncture. It was beneath a nobleman to bring up such matters. Viscount Andrew’s best course of action should be to remain poised as he continued to help Cecil Clan, but at the same time also allow his influence to be felt by the knights and soldiers under his protection. Then, using his status as a nobleman, he should ascertain his ‘creditor’s rights’ legally pertaining to Cecil Clan’s debt and bring up his creditor’s rights before the king. After that… it would no longer matter whether Rebecca would be willing to pay her debts or not.
The kingdom’s laws and the rules of the aristocracy would help him to fulfill the transaction.
Of course, Gawain could understand why Viscount Andrew would feel this way. After all, Cecil Clan’s decline was a well-known fact. With the clan’s territory completely destroyed, no one knew how much ‘debt-paying ability’ Rebecca had.
“The Cecil clan always pays our debts.” Rebecca seemed a little unconvincing. “Rest assured that we can pay it back. Although we have lost our most prosperous areas, some mountainous forests at the edge of the Cecil territory still remain. And as long as I, the heir of the Cecil Clan, am still here, the Mithril Vault still holds some deposits from Cecil Clan, if worst comes to worst… ”
Gawain coughed and interrupted Rebecca.
He had seen enough of this and had a rough idea of the situation. At the same time, he had also pretty much sorted out the memories, and he stood up. “Rebecca, calm down. Viscount Andrew, set your sights on the longer term.”
Andrew gave Gawain a look. This supposed ancient hero still intimidated him no matter if he was the real thing or not. The viscount kept himself in check. “I apologize. I was indeed a little… greedy.”
 
He actually admitted to saying he was greedy, and it surprised Gawain. He raised his eyebrow. “You’re honest about it. But that’s fine. Seeking benefit is not something to be shameful about, just that we need to understand the situation. A viscount’s territory has been destroyed, a dragon appeared in the kingdom, and the monsters from the era of the Dark Wave have reappeared. With all these things before us, this is no time to be talking business.”
Before letting Andrew speak, Gawain continued, “Of course, all this righteousness aside, we still have to consider the practical issue. You’re worried that if you help Cecil Clan indefinitely, eventually you’ll lose everything. Well, let me tell you clearly that not only is Cecil Clan able to pay the debt, but if you can make good use of opportunities, we can even bring you unlimited benefits.”


Viscount Andrew looked at Gawain. “Please continue.”
“I.” Gawain pointed to himself. “I’m your biggest investment.”
Andrew’s expression froze for a few seconds, and then the corner of his mouth twitched awkwardly. “Grand Duke… Sire, I’ll believe that you’re the Grand Duke for now. But I have to remind you that you have been dead for 700 Years. Anzu is even at its second dynasty. Your title and your properties have been divided, conferred, inherited, spent or… taken back by the royal family. Of course, I have a deep respect for you, Sire. Every person in Anzu has deep respect for you. But I’m not just any ordinary person, I’m a leader. I have to care for my territory and my people…”
Gawain shrugged. “Think bigger, Viscount. Are gold, silver, and territories the only worthy forms of investment?”
Andrew: “You mean…”
“I have the permanent right to develop new regions.” Gawain raised the sword in his hand. “When Gawain Cecil holds the Sword of Pioneers, he has the right to develop lands which have yet to come under a territory, and that includes the undeveloped areas within Anzu, the wild areas outside of all nations, and the lawless areas of the Gondor wastelands. As long as we can maintain some control after these said areas have been developed, wherever the Sword of Pioneers go, will thus become Cecil territory, and Anzu’s royal family will have to acknowledge and guarantee Gawain Cecil’s rights as an overlord at all times.”
As Gawain spoke, he watched as Viscount Andrew’s eyes opened wider and wider. Then he slowed his cadence. “The right to develop new regions as mentioned was an agreement signed by Charlie the First. Also, the founder of Anzu, the western tribal country of Augari, eastern Typhon Empire, the southern Highmountain Kingdom, the elven Silver Empire, and all the countries in the north jointly recognized that this right will remain effective indefinitely. As long as the authorized pioneer, that is I, still live, it will remain permanently effective.”
“Actually this decree wasn’t signed only for me. All the pioneering leaders were similarly authorized. It’s just that today… I’m the only one who can still exercise this right.”
Speaking of this, Gawain grinned happily. “Those old men who signed these documents back then must have never expected that I would one day open and rise from my coffin.”
  Before the stunned Viscount Andrew could say anything, Rebecca could not help but exclaim, “Lord… Lord Ancestor! Is… is this true?!”
“Who the heck is in charge of her history classes?” Gawain could not help but hold his head and glance at Herti. “Or has this law been repealed? If it was repealed, then this would be embarrassing. Speaking of which, the leaders of every nation couldn’t be so bored that after hundreds of years, they would suddenly assemble and announce the cancellation of a proposed law that has already been useless for a long time, could they?”


“Rebecca’s history class… was actually taught by me, but her grades indeed was always bad,” Herti’s face flushed as she explained, and she quickly answered Gawain’s question. “Of course, this law you mentioned hasn’t been repealed. When the pioneers were still alive, no one dared to repeal it, and after the last pioneer died, this law became part of the glory representing mankind’s conviction in reshaping civilization. Thus, no one will go and abolish it.”
Viscount Andrew added, “Not only has it not been abolished, but historians and scholars would even write volumes about it…”
Gawain shrugged, “So the sudden movement of my corpse will definitely come as a surprising good news to them. The law made 700 years ago will finally be of use again.”
Viscount Andrew looked at Gawain, focusing especially at the Sword of Pioneers in his hand, “I admit that this was indeed… an idea I have never thought of… If you use the permanent right to develop regions, it is true that it would be possible for you to revive the Cecil Clan. But allow me to be frank, this is going to be a very long-term business. Do you know how much unclaimed land there is in the kingdom?
“I know a few. My descendants have already told me on the journey here.” Gawain glanced at Herti and Rebecca beside him. “Most of the livable places for humans have already been divided among the territories. The unclaimed lands are all those dense forests, poisonous marshes, or land at the border of the Gondor wastelands.”
“So what do you plan to do?” Viscount Andrew spread open his hand. “Where do you want to rebuild your clan?”
“That’s something for me to think about.” Gawain smiled, but what came to mind was a view overlooking the earth from a high altitude. It was a satellite view of crazy precision and range that was absolutely inaccessible for humans of this era. The map, ingrained in Gawain’s memory, was good enough to point Gawain in the path that he had to take though it might be an outdated record of years or decades ago (after all, Gawain had been disconnected from that bird’s eye view). “You just need to think carefully… about how worthy would it be to invest in a founding father, who has participated in the Second Settlement and still currently holds the permanent right to develop regions.”
Andrew looked down. For the first time, he carefully pondered over the matter.
After a long time, he broke the silence, “If your permanent right to develop regions can really be recognized by the royal family, then being a mere viscount, I’ll be happy to help to the best of my ability.”
 
The standard, sleek aristocrat-speak—no errors, never stepping over the line, and still able to show respect.
Rebecca’s eyes widened. “Is it possible that the current king would not recognize the permanent right to developing new regions, that has been recognized by the founding fathers and ancestors of all countries?!”


Gawain smiled and glanced at the immature descendant. “Of course he doesn’t want to recognize it. In fact, there is a high likelihood that he will not recognize my status. Even if Charlie the First popped out of his coffin to prove that I’m real, I’m afraid the king and his staff pray from the bottom of their hearts that I would die on the spot and be buried back in the ancient tombs in the kingdom’s southern border.”
“Why?!” Rebecca felt her values being challenged. “You are one of the founding fathers! You’re enshrined in the temple! The king and nobles have to commemorate you every year. Don’t they want you to come back and serve this kingdom?”
Just when Gawain was about to explain, Amber yelled across the table, “Because they would lose their three days of holidays!”
 
As the half-elf lady yelled out, she deliberately winked at Gawain, inciting an angry glare from Herti.
“Don’t listen to her nonsense. I was only joking with her about that.” Gawain waved his hand. “The real reason… I’m sure Herti and Viscount Andrew should understand, right?”
Herti sighed. “The King will commemorate the hero because the hero’s reputation can be used to strengthen his rule, but he will never want the hero to return. Once the hero returns, that reputation will no longer be his to control…”
As Andrew was there, Herti held back some of the more politically incorrect ideas, especially when the king’s title itself was questionable given that he was the descendant of a bastard child.
“So the problem that we have to concern ourselves with is very clear..” Gawain looked down at the Sword of Pioneers at his waist. “And that is… to bring my permanent right to develop regions into effect.”
Chapter 21: Closing the Deal
After receiving an invitation to dinner from Viscount Andrew, Gawain and the party were temporarily arranged to stay in the guest room in the castle. Upon Gawain’s special request, Betty, the maid, Amber and the two soldiers were also allocated clean rooms.
Viscount Andrew’s castle was huge anyways.
After dismissing the attendant, Herti could not help but ask, “Ancestor, do you think Viscount Andrew can be trusted?”
Although he was their ‘neighbor’ of a neighboring territory, Herti was well aware of the aristocratic culture which lacked integrity and honor. Though they often emphasized these two values, those were the very things that they lacked. This was especially so in the wild, uncivilized southern borders far from the political center where the aristocrats lived in even more decadent ways. Now that Cecil Clan had fallen to their lowest point. Aside from the fact that an old ancestor suddenly popped up which gave them bonus points, Herti really had no confidence that they would be able to have any leverage when dealing with the other aristocrats.
“Can he be trusted? I haven’t considered that at all,” Gawain’s answer surprised Herti. “I didn’t even know what Viscount Andrew looked like a few hours ago.”
Rebecca was startled. “Ah? Then why did you discuss so much with him…”
“Because it was necessary.” Gawain looked at Rebecca. “It’s not too far off to say that we don’t have any other choice at this juncture. Let’s put aside those refugees who need to be sheltered and fed. Check your own pockets. Do you even have enough for the next meal? So we must ask for help. That Viscount Andrew is our only option. Do you know anyone else in the southern border besides him? On the topic of whether we can put our trust in him… I don’t know him, nor his clan, and I’ve only found out about the extent of his territory from you two days ago. How am I supposed to know if he can be trusted? ”
Rebecca could not quite understand him. “Then why do you think he will definitely help?”
It was not Gawain who answered but Amber, who had been lying beside the table and stuffing grapes in her mouth. The half-elf rubbed her mouth and gave Rebecca an eye roll. “Idiot, because he doesn’t want to lose money.”
“He doesn’t want to lose money?”
 
“When Knight Philip brought the refugees to Tanzan Town, Viscount Andrew had actually already made the decision,” Amber said impatiently, “He could have simply shut the gates and let the refugees go away or starve to death outside. They don’t even need to talk about the mutual aid law. In such remote areas, the gold coins of merchant’s are more useful than the kingdom’s laws. Now that Mr. Viscount has accepted the refugees, it means that he is going to demand compensation from the Cecil Clan since he already has the intention and believes that Cecil Clan will be able to repay the debt. You see, the deal was already set up then. As for today… it was only to expand and clarify the terms of the deal.”
Rebecca was stupefied as she looked at Amber. “How… how do you know these things? Is the prerequisite to becoming a bandit so high these days?”


Amber grinned. “Is this so hard to understand? I don’t know about the logic and rules behind how you aristocrats go about doing things, but at least I know that thieves don’t come back empty-handed. When it comes to benefits, how different are you aristocrats to the thieves who don’t want to go home empty-handed?”
Rebecca immediately became furious. She pulled out her staff and summoned a fireball as big as someone’s head. “If you’re not going to watch your mouth, why don’t you see if I will shoot this fireball at your face!”
Amber seemed certain that this young and immature leader would not actually do it for real as she smiled mischievously to provoke her. “If you’re so good, why don’t you come out with an ice arrow~~”
As soon as her voice fell, she felt a chill by her ear as an ice arrow brushed past her ear, almost grazing it, and ice formed on the wall behind her. From a distance, Herti maintained her pose, pointing a finger, her expression chilly. “The ice arrow you asked for.”
A drop of cold sweat streaked down Amber’s face. The ice arrow nearly grazing her ear was even more frightening than the ice arrow itself. She could not help wondering how high her magic control ability needed to be in order to reach this level of precision.
The corner of Rebecca’s mouth twitched as she thought, ‘Aunt Herti’s offensive magic is as usual, not on target…’
Gawain clapped his hands, ending this brief slapstick, “Alright. We’re all on the same side. Let’s dial it down a little.”
The old ancestor’s intervention was still effective as Herti and Rebecca both put away their staves to show their deference, willing or not. Though Amber had escaped a beating, she understood the principle of quitting while you were ahead (the main reason was because the ice arrow was really quite frightening). She flattened her mouth and kept quiet from then on.
Just then, knocks came from outside the room. After gaining Gawain’s permission, Betty, the maid, pushed open the door and walked in.
“My Lord, Madam Herti, Lady Rebecca,” Betty greeted them all but skipped Amber. “Knight Philip is here.”
“Oh, we were just waiting for him.” Gawain nodded. Then he noticed the pan in Betty’s hand. “Wait… Why are you still holding on to it?”


Betty batted her eyes, thought for a moment, and said, “Because… we’re not home yet. If I leave it somewhere. I’m afraid I might lose it.”
Gawain clutched his head. “You… Okay whatever suits you.”
A moment later, Knight Philip, the one who led the Cecil refugees break out came into the room.
What surprised Gawain was that he was a fairly young warrior. He seemed to be only in his early twenties, with short hair of light golden color, deep eye sockets, and a tall nose. Although he was not outstanding in his facial features, the heroic air of a warrior, and his tall build made him stand out among ordinary people. Since they were not in battle, he was not wearing armor but a normal garment. With a longsword slung at his waist, some bandages were exposed at his arms and neck.
Sure enough, he came out with injuries.
“My Lady, Madam,” Knight Philip saluted Rebecca and Herti as soon as he entered the house. “I’m so glad to see that you are safe.”
  “Knight Philip, get up,” Rebecca quickly brought him to his feet. “Thanks to you, those soldiers and civilians were saved.”
She noticed the bandages on him. “These injuries…”
“I got them when we were breaking out, but it’s much better now,” Philip said quickly. “Viscount Andrew sent a priest and an apothecary, but…”
The young knight showed an awkward expression, looking embarrassed and troubled.
“You’re referring to the gold and silver that we told you to take with you out of the castle,” Herti went ahead and said, “Don’t take it to heart. That was supposed to be used in times of need. We said it when we told you to take it. Use it at your own discretion.”


“Don’t worry, Viscount Andrew only took a part of the gold and silver.” Philip’s expression seemed a little brighter. Then he lowered his voice and said, “Before entering the city, I gave away some of it to a few trusted soldiers. Some of it was buried outside the city. I was worried that if Viscount Andrew was too greedy, at least a part of the money would be left to take care of everyone, or we could let the soldiers find a way to make a living… ”
Gawain nodded slightly. This was a young man with courage and the brains to go with. He could lead a mere dozen soldiers to defend a large group of civilians who had no combat ability in the breakout. This shows his bravery, and before entering another clan’s territory, knowing that he could not compete with the aristocracy, he thought of how he could preserve the owner’s assets as much as possible and even thought of letting the soldiers make their own living. That was no easy thing to do.
So he gave an expression of approval. “Not bad. How many people survived?”
Philip had actually noticed Gawain in the room from the beginning, after all, Gawain’s size was really quite outstanding. After hearing his question, he finally had a chance to ask. “Could you be…”
“It seems that Viscount Andrew has already told you.” Herti nodded. “This is Cecil Clan’s ancestor, Anzu’s founding pioneer, the First Ligh…”
Before she could finish, Gawain quickly interrupted, “Okay, there is no need to say the name that the old man came up with. It gives me goosebumps…”
Before he could finish speaking, Philip already went down on his knee in front of Gawain. “Grand Duke Gawain! I… I heard the news, but I didn’t think it was really true! You are the model for all knights. Ever since I was a child…”
“Okay okay, enough already!” Gawain quickly pulled Philip up. As a foreigner who took over someone else’s body, he felt truly awkward like never before. “Tell me how many people survived?”
Philip calmed his excitement, and his expression turned serious along with the topic. “There were about a thousand people who broke out that day. Later, after counting out the people who died of attacks by monsters, fell behind due to heavy injuries, died of illnesses, less than 900 have arrived in Tanzan Town alive…”
“How many exactly?”
“873, including me, sixteen official soldiers, thirty militia, and the rest are civilians.”


Rebecca’s body shook.
“These are what is left of the people of Cecil territory…” Herti murmured, “I never thought…”
Gawain patted Herti’s shoulder. “Do you know how many people we had when we ran out of Gondor more than 700 years ago?”
 
Herti looked at Gawain. “At that time…”
“Hundreds of thousands of people.” Gawain sighed. “So this situation is a real headache.”
Herti: “…”
At the same time, in Viscount Andrew’s chambers, the viscount was writing a secret letter.
The secret letter was written directly for the King.
 
Due to the presence of the Gondor wastelands, Anzu had, since its founding, regarded the southern borders as the kingdom’s most important defensive area. Even though the south had been peaceful for a long time, some regulations that had lasted for hundreds of years still remained. For example, in the southern borders, every nobleman was a direct vassal to the Anzu royal family. They had the right to communicate directly with the king and were obligated to report matters directly to the king.
“Greetings, Your Majesty, from your loyal vassal.
You should have read in the previous letter of the catastrophe that has fallen upon the Cecil territory in the south. As of now, something else happened. This event is so bizarre in a way that has never been seen before, but as I have personally confirmed, it is indeed real.


Cecil Clan’s ancestor, Anzu’s founding pioneer, Gawain Cecil, leader of the Seven Generals, has recently come back to life.
I saw it with my own eyes, light shining down upon the wasteland of the Cecil territory. Those invading monsters were all destroyed by the light. Then, a large dragon appeared and went away (About the large dragon, I will write about this again in greater detail). I went to investigate myself. Upon meeting with Viscount Cecil, I saw his resurrected body…”
Chapter 22: Looking to the Sky
After putting a special mark in the secret letter, he rolled it up and meticulously sealed it with wax. Then, Viscount Andrew gently heaved a breath as he thought back to check if he had missed out anything or made any mistakes.
It should be all fine. The details of what they agreed upon earlier had already been included in the secret letter. He wrote in a very real and credible manner. Viscount Andrew was quite confident in his ability to come up with the story. He thought that anyone who read the secret letter would believe that he was really the witness to ‘that incident’.
The rest was up to the old King, who was far away at the capital, and whether he would be willing to believe this incident.
No. Rather, it was up to him if he would want to recognize the truth of the incident.
This was quite a risky move, but Viscount Andrew was not someone opposed to taking risks. Without taking any risks, he would never have stood out from the seven siblings and become the successor to the Leslie Clan.
He just did not expect that his new venture would involve the Cecil Clan.
That was a clan in decline, having withdrawn from the kingdom’s politics a hundred years ago. Today, it had reached an extent that its numbers were so small that they were about to naturally die out.
Viscount Andrew had always been kept up to date with news of his ‘neighbors’. Not only was this because their territories were beside each other, and thus they were engaged in trade, but it was also because the Cecil Clan’s decline had been aggravated in the past few years, and if it were to continue at the same rate, Andrew could expect to double the size of the Leslie territory in his lifetime. The young lady, who had quickly inherited their clan’s territory, was not qualified to be a leader. Though she might be hardworking, her clan’s territory was not something that she could sustain.
It was just that fate had pulled a joke on everyone, in a way that no one could have expected. Upon hearing that Cecil territory was destroyed by monsters, he was stupefied. Upon hearing that those monsters were similar to those which appeared with the Dark Wave according to historical records, he was stupefied. Upon hearing from merchants that a dragon had appeared, he was stupefied. However, when Rebecca and Herti Cecil brought with them a man, who claimed to be their ancestor, to the castle… Viscount Andrew showed great composure and readiness to accept that fact.
That was because he had become used to being stupefied.
 
But after ending the conversation with the ‘great ancestor’, Viscount Andrew returned to his chambers and thought that he had made the right decision.
A dying noble lineage and a piece of burnt land were worthless. No matter how you tried to exploit it, nothing could be gained from it. If he wanted to make up for what it cost him, he might as well give up being an exploiter and just be the generous neighbor. Moreover, the ‘great ancestor’ being alive was very crucial. Viscount Andrew was already ninety percent convinced to the truth of the matter. Whether Cecil family had the old ancestor with them made a huge difference.


He sealed the secret letter in a silver tube, wrapped a magic thread around the silver tube, and then gave it to the old butler standing next to him, “Give it to the best ranger messenger. Get him to ride the gryphon. Get him to deliver it to the Silver Castle after the first messenger arrives but before anyone from the Cecil clan reaches.”
The butler took the silver tube and was about to leave when Viscount Andrew stopped him. “Wait. Also, go to the vault and return the gold and silver to the Cecils, all that was taken from them.”
“Yes, my lord. Is that all?”
“That’s enough for now. Before they set off, I will prepare a little as a token for their journey.”
The situation had taken a turn. The ‘compensation’ he greedily took from them was now like a hot potato on his hands. Returning the money was only the first step, but he should not be too hasty.
Viscount Andrew thought carefully. He hoped that this ancient man from 700 years ago could understand his sincerity.
Day quickly turned to night.
Gawain, dressed in a nightshirt, opened the door to the balcony from his room and came to the terrace on the second floor of the viscount’s castle.
There was no moon at night in this world, but deep in the sky were more stars than on earth. Those twinkling stars brought cool light to the earth. Each ray of starlight was unfamiliar to Gawain.
Ever since he came to this world, he liked to look up at the sky regardless of whether it was day or night. In the day, he looked at the huge and not too dazzling ‘sun’, and at night, he looked up at the moonless night sky.
His gaze wandered among the stars as he tried to find an unmoving, special celestial body.


But this was bound to be a futile attempt. There were so many stars, and he did not have enough knowledge or data. It would not be possible for him to locate the position where he originally overlooked the land. Even if he found it, he would not be able to make it out of all the stars in the sky.
But he just could not help it because he knew better than anyone else the secrets hidden in this world’s sky. There was something there. Perhaps it was some kind of surveillance system, a satellite, a space station, or a ship. Although it was very likely that it had been shut down now, he could not rule out the possibility that there were others like it in the sky.
He used to be part of that surveillance system. This was the closest guess that Gawain had come up with after thinking about it for many days.
  If he did not have the experience of overlooking the land. If he had become Gawain Cecil upon arriving here, then he would not have this knowledge at all, and he would not have the corresponding concerns. But since he knew about this, as a modern-minded soul from Earth, he could not restrain his curiosity about the sky… and his worries.
What exactly was hanging in the sky? How would that thing or those things affect this place? Would that thing or those things peacefully remain up there? Who created that thing or those things if there was a creator? What could be their motive?
All this gave Gawain an indescribable sense of anxiety. It was just like if people on Earth suddenly found out that an alien spacecraft was parked in the orbit above them. Even if the ship had not moved for hundreds of thousands of years, it would be difficult for them to not worry.
They would need to know where they came from and what they wanted before they could sleep at ease.
And even without this worry, Gawain could not turn a blind eye to the sky just because he was plainly curious.
“Speaking of which, you always look up at the sky every day, either at the sun or the stars.”
A girl’s voice suddenly came from behind him. Gawain looked back and saw the half-elf bandit girl sitting on the railing of the terrace, her back facing outward. She was smiling, and her legs were swinging under the railing, as though she was completely not afraid of falling.
Gawain looked at her. “It’s not polite to sneak into someone’s balcony in the middle of the night and surprise them.”


“The night is my world. There are shadows everywhere. I can go wherever I want.” Amber swayed on the railing, and her body then blended into the shadows. In the next moment, she appeared on the other side of the balcony. “Besides, you’re a 700-year-old hero. Don’t tell me you’re scared of someone suddenly talking to you at night?”
Gawain was embarrassed to admit that he did get goosebumps just now…
“Speaking of which, just what are you looking at every day?” Amber looked at Gawain quietly, so she changed the topic. “You can tell the direction by looking at the sun in the day. Could it be that you look at the stars at night for divination? You know astrology too?”
“What do you think is in the sky?” Gawain returned with a question.
“In the sky? The stars and the sun?” Amber answered casually. “Oh, oh yeah… you’re not going to tell me that the palaces of the gods are in the sky as well and try to preach to me, are you?” Well, I’m not interested. I believe in the shadow and the Goddess of the Night, Lady Night. Lady Night’s kingdom is in the deepest part of the starless night. It’s a completely different place from the real world’s sky. I only need to close my eyes and pray for a moment to pay my respects! ”
“You’re an actual believer of the Goddess of the Night?” Gawain looked at Amber in surprise. Although he did not hold any beliefs, he had learned quite a bit of knowledge from Gawain Cecil’s memory of the religions of this world. Those gods and religions of all kinds was an eye-opener for him, and at the same time, he took them at a respectful distance. However, he never would have thought that the bandit who seemed far from devout was actually someone of a belief.
“Yeah, why not? Anyways, Lady Night neither asks for offerings nor sends any messages. I don’t need to go somewhere at sometime to worship or make sacrifices or whatnot. I don’t even need to pay a single coin, why not choose to believe?” Amber spoke casually of what a true believer might see as disgraceful. “And the way of the shadows is somewhat related to Lady Night’s power. Sometimes I feel that my prayers actually make me stronger, but I always found out later that it was just a psychological effect from drinking too much.”
Gawain’s mouth twitched, and he decided to ignore the half-elf, who talked too much nonsense.
 
She was a total disgrace to the elves. What was the other half of her bloodline? She was also a disgrace to that bloodline.
“Hey hey, why aren’t you talking?” Amber was not going to let him off. “You haven’t answered me yet. What do you look at?”
Gawain gave her a sidewards glance. “Have you ever heard the saying that after death, the soul will return to the sky and wander among the stars. Every star in the sky is actually the soul of someone who died…”


“I’ve never heard of it. I heard that after a believer dies, the soul will be taken away by the god that he believes in, and he can have all the fun in the world in that godly kingdom. For those who don’t believe in anything, their souls will all be taken by the Reaper. The wife of the Reaper will then use an iron comb to comb away all their memories and throw them back into the world. So there are some people who say that all living beings are believers of the Reaper by default regardless of their beliefs,” Amber prattled on, “Your theory is also quite interesting. People will go up to the sky after they die? Is this what the religions taught 700 years ago?”
Gawain felt slightly awkward. “No, this is…”
 
“Ah, yes! You died before!” Amber’s eyes widened, staring at Gawain as though she had found a new continent. In a blink, she appeared before him, coming up close as she asked him impatiently, “Did you rise up into the sky when you died? What is it like when you die? I wanna know!”
“Go go go away!” Gawain pushed Amber’s face aside forcibly. “When you die, you don’t know anything, understand? I was just kidding!”
“Tss…” Amber stared at Gawain for a long time. After confirming that he really did not want to tell her, she turned her head away. “Old people are so boring.”
Gawain: “Say that again?!”
Suddenly, Amber disappeared.
Chapter 23: Heading for the Capital
The people who had escaped from the nightmare in Cecil territory were lucky, but unfortunate.
Burning houses, land corrupted by the elemental power, terrifying giants walking out of the fog of chaos, friends and relatives who died tragically in the midst of all these events—they were like nightmares as they haunted the survivors. Even after they had already found safety in Tanzan Town, even with knights and soldiers protecting them, their fear had never subsided for even a moment.
Because even among the soldiers donned in armor, few could actually sleep soundly at night.
Many of them had to turn to alcohol to numb themselves. Those poor people who could not even afford to get drunk would have no choice but to endure the torment. Moreover, as refugees who had wandered to another territory in this day and age, it was certain that a good life would not await them. Thus, the situation seemed even worse.
Knight Philip could hardly muster the ability in getting the soldiers to report regularly everyday, let alone being able to keep order among the refugees.
Fortunately, the Lord had returned safely and even brought with her a strong pillar of support.
Outside Tanzan Town, Rebecca looked at the people of Cecil territory gathered before her. These people were dressed in shabby clothing and looked haggard. Although Viscount Andrew did provide basic necessities of accommodation and food, Rebecca could not ask for more seeing as he was already far more charitable than the typical aristocrats in this day and age who would give alms only very sparingly to the people.
For the people who had escaped from Cecil territory, seeing their Lord was a shot in the arm.
The civilians of this age were not very wise and were psychologically weak. They did not have much loyalty toward the Lord. Though Rebecca could be regarded as a compassionate and friendly lord (the main reason for this was that the young lady was not very smart, so she did not learn the cunning and greedy ways of her aristocratic peers) But after all, she had not been in this position for even a year. In fact, with the poor flow of information, many people did not even know what their lord looked like.
But their lord’s appearance still served as a form of encouragement. As long as someone stood up and announced that they would continue to protect these pitiful, anxiety-stricken people, it was already enough. It would not matter to them who their lord was or how they looked like. The feudal system that lasted hundreds of years had crippled the people’s ability to think, but it had also made them easily satisfied. In Gawain’s perspective, this was cohesiveness built upon stupidity and ignorance—but it was effective.
 
There were only a small fraction of the people who had come to see them off as even more had stayed in Tanzan Town to attend to their belongings or work to pay for everyone’s food. Looking at these people, Rebecca wanted to say a few words, but she really did not know what to say. So she looked to Knight Philip. “These people will still have to rely on you, Knight Philip. Before we come back, try not to lose a single one of them.”
“I swear!” Philip straightened his chest. “I will protect every one of Cecil’s citizens and assets!”


“Don’t forget what I told you to do,” Gawain said. “Viscount Andrew will provide the necessary help. You only need to send out those who are good on their feet and in their brains. Don’t be stingy with the money. The things they have to accomplish is more important than money.”
“Yes!” The young knight replied loudly, but he could still hardly conceal his bewilderment. As someone living in an unenlightened age and being specialized in combat, it was difficult for him to keep up with Gawain’s thinking. “But are those things really that important?”
“Of course it’s important,” Gawain laughed. “You can call it gossip or public opinion effect. But don’t underestimate these invisible forces. Once everyone starts talking about the same thing, even the king will not be able to sit easy. ”
After making some arrangements, Gawain and Rebecca boarded the carriage provided by Viscount Andrew. Accompanying them was Betty, the maidservant, the loyal Knight Byron, Amber, the super strong bandit, and twelve of the clan’s soldiers. These soldiers were not the cream of the crop because they had less than twenty soldiers in total, counting those that broke out along with Knight Philip and the two who came out with Gawain. To come up with twelve fully equipped soldiers could be said to be the last remaining ‘face’ that the Cecil Clan could muster.
The mature Herti stayed behind to keep a rein on the situation back in Tanzan Town. But ‘Aunt Herti’ was apparently quite worried about her niece’s upcoming trip to the capital. She stood by the carriage, grabbed Rebecca’s hand, and urged her, “Don’t forget your status and don’t bring disgrace to the Cecils, but also don’t get into conflicts with the capital’s aristocrats. Be respectful when you see the king. Don’t break the rules. Don’t throw fireballs at people. The capital is not like our home. If you find something you don’t understand, don’t rush to answer. Go to your ancestor or Knight Byron to discuss it first because people will read into every word you say. The very most important thing is to listen to Ancestor especially when dealing with the aristocrats. You’re not good at this, but Ancestor is a Grand Duke, he knows…”
Upon hearing Herti’s instructions, he had a brooding feeling because he really did not know…
Not only did he not know, but the real Gawain Cecil did not know as well. When that founding hero died, Anzu was still led by a bunch of peasants. The court’s practice back in the day basically revolved around drinking and having heated arguments with the king as a way to make advancements on issues. Thinking back on it, after more than 700 years, things should probably have changed…
  But in order to not drive the already overly neurotic nth great granddaughter into complete madness, he laid his hand on Herti’s shoulder, and gave her an assuring look. “Rest assured, I know.”
So with Herti’s relaxed smile, the clueless Rebecca and the seemingly all-knowing Gawain, embarked on a journey to the capital.
At the same time, Knight Philip dispatched some people as Gawain had instructed before departing.
Those were people from Cecil territory selected for their quicker wits and people quick on their legs and tongues employed from Tanzan Town. There were even some hoodlums who would do it for a few copper coins. Dealing with these people was particularly uncomfortable for the young knight, and the task they were set out to do left the knight even more baffled. The only thing they had to do was to scatter in all directions to places where there were crowds, the taverns, the black market, and the shacks in the slums, where they would spread the word.


It would be best if they could find bards along the way and spread the word to them.
Thus, these events were seen happening in many places within the southern district. Haggard strangers from foreign lands went to crowded areas and spoke in weird accents. Looking mysterious yet earnest, they spoke of similar things.
“Hey, have you heard? Something happened to the Cecil Clan in the south! Their territory was destroyed by monsters and dragons! I heard that it even disturbed the departed souls underground. The legendary ancestor of Cecil was awoken and rose from his coffin… Yes! It’s that legendary Gawain Cecil. He awakened from his long slumber! He must have risen to destroy those monsters…”
“Sigh! Why would I lie to you! People in the south are all talking about this. You can just go to Tanzan Town or Woods Town to ask around about this. And do you see my clothes? I’m one of those who escaped from the south. I tell you, I saw it with my own eyes when Cecils’ ancestor was resurrected!”
Almost everyone talked about the same thing, and at the end they would all earnestly swear that they had witnessed those strange things themselves. Even the people, who were not recruited by Knight Philip, would manage to keep at least eighty percent of the original message when they continued to spread the rumor.
 
If any one were to gather all the rumors, they would be surprised to find that at least one thousand people were standing in the tomb and watching when the Cecils’ ancestor was resurrected, and there would be also 10000 of them outside looking in…
However, in this era, anyone capable of doing this would not pay attention to these rumors among the peasants in the streets. Those people who believed and spread the news… they would not be too discerning about it.
In the carriage heading towards the city of St. Soniel, Gawain gazed out disinterestedly at the scenery as he pondered about how he should face His Majesty, the King, who sat high atop the Silver Castle in St. Soniel.
He did not know how much effect would come out of the task he had instructed of Knight Philip. In fact, he did not even have thirty percent of confidence in it. This was a world filled with ignorance and was quite at odds with itself. The existence of magic had made many things much more convenient, to such an exceedingly advanced state, as they were being used to enhance production in various ways. However, things like magical powers and other supernatural powers were only controlled in the hands of a few while commoners did not possess them. Or perhaps they did not need it, so those who lacked this power fell unimaginably far behind.
Shouting was their means of communication, walking their means of travel. Rumors could spread quickly in towns because gossip was a form of entertainment for the peasants after a day of hard work. However, it was ten times harder to spread the news from one city to another because the unchecked wilderness had become a huge obstacle that impeded travel. Moreover, each clan had controls in place on who entered and left their territories. Without first obtaining permission of their lords, they had to risk being hanged if they were only intending to visit the neighboring territory’s village to buy a chicken!
 
The agreement on freedom of movement signed between the Cecil Clan and the Leslie Clan (Viscount Andrew’s clan) could address the problem of the flow of people, but it could not address other difficulties.


But it was at least better than doing nothing.
Gawain’s objective was very simple. It was to spread the story of ‘The resurrection of Cecils’ ancestor’ as far as possible. The wider it spread, the better. It must not only be a secret known within the aristocratic circles but also among the commoners and even among the poor. If possible, it should even spread to the extent of becoming like supernatural and horror stories. In fact, this was the direction some of those rumors were evolving into.
In the process of dissemination of this information, more and more would be added to the message. Those superstitious and ignorant medieval people would add a lot of details to it according to their own understanding. Gawain did not care about the details at all. He only wanted the news to continue spreading.
Then everyone would know that Cecils’ ancestor had been resurrected, and that it was during the middle of the monsters’ attack on the kingdom that the legendary founding pioneer woke up…
Chapter 24: Journey to the Capital
Gawain had not been walking at a fast pace.
Although Rebecca seemed a little anxious along the way, Gawain still conducted the journey at his own pace. He allowed the group to stop at each town along the way. Upon stopping, he instructed the soldiers to disguise themselves as travelers or mercenaries to spread the news of ‘The kingdom’s founding Grand Duke Gawain Cecil has come back to life’ and ‘Grand Duke Gawain will soon arrive in the city of St. Soniel.’ At the same time, he would also employ local bards and hoodlums to spread similar but more bizarre versions of the news. The funding they had received from Viscount Andrew was sufficient for him to accomplish these things.
At first, Gawain was still worried that neither he nor Rebecca had any experience dealing with the local tyrants and that they might encounter difficulties as they carried out these tasks. However, they did not expect that Knight Byron, who had traveled with them, would show his extraordinary skills. Though the middle-aged knight was not very powerful compared to his peers, his ability to deal with those loafers was impressive. Upon arriving in a city, he did not need much time before making connections with those ‘rats’. Before the soldiers spread the news, the various rumors about the southern border began to spread from the bottom rungs of the city…
Gawain was reminded of hearing about Knight Byron’s background from Rebecca. Byron was not a true noble, but he used to be a mercenary who had traveled extensively. He was taken in by the previous generation’s Viscount Cecil, after an incident and was able to rise up to the knight class. From the looks of it, it seemed that his experience as a former mercenary had not been wasted.
And Amber was the other person who had been of great help and performed just as Gawain had expected. She was indeed very proficient at dealing with those hoodlums. He was between describing her as being very professional versus being very adept at business… Gawain had given the half-elf girl some money to bribe those hoodlums, and when she was done with it, she returned with even more money…
Of course, such a behavior was strongly condemned by Rebecca, who had a good upbringing. In order to keep up a good image for his descendants, Gawain had no choice but to press Amber’s head and make her promise to return the stolen money and to never do that again.
This was a huge blow to Amber as though her values were being condemned. Gawain thought that it was probably impossible to teach her proper values.
Besides allowing the news to continue spreading, Gawain had another motive that was hard to talk about—he needed to understand the world better.
It was not because there was a huge 700 years of difference between the knowledge from the memory he had inherited and the current reality, but because he was not even a person of this world. The images he had seen in the sky could at most be used as a map, while the memory he inherited could not be readily and flexibility used. On several occasions, he tried to search for something within the memory, but he did not know the ‘keywords’. And after all the wasted effort, he realized that what he needed urgently was to understand this world.
This process had been quite smooth.
 
He saw the poor and backward southern villages of Anzu Kingdom, the bustling and lively central cities, the wilderness, the fortresses built by humans. All these were slowly blending together with the map he saw when overlooking the land.
Inferring from a few details, he confirmed that the ‘latest’ top-down map in his mind should not be too outdated. It was probably a record left about ten years ago. That was the last image he saw when he was hanging atop the sky.


In this slow-paced world, a map from ten years ago was absolutely usable.
With regards to leaving the southern border for so long and whether there might be any problems that could arise in Tanzan Town, Gawain was not as worried as Rebecca. He believed that Herti would be able to deal with things. And he could be quite certain that Viscount Andrew would properly fulfill the terms of the deal. It was not that he trusted in the Viscount’s character, but he believed that the benefits of the deal was good enough that it would bind him to the Cecil Clan. Before leaving the southern border, he instructed Knight Philip to spread the news through every channel. In addition to letting everyone know about the resurrection of Gawain Cecil, it would also bring the survivors from the Cecil territory into the focus of everyone’s attention. Viscount Andrew, who sheltered the survivors, would have no choice but to continue taking care of the refugees until Gawain Cecil returned from the capital, and everything was settled.
No matter how long the journey took, the journey would soon come to an end. Two months after leaving the southern area, the towering walls of the city of St. Soniel finally appeared before Gawain and the group.
This was a city built on a plain. It was of a scale far bigger than those of the poor and backward southern cities. The white walls and neat light blue roofs were the city’s distinctive features which had given it the reputation of being ‘The White City’ and ‘The Blue Crowns’.
Ever since the founding King Charlie the First led his people to cultivate the land on this plain and built this city, the city had undergone countless expansions and reconstructions. The first walls made of earth and stones were no more, leaving behind only a few symbolic walls in the older parts of the city. The newly built city walls made of large stones were ten times larger than the original. These stones were obtained from the rocky ridges in the north, and the hard rocks in the eastern area. Molten copper and lead filled between the bricks. Within this thick and sturdy city wall, crystals blessed with earth elemental power was buried every hundred meters to ensure that it would not crack and disintegrate. This luxury was something that the pioneering ancestors back in those days would never have even dreamed of.
Standing below the walls of St. Soniel, looking up at the stone bricks dazzling under the sunshine, he realized that he could not find any such associations in his memory.
This city was no longer the same place as the small city in Gawain Cecil’s memory.
With proper entry passes and a reliable status of aristocracy, Gawain and the party entered the city without any hiccups.
The King, Francis II, who ruled over the entire Anzu Kingdom, awaited these visitors from the south in his royal palace, the Silver Castle, and he was especially keen to meet the special guest who lived 700 years ago.
  Actually, he had already been waiting for many, many days, to the extent that he was almost going to get a nervous breakdown.
This old ancestor was too tormenting. The King did not like to be waiting like this. From all over the southern parts, information from every town from the south to the north had almost never stopped coming in. Official reports from from every level of officials and news gathered from the people could almost be stacked up to one meter on the desk. Among those reports were at least a hundred versions of the news, not including versions that come in different dialects. Regardless of which version it was, the main story was talking about the ancestor who suddenly unveiled his coffin and led his descendants straight for the capital. However, the reports kept coming every day, while the old ancestor…


What was keeping him!?
The initial plan made after receiving the secret letter from Viscount Andrew had long been abandoned, and the strategies discussed with his trusted advisors had also failed as the ancestor took a scenic tour and paraded himself around the cities. Now, everyone knew about Gawain Cecil’s return. Of course, considering that communication in this era was not very efficient, it would be quite an exaggeration to say that everyone knew about his return. However, this news would at least be known among the people with the ability to gather information such as those traveling merchants and aristocrats.
Thus, there was little that Francis II could do.
He would have to sit in the Silver Castle, openly receive the returning legendary Grand Duke, openly speak with him, and openly send him off.
At least, in every aspect that people would take notice of, he had to do it in an open fashion.
However, Gawain was not planning to let that King be relieved so quickly. Or perhaps, he had already achieved his first objectives. Now, he wanted to test the the King’s attitude and of those around the King. Thus, instead of keeping a low-profile and directly going to the Silver Castle in their carriage, he ordered the soldiers to take out the banner already prepared in the carriage not long after entering the city.
The banner was drawn with the Cecil Clan’s emblem, and the sword and shield emblem of the Anzu royal family. The two emblems were drawn side by side. It was restored according to his memory. It was the banner that Gawain Cecil used when he was the Grand Duke of the southern border.
Even if they had only twelve soldiers, they had to bring out a presence as though they were guards of honor.
Cecil Clan had indeed declined, but even if they had declined to their current state, the clan which had followed the founding king in pioneering, it was established in their roots as warriors and they still had a little pride preserved. They defended the people and the land and never went easy on the battlefield. Rebecca, who was only seventeen now and could only put out fireballs, could be said to be Cecil’s weakest leader yet. She was lousy in both politics and combat. Her brain might have even been caught by the door before, but even she could lead the last few clan soldiers as they defended the castle and let the remaining civilians break out. This was all thanks to the sense of honor passed down through the generations.
 
Therefore, even though the Cecils had the poorest land in the southern borders, it was still able to cultivate the strongest warriors of the southern borders.
Even if there were only a dozen or so of these warriors left.


The soldiers raised the banners and rode on horses in a two-row formation. Watching the emblems waving on the banners, they seemed to have also been encouraged by this as their heads were held high. Behind them, Rebecca and Gawain also got off the carriage and rode together with the soldiers.
Byron was at the front. The mercenary-born, knight, who came into his class later in his life, tried his best to present himself like a real aristocrat so as not to disgrace the clan which he had sworn allegiance to. But Gawain rode the horse beside him and whispered to him, “Relax. Put aside all the rules of comportment. Back in the day when we came here, some of us even carried logging axes on our backs.”
At the end of the line, in the carriage where Gawain and Rebecca was supposed to sit in, now sat the bandit girl and Betty, the maidservant who had dozed off.
 
“Aristocrats are really some sick species, right?” Amber looked outside the carriage, turned back, and poked Betty’s arm. “Why don’t they sit in a carriage when they have one, and instead they go showing off on their horses? They’re nuts.”
Betty tilted her head a little, looking as though she was nodding, but suddenly a snot bubble came out.
Amber batted her eyes as she looked at Betty, and suddenly noticed the pan she was holding. Immediately, she was up to mischief as she used her excellent skills as a thief and quietly went closer to the pan…
Betty suddenly hugged the pan and stared at Amber in a startled expression. “No! The Lord said that this is mine!”
Amber: “…?”
Chapter 25: Journey to the Capital (2)
Even though he only had a dozen soldiers with him, even though the name of Cecil had long been estranged from the politics of the kingdom, and even though the clan’s last estate in the capital had been absorbed by the kingdom a hundred years ago, Gawain still entered the city flamboyantly, going so far as to fly the clan’s colors of seven hundred years ago.
The flag could only be flown in Gawain Cecil’s lifetime. Doing so now was not so much as revealing his existence, but sending a signal to the royal family—
“It isn’t the seventeen year-old Viscountess entering the city, but the Grand Duke of the South.”
Upon hearing this report from his Chamberlain, Francis II immediately understood what this “ancient man” was implying. The old king stepped out onto the terrace of the Silver Castle and gazed in the direction of the entrance into the city the Cecil Clan was taking.
He was unable to make out anything at this distance—this city was now so much larger than it had been before, so large that even standing on the highest point of the Silver Castle could not yield him a view of the city’s limits. Would the ancient man who had been asleep for seven hundred years feel surprised when he stepped into this city?
Would he realize that seven hundred years had already passed and everything was not the same as before?
His Chamberlain was still by his side, waiting for his orders. Francis II looked away and turned his attention back to this ordinary-looking middle-aged man. “Receive him as befit a duke, then tell him that I will meet him tomorrow at noon. Invite him to rest a day in Silver Castle to relieve the fatigue of his journey.”
The Chamberlain received the order, but before he could retire from the room, Francis II called out to him again. “Also, with the exception of rescheduling the meeting, all of the Grand Duke’s requests should be fulfilled to the best of our ability—treat him with the utmost respect.”
The Chamberlain retreated. A handsome young man with short blonde hair and clad in fine clothes walked up to the King, he had been standing beside a pillar nearby all along. “Father, do you think it’s true that the Grand Duke has been ‘resurrected’, or is that a hoax?”
“That’s unimportant.” Francis II looked at his successor. “Although we have received that letter from Andrew, and we have a lot of evidence, whether or not this ancient Grand Duke is for real remains to be determined. For now, I can only say… It doesn’t seem like a hoax. That resurrected ancient one is giving us a big ‘surprise’.”
 
The young man lowered his eyes and put on an air of humility as he asked, “Why do you think he has come?”
“The purpose of his arrival can only be guessed before the meeting takes place. Judging by the style of rumors he has stirred up on the way here, he will certainly not make his intentions known clearly in advance.” The old King shook his head. “You should find an opportunity to interact with him and judge his attitude, but you must be careful. We’re dealing with an unprecedented situation, and we don’t want to provoke him.”


The young man promised this, and turned to leave the room.
Meanwhile, Francis II turned around and continued his observation of the city, but sighed internally.
This heir of his was still too young. He was still inept at hiding his true thoughts. He had shown so much interest in the man who had fallen from the sky—or rather, crawled out from the earth—that he could sense his eagerness with a single glance.
But it was not such a big deal actually. It was better to present this opportunity to him, rather than letting him get in touch with the man privately.
After watching his Chamberlain ride away from the castle, Francis II nodded and said to the air, “Dark Raven, go and survey Gawain Cecil and his party, and report everything back to me.”
No sooner had the King spoken then a veil at the foot of a pillar stirred slightly, though no one appeared.
“Also, don’t get too close. If he is really that wonder from seven hundred years ago, you will be found out if you venture too close,” added the old King.
The veil under the pillar did not move.
…
Gawain and his party entered the city of St. Soniel from its main entrance, riding on the main road of the city on horseback. Almost half the city had gotten wind of the news, and the party met the procession the King had sent to welcome them before they reached the Silver Castle.
The entourage welcoming them was very ostentatious and steeped in extravagance. A red carpet was rolled under Gawain’s feet from somewhere deep in the Silver Castle. Costumed attendants and maids strew petals along the way, and a trumpeter and a drummer played music from either side. All this seemed like His Majesty the King had taken more than a day to make these preparations—but Gawain was still certain that if he had come into the city in a different manner, or entered it earlier, the welcome reception would have been different.


Only the Heavens knew how much planning this King had done to deal with such an occasion.
Even though Gawain himself had never interacted with nobility or had any experience rubbing shoulders with the nobility, there were much related knowledge and experiences from the memories in his mind. Although Gawain Cecil was a pioneer of the Anzu Kingdom, he had also lived through the glory days of the Gondor Empire—he could not see what Anzu would be like seven hundred years later, but he knew how the Gondor Empire looked like seven hundred years ago.
At its height, the human empire seven hundred years ago was more complex than any of the continental countries could imagine.
“Please follow me to the Silver Castle. His Majesty the King has already prepared the most luxurious rooms and the best dishes, in addition to spring water to relieve the fatigue of our distinguished guests. The meeting is set for noon tomorrow, so please have a good rest tonight.”
  A seemingly calm reception official—from an unknown family of the noble court—stood before Gawain, sprouting words of courtesy. Gawain turned to look at Rebecca beside him, but saw that this silly girl was gawking at everything with wide eyes.
Although she had tried to keep her composure along the way, the Silver Castle in front and the grand welcoming ceremony stunned the noble from the countryside. Her sight was no longer sufficient for her, to the point where she did not even know if she should watch the orderly and splendid guards of honor, or look at the majestic palace in the distance, which was layered with silver foil on the entirety of its exterior.
“I’d thought that the King would be dying to see me.” Gawain shrugged but did not get off his horse, instead looking down at the reception official. “After all, it is quite difficult to meet a person who has just jumped out of a coffin.”
The reception official paused for a moment, probably not expecting the legendary Grand Duke to speak in this manner. However, he quickly regained his composure and said, “His Majesty has arranged for the meeting to take place tomorrow in consideration of the difficulties during your travel.”
“Is that so…” Gawain deliberately paused for a long while. He waited until the reception official was about to break out in cold sweat before continuing, “I am thankful for His Majesty’s well intentions. However, since we’re not meeting today, there is no need for me to enter his castle—I’m not used to staying in the Silver Castle.”
The reception official’s expression changed. “Then, where…”
“I’ll be more comfortable in my own home.” Gawain smiled. “It’s just that seven hundred years have already passed, and I wonder if 4 Crown Street has already been torn down?”


Upon hearing the name “4 Crown Street”, the reception official and the officers of the inner court balked at the suggestion. Even though Francis II had instructed them to cater to Gawain’s every want, they had never expected him to request such a thing!
That was where Gawain Cecil’s mansion in the royal capital had been seven hundred years ago.
Even though Gawain Cecil was the Gawain Cecil of the Southern borders, and spent most of his time in his southern fief, he, like the other pioneers of his time, had his own residence in the capital. The residences were mansions built by Charlie I for every pioneer on Crown Street— the street closest to the Silver Castle.
It was the custom in those days for the pioneers to stay in their own fiefs unless they had consultations with the King in the Capital.
Seven hundred years later, all of the pioneers (with the exception of one who just came back from the dead), had already died. However, every one of the houses on Crown Street still retained their facade from then, with the Crown even funding renovations and repairs for seven hundred years to ensure their permanent existence for years to come.
They had, in reality, become a kind of living fossil, just that this living fossil was still inhabited by people, by the still-living descendants of the pioneers, who had inherited their ancestors’ estate and belongings.
That is, with the exception of the Cecil Clan’s—ever since the birth of the talented Grumman Cecil, 4 Crown Street had been absorbed by the Crown…
“4 Crown Street…” The reception official stammered, “That indeed does not exist anymore, but it has been renovated many times…”
“Oh, that is for certain. After all, it is just a mansion, which is not as sturdy as a castle.” Gawain smiled. “But since it has undergone renovation, it should be quite well preserved right now, isn’t it? It won’t be a problem for me to stay there, would it?”
 
“Of course not…” The reception official was about to say that he had to consult the King before deciding, but could not bring himself to say the words after looking at the spurious smile on Gawain’s face. “But…”
“I know, it’s been absorbed by the Crown, right?” Gawain did not want to put a mere errand runner in a spot of bother, and thus volunteered, “But I’ve heard that no one is staying there now—in fact, no one has stayed there for a hundred years, right?”


“That is correct. After all, the late King had left… many things behind, which no one has dared to take away. Also, up until today, no one is eligible to inherit anything from it, so 4 Crown Street is still vacant.”
Gawain continued smiling. “Since there isn’t anyone inheriting the place, it shouldn’t be a problem for me to return to stay at my home for one night, is there?”
“It’s absolutely no problem at all.” The reception official remembered the order the King’s Chamberlain had given him and could only nod. “Then, please wait, your Excellency. I will lead you there…”
 
“There’s no need. I still remember the way to my home.” Gawain waved a hand. “You can go back and tell the King that I’ll visit him punctually in the castle at noon tomorrow.”
He then turned his horse around. Before he left, he even patted Rebecca’s head. “Silly child, let’s go.”
It was only then that Rebecca jolted. “Ah? Lord Ancestor, are we not staying in the castle today?”
“What’s so great about the castle? The year we erected the castle, I told Charlie that the land he chose to build it on wasn’t good. In the end, its roof cracked on its third year. Come on, I’ll show you where I used to live. Now, that’s a home.”
As he watched the retreating figure of the free-spirited Gawain, the cold sweat which had been long simmering on his head finally dripped down. He then grabbed a person beside him and ordered, “Quick, send for druids who can shapeshift into a bird! Go to 4 Crown Street and make haste on the preparations!”
Chapter 26: Was This Still His Old Residence?
Gawain did not let the party get there too quickly because he could tell that the reception team had to rush their preparations so that the house at 4 Crown Street would be ready for its owner’s return. He did not want to trouble the workers who were only there following instructions. Though he had led the party for a detour around the streets, when he arrived at 4 Crown Street, there were still some people in attendants’ uniforms with sweat over their foreheads as they ran in and out of the house.
But fortunately, they were almost done with the preparations.
A tall, thin middle-aged man wearing a white wig and a black bow tie, looking like a butler, came out from the mansion to greet him. He stood before Gawain’s horse and bowed, “My Lord, your mansion is ready. I am the one responsible for managing these estates. My name is James Blaine. It is my honor to serve you during your stay in the capital.”
“Blaine… I remember this name,” Gawain thought for a moment (searching the memory), and he chuckled, “Ah, oh yes. Hawley Blaine, Charlie’s chamberlain back in the day. ‘Blaine’ was the name that Charlie gave him.”
James Blaine, the middle-aged man, was a little surprised. Everyone who was fortunate enough to meet this ancient (who even knew his own ancestor) would probably feel the same way. “Yes… Yes, Hawley Blaine is my ancestor. Our family has served as the royal family’s chamberlains for generations. The royal family’s estates in the capital are all managed by the Blaines… ”
Gawain chuckled. “Yeah, my house is also now part of the royal estates.”
James Blaine immediately broke out in a cold sweat. This topic was definitely ranked highest in awkwardness index in the capital today. To illustrate, it was as good as tying you to a chair and reciting your sob stories you wrote in your blog when you were fourteen…
But Gawain was only joking with him, and he quickly changed the subject. “Don’t stress yourselves over this. I won’t be staying long.”
James Blaine stood up straight. “As ordered, I will do my best to serve you. It is my responsibility to prepare the mansion.”
“You mean like clearing out the ticket booth at the entrance and the tour guides inside?”
 
“… Huh?”
How troublesome it was communicating with people of a different world. The same jokes would not work here.


Interest waning, Gawain waved it off, dismounted from the horse, and handed the reins to the chamberlain, who was already waiting beside him. Then he led his (n+1)th great-granddaughter and a group of people into this 700-year-old ancient mansion.
Indeed, as the previous inner court official mentioned, these historic and significant houses on Crown Street had not only been preserved, but they had also maintained their original look over the years with constant repairs. Even if unscientific things like magic existed, many things should have decayed in the span of 700 years. Thus Gawain was almost certain that at least half of the things here were no longer the original ones but only replicas. But he was not concerned about these things anyways since he was not even the real Gawain Cecil.
After passing through a small garden, vestibule, and a short corridor, it was the main hall. Being the mansion of the founding Grand Duke, 4 Crown Street was indeed a little too shabby. Basically any clan that could afford to buy an estate in the capital would be able to build a house twice the size of this. Thus, Amber muttered as soon as she entered the door, “That’s it? It’s far worse than I thought…”
“This was built seven hundred years ago,” Gawain looked at the half-elf. “At that time, the Silver Castle was only slightly bigger than this.”
“I think it’s pretty good…” Rebecca said softly. “Apart from being spacious, the castle I lived in doesn’t seem to be better than this in every other aspect…”
Amber rolled her eyes at her and said, “That’s because you guys have almost squandered all your inherited properties.”
“No throwing fireballs here.” Gawain held down Rebecca and Amber’s heads. “And you, dial it back a little. Stop asking for trouble. One day when you really meet a shadow master, you might just die on the spot.”
After telling Knight Byron and the soldiers to follow the chamberlain to find somewhere to rest, he told Betty to go to the kitchen to prepare dinner (the young lady’s pan finally came in handy), and then Gawain started walking around the main hall.
“They really preserved these things…”
After walking two rounds, Gawain sighed lightly. The memories in his head kept surging forth and matching with the items in his sight. Though many of the items were no longer the original ones, the familiarity of these things gave him a strong sense of nostalgia.
Following behind Gawain as he walked around, Rebecca looked through the objects in the main hall with curiosity and mixed feelings. Some of the descendants of the early pioneers were living right here in Crown Street, but as the descendant of the greatest of the pioneers, the lord of the Cecil Clan, Rebecca only just learned of how the house in which her Lord Ancestor lived looked like.


There were many things here that she had only read about in the clan’s books, such as the ancient battleaxe that was hanging on the wall of the main hall.
“I won this when I fenced with Charlie back in the day. Actually it’s not some powerful weapon. It’s just a dwarf’s battleaxe.” Gawain pointed at the axe on the wall, saying casually as he collected the memories, “I wonder how those dwarves who only grow up to my waist can be so strong. Such a large axe is really heavy for human soldiers, but they can swing it around like it’s nothing. ”
  Rebecca picked up on the name that Gawain mentioned, “Charlie… Do you mean the founding King Charlie?”
“Charlie Moen, the one called Charlie I today. Who else could it be?” Gawain chuckled. “He is the only Charlie that I’ve ever mentioned.”
Although he was only wearing Gawain Cecil’s shell, being able to brag as though he had experienced it first hand was reallyawesome.jpg.
However, Gawain was not simply using this to boast about his first hand experience, but he would indeed need to be familiar with his current identity in many occasions as the identity of Gawain Cecil would apparently be very useful within the foreseeable distant future.
However, Amber was not interested in things such as a clan’s history or the kingdom’s insider stories. After going around the hall and pondering over how Gawain would beat her up if she stole something here, this job-oriented half-elf who cared for her life even more, sat down on the sofa, shook her feet as she looked around. “Speaking of which, did you insist on coming here so that you can take away these items? After all, your descendants are already about to squander away all the family property. There aren’t many chances like this where we can come up with an excuse to move these things away… ”
Gawain was dumbstruck. “Where did you get this idea?”
Amber said delightedly, “It’s nothing. It’s just a normal line of thought. If you are concerned that there are too many things here to carry, you can leave it to me. I’ll take them out for you. No one will find out. With my ability, it’ll just take me three trips, and I’ll be able to pretty much clear things up here… ”
It was truly a rare breed of bandit to so casually discuss with the original owner about how she could steal their items. Now, Amber was no longer merely just a disgrace to elves, but she had also become a disgrace to bandits…
It seemed like an incredible achievement for one to go from being a disgrace of one’s own race to a disgrace of one’s own class.


“Save the effort. If I really wanted to take something away, I wouldn’t even need your help,” Gawain waved her off and interrupted Amber’s unrealistic idea. “Even if Francis II was silly, he wouldn’t even be bothered about something as trivial as this. ”
Amber batted her eyes. “Okay then, you’re right. Most of these things around the house don’t seem like they are worth much anyways. They’re mostly replicas. Only the axe and the vase at the door are originals… Oh, the vase is a replica too. ”
Damned. This girl had already appraised all the items here in such a short time?!
If you were so good, why could you not spend a little energy to watch that mouth of yours and build up your nerves?
Seeing that no one was responding to her, Amber started to look for a new topic to talk about after shaking her legs for a while. “Speaking of which, why do you have to drag me here? I’m not a knight of your clan, nor am I a soldier. I’m just a thief who passed by. How can I be of any help?”
 
“First, you dug my grave. Although you said you went there to take refuge, according to the kingdom’s laws, the punishment for this crime is hanging. As the one who pardoned your crime, don’t you think that you have a duty to do something in return for me?” Gawain looked at Amber. “Second, I want your ability. Of course, I’m not talking about your ability to steal things but your talent as a rogue. We are in the capital. Who knows how many people are watching us, everyone of us, for various motives. Byron is a knight who is only good at frontal assault. Rebecca can only use fireballs. I have not fully recovered my strength yet, so I really need you, a highly skilled master of shadows. Does that answer your question, Miss Amber?”
Gawain became serious in his tone in the latter half, and Amber was also affected by this serious tone, her expression was stunned for a while.
She did not expect Gawain to speak to herself so solemnly. As a thief, who had a negative reputation among aristocrats, she did not think that a noble would appeal to her so solemnly.
What more, he was the legendary Cecil Grand Duke.
This would allow her to brag about it for at least half a year!
 
“You… Since you say it like this, I’ll help you then.” The half-elf girl said as she turned her face away unnaturally. “But you need to praise me more. The part where you said I’m a highly skilled master of shadows. I won’t ask you for money if you can say it again twice… ”


Gawain turned his head to look at Rebecca. “Can you control a fireball such that it just sticks to someone’s face but not kill them?”
Amber: “?!”
However, Amber did not get to experience the fireball sticking to her face because the butler from the Blaine clan appeared.
“Your Excellency, you have guests,” James said politely as he bowed slightly, “Prince Edmund is here to visit.”
Chapter 27: Issue of the Right to Inheritance
Gawain met the Prince in the guest room. Rebecca was also there as Gawain took her along so that she would get more exposure.
Edmund Moen was the most highly regarded son of Anzu’s King Francis II. Gawain had not known the Prince before, but he specifically turned to Herti and Viscount Andrew for this journey to the capital to catch up on information of the royal family, so he learned quite a lot about the royal family.
Francis II was already of old age, but he had a few children. Besides his young son Edmund Moen, he only had another son and a daughter. Among them, the eldest son Wales was extremely mediocre, timid, and guileless. He had been a cause of worry for the old king for a long time. For the first half of his life, he was the only son of the old king, so Wales had been the crown prince for 17 years. But later on, Francis II had a son in his old age. An adored concubine gave birth to a pair of twins for him. They were Princess Veronica Moen and Prince Edmund Moen.
Compared to his mediocre eldest son, Wales, the twins were outstanding, showing extreme talent at a very young age. They were highly praised by their court teachers for both their martial arts and intellect. The old king, who had been worried about his heir, was saved. Almost without hesitation, he rescinded his eldest son’s status as crown prince and prepared to transfer the right to succeed the throne to his new children.
No one from the court or from the people had any objections to this, and even Prince Wales accepted the arrangement indifferently.
The inheritance of the Anzu throne was not limited by gender, but Edmund Moen in the end became the crown prince, not by the old king’s decision, but because Princess Veronica announced early on that she was going to give up the right to inherit the throne, and she joined the Church of the Holy Light, becoming a nun in the Glory Cathedral (she had risen to a high priest in the meantime), which had obviously been planned in advance. The old king naturally gave his daughter his blessings and sent her to the church. Soon after, he made Edmund the crown prince, and thus the succession of the Anzu royal household was completed in a fairly calm manner.
Many people thought that Princess Veronica’s ‘conversion’ was actually a chess-like move from the royal family. With this method, the king of Anzu would have inserted people from the royal bloodline as high-ranking members within the independent Church of the Holy Light. Moreover, a princess who gave up the throne and devoted herself to the Holy Light was indeed a character that the church could not turn away regardless of its symbolic significance or in the context of what they would stand to gain from it. But at the same time, there were also contrasting opinions that considered this to be a sign of the increase in the influence of the Holy Light church and the erosion of the royal family’s power.
There were many people on both sides, but in Gawain’s opinion, they should belong to the Strategic Fooyou Agency 1 . After all, they were just talking nonsense…
Gawain was not interested in the power moves of the royal household. Or perhaps he had not reached a level at which he could have any opinion on this matter, so he was only focused on the young person before him.
Edmund Moen was a handsome man with both the soldierly yet refined, scholarly air about him. His manners were almost good enough to be textbook examples. Upon meeting, he only gave a brief greeting. Gawain muttered to Rebecca, “Did you see that? Watch and learn. Stop always thinking about throwing large fireballs at people.”
 
Rebecca wanted to remind her ancestor that it was he who was urging her to use a fireball just a while ago, but she kept quiet as she was afraid of taking a beating.
Edmund wore an appropriate, thoughtful smile. “I hope you will feel comfortable staying here. If the chamberlain and the maidservants are not doing a good job, you can just tell Butler James.”


“Rest assured. There is nothing more comfortable than staying in my own home.” Gawain sat down on a high-back chair. “You have kept this place up pretty well. It’s almost the same as it was seven hundred years ago… You even restored my favorite tea set. That’s great. Have a seat, don’t stand on ceremony.”
“Preserving the hero’s former residence is to safeguard our honor,” Edmund said curiously and respectfully, “You might find this funny, but I grew up listening to your stories. I even collected a set of replicas, weapons and armor you used back in the day. I imagined that one day I could be a pioneer like you too, protecting the people… Unfortunately, regardless if I’m the crown prince or the king, I can’t simply do whatever I want.”
Gawain looked the Prince up and down several times until the Prince fidgeted awkwardly and said, “Is there anything wrong with the way I look?”
“Relax. You don’t have to talk to me like I’m some old-fashioned old man,” Gawain waved his hand. “I died 700 years ago, but I was thirty-five years old when I died. That is not much older than you.”
Edmund gave an awkward expression. “Um, you’re right. I can’t help but add those seven hundred years to your age…”
“Surely there will be some generational gap after that 700 years,” Gawain chuckled. “For example, we talked in a much more straightforward manner back in the day than people do now. We would get on with the main topic of discussion after a fight or a drink, people nowadays have to babble about their pleasantries before getting to the point.”
Edmund was stunned for a moment, and he suddenly laughed as though he had a weight off his mind. “I knew it. You won’t be as difficult to talk to as my father thought. He even kept reminding me that I should pay attention to etiquette, and I told him too much of these nonsense would annoy people.”
  “See. This is the style of talking that I like.” Gawain nodded. “Well, let’s get to the point then. Your reason for coming to see me today is to sound out information from me, right?”
“… That is a little too straightforward…”
“That’s just the way we ancients are.” Gawain waved his hand, thinking that those guys who had been dead for hundreds of years would not jump out of the grave to come and beat him up. At least, he was the only human to be able to do that, so he could say whatever he liked. “So you don’t have to try to hide it. Your old man sent you here to get information on what my motives are coming out of my grave so suddenly, right?”
Edmund shrugged. “This is not what my father meant. He is very careful. Even if he wanted to learn about your motives, he won’t do such a reckless thing as sending me to meet you. I came here of my own intention. And I… Indeed, I am curious about your purpose of coming here.”


Gawain motioned for him to continue.
“You have been awake for so long. You must have known that many things have changed in these seven hundred years, especially… what happened a hundred years ago,” Edmund said, glancing at Rebecca, “Are you here because of interest in the Cecil Clan? ”
“This question is too vague. I definitely came in the interest of the Cecil Clan, but the question should be which aspect of it did I come for?” Gawain looked to the Prince. “From my point of view, there are many things that I can bring up in the interest of the Cecil Clan. The most obvious one being Cecil Clan’s succession to the title of Grand Duke and the southern lands. That is a huge topic for debate, isn’t it?”
Edmund froze for a moment. He seemed unsure whether Gawain was being serious or not, but he forced a smile and replied, “Your title and lands were inherited by your descendants after you died. Following that, your descendant violated the law of the kingdom and could no longer continue to retain their titles and lands. This is all according to the kingdom’s laws… ”
Gawain adjusted his posture, leaned toward Edmund, and gave an ambiguous smile as he said, “Yes, but according to the law, my heirs can only inherit my title and lands after I die. If I am alive, only my eldest son can take on a title that is one lower than mine and have the limited ‘Right to act as representative’ (See note in next paragraph). And all Cecil descendants apart from the eldest son will only have noble status but not have any legal rights to act as a substitute. Obviously, I’m alive now, and nothing in Anzu’s law mentions, for the case of a resurrected person, when a right to succession should come into effect or become invalid, and how the conflicts that arise during the failure period should be dealt with.”
 
(Right to act as representative, in Anzu’s law, refers to the right of a qualified noble heir to act in the name of the clan, giving him the privileges and at the same time the responsibility for any risk of the undertaking.)
Edmund: “?!”
Gawain spread open his hand. “So in the first place, the succession is invalid. A hundred years ago, Grumman should not have been a marquis, nor should he have any legal rights to represent the Cecil Clan. You only took something from someone who was not even the right successor.”
Rebecca looked at his ancestor, dumbstruck. She never thought that one could actually perform such a maneuver. Meanwhile, Amber, who was eavesdropping with her ear against the wall, turned and gave Knight Byron a look. “He’s good! He’s even more shameless than me! ”
Prince Edmund’s expression was almost on the verge of cracking. He twitched at the corner of his mouth. After some time, he finally said, “But when the law was enacted, who would have thought that you would come back to life…. Besides, you did die once.”
 
“That is why when you’re talking to me, put aside those logic and rules. They have become invalid the moment I opened my coffin,” Gawain laughed. “Of course, I did not come in vengeance for the lands and titles taken from my descendants. I know what that good-for-nothing descendant did a hundred years ago. If I was there, I would have whipped him to death too. The decision from the royal family was not wrong, and I have no intention of overthrowing it. I just want to let you know that if I really wanted to nitpick over the kingdom’s laws in the interest of the Cecil Clan, there would be many ways for me to do that because there’s just a large part of the law that revolves around whether I died or not.”


“Okay, okay, I understand.” Edmund raised his hands in surrender. “You were saying that people 700 years ago were straightforward and not good at beating about the bush, but it seems now that you are even harder to deal with than my debate instructor.”
“I have not only been through the early uncivilized years of Anzu, I have also experienced the Gondor Empire when it was at its peak, so don’t underestimate an ancient from 700 years ago.” Gawain curled his lips. “In uncivilized times, we can be savages that devour through feathers and raw meat, and in civilized times, we can give a wine 36 names, each name accompanied by a sonnet.”
“… This is indeed impressive,” Edmund submitted. “Can we then discuss in detail about what you are going to talk to my father about at noon tomorrow…”
Gawain nodded, thinking that this was just as he had expected. As compared to the meeting they would have in front of the public the next day, the real talks was actually taking place today…
Chapter 28: New Guests
Edmund Moen smiled as he left. The negotiation seemed quite satisfactory to the Prince, but he declined Gawain’s invitation to stay for dinner—he said that he had to return to the Silver Castle as soon as possible, for the old King was still waiting for his good news.
Rebecca only spoke after Edmund left. “He seems like a very genial man—I’d thought that the Crown Prince would be a very difficult person to deal with, with all the etiquette and what-not…”
“That’s because he’s looking at this seven hundred year-old ancestor right here, and not a ruined Viscountess from the borders.” Gawain shot Rebecca a look. “Do you really think this is how he usually behaves? It’s the total opposite, because he acted in a manner that is exactly my style of communication, he must have done his homework before coming here.”
Rebecca exclaimed, “Ah?”
Gawain thought for a while before explaining to her, “Negotiation tactics, in summary, are just speaking in the right manner to the right people. At first, he began his visit with the bearing of a Prince paying a visit to a high-ranking ‘aristocratic patriarch’, and displayed just the right amount of politeness and sternness. After he noticed how I spoke and behaved, he immediately became more light-hearted and humorous in order to make me open up and talk more. That’s a great skill.”
Rebecca scratched her head. “… Huh?”
Gawain sighed. “… I think you should stick to researching how to launch fireballs.”
Rebecca could feel Gawain’s intense exasperation even if she was not that smart. Immediately, she became a little nervous. “Lord Ancestor, am I… a little too dumb regarding this?”
“Everyone has their own talents. Yours doesn’t happen to be in this area, so you don’t need to force it.” Gawain patted Rebecca’s head (being tall meant he could do anything). “Also, to be honest, I don’t really like playing mind games with other people too. I much prefer the days when a whole group of people put life and death out of the picture, only working hard to carve out a living in the wilderness…”
Rebecca nodded as if she understood what he said, before continuing curiously, “Oh yeah, Lord Ancestor, was what you said earlier true?”
 
Gawain said, “What are you talking about?”
Rebecca asked earnestly, “Did all of you really give thirty names to a single wine, and even pen sonnets after those names in those days?”


Gawain sighed. “Of course it’s true.”
“That sounds so cool!”
“Actually, it was due to our poverty then. At that time, the pioneers hadn’t even arrived at the Plains of the Holy Spirits, so it was really difficult for us to feed everyone without agricultural land. We only gave one wine over thirty names because we only had one kind of wine then, and it was our last keg too. We penned sonnets after the names for nothing other than entertainment. So, you need to know that all the complicated manners and rules of the nobility are all a result of having nothing better to do, and are basically the stuff of boredom.”
Rebecca’s eyes were sparkling. She felt as though she had gained some tremendous knowledge—these were the things that Aunt Herti would never teach her!
Just then, the window to the room was pushed open. Amber hopped in through the open window and threw herself onto the chair. Swinging her legs back and forth, she bantered with Gawain, “You’re interesting, old man! Hearing what you just said has elevated my view of you past all the other nobles!”
“Stop calling me an old man; I’m still in the prime of my life!” Gawain glared at Amber. “And aren’t you supposed to be out patrolling? Are you trying to slack off by coming inside?”
Amber was rocking her body on her seat as though she could not sit still for a second. “I did patrol the area, and having found nothing, I’m back for some water. You can’t prevent me from resting—then again, how can you be so sure that someone is going to sneak in? Look at the Prince; he entered through the main door…”
“If the Prince came in by flipping over a wall, then Charlie should also have bounced out of his coffin like I did.” The corner of Gawain’s lips quirked. “But not everyone who wants to talk to me will enter from the main door. I’m staying here today, to wait for these people.”
“Okay, okay, okay. You’re the boss.” Amber waved a hand. She poured herself a cup of tea and chugged it down before walking over to the window. However, she turned back just as she was about to jump out again, snatching away two pieces of muffins Gawain had prepared for tea. “It’s cold outside. I’ll eat something to warm up.”
Gawain regretted not having his Sword of Pioneers in hand.
He then turned to his n+1th great-granddaughter. “You should head back inside to rest. You have to be in your best condition when we meet the King tomorrow.”


Rebecca nodded and followed with a question, “What about you, Lord Ancestor?”
“I’m used to sleeping late, and I was planning on going to my study,” Gawain said, “Since I’m considered a returning visitor, I have to see how much this place has changed.”
Rebecca obediently bade Gawain goodnight and turned to leave the room, while he stood there for a while before walking to the study located on the second floor.
Even though Gawain Cecil was famous for his combat skills, he was not just a martial artist who only knew how to wield weapons. In fact, he was a semi polymath and herbalist as well, and he liked to read books in his leisure. Thus, apart from having an armory for himself in the mansion of 4 Crown Street, there was also a substantial study inside.
Gawain mused as he sat in front of the restored desk, his fingers tapping lightly on its surface. His gaze wandered between the quaint bookshelves and pictures hanging on the wall, eventually returning to the table.
  The memories that did not belong to him swelled up in his mind again, causing him to feel a strange sense of familiarity towards the objects in front of him. He marveled at the painstaking efforts of the later generations—not only had they restored the furniture, but the quills and papers on the desk were placed in the positions where Gawain Cecil used to have them, to the point where this intimate restoration made him feel a little fearful.
It seemed like someone knew he would come back, and had specially prepared the place for him.
Even though the memories were clear, they ultimately did not belong to him and he was thus unable to relate emotionally to them. Gawain quickly looked away, and got up from the seat. He got down to the ground and started groping at the floor under the table.
A secret compartment was revealed and he felt his fingers touch a piece of cold metal. After feeling for a ring on the metal’s surface, he lifted it out of of the secret compartment.
It was an exquisite little box that exuded a cool silver light. Despite being seven hundred years old, it still looked brand new.
Upon seeing the little box, Gawain then sighed with relief.


It was still here.
Most of the things in this mansion were perhaps no longer original. However, there were some things that could be preserved for more than seven hundred years, such as a little Mithril-forged safe.
The box was inlaid with intricate patterns of magic, but also had an emblem of a sword and shield cast with adamantium and ferroplasm on its surface. Next to the emblem was some exquisite lettering, as well as the joint surnames of Gawain Cecil and Charlie I.
These markings and words, along with the secret incantations passed down through generations of Moens (the royals of Anzu), ensured that if the main house was ever rebuilt and this little box found, it would once again be placed in its original location.
However, this was also because Gawain’s “resurrection” had not been too late. The old incantations and deterrent forces of the ancestors were bound to lose their effectiveness over time, especially since this was the second dynasty, which meant that the first dynasty had already fallen into the abyss. If he had arrived a little later, and this mansion had undergone another complete renovation, no one would be able to guarantee the whereabouts of the little box.
Gawain placed the little box on the table. If the most important purpose for their journey to the capital was to obtain the “permanent right to develop regions”, then the second-most important purpose was this Mithril safe right in front of his eyes.
He had not brought Rebecca to look for this box not because he did not trust his theoretical descendant, but because he was not certain of the box’s existence. If he mysteriously told her that “your ancestor’s going to show you something interesting”, led the girl over, and found nothing after scrounging the ground, it would be really embarrassing.
Gawain channeled magic onto the surface of the box according to the memories in him before dabbing a drop of his own blood onto the emblem in the middle of the box. The inside of this small magical object immediately turned with a crisp mechanical sound, and the lid popped open slightly.
There were very few things inside. Other than a palm-sized crystal which had already lost its magical power and was only useful as ornaments now, there was a palm-sized platinum disc. Gawain put the crystal aside temporarily and took up the disc, inspecting it.
Its surface was also engraved with complex patterns of magic, but other than that, there were also a few characters that looked like they were floating on it, vibrating constantly. They were seals used to communicate with the elements.
“Well, I’ve got the key now…”


Gawain muttered something under his breath and stuffed both the crystals and the disc against his chest. However, just as he stood, a slight breeze whipped across his ear.
 
He swiped up the dagger on his desk immediately, his muscles tense, preparing to fight.
“With such acute senses and reflexes, it does seem like you’re the real deal,” a voice belonging to a young woman floated in through the window. It was only then that Gawain noticed that the window of the room had been opened at some point, and a veiled woman in a purple dress was hovering in the air and walking on nothing towards the window. “Please relax. If people like us fight, we’d probably surprise half the people in the cit—”
Before the girl could finish speaking, a swift black shadow darted down from the roof, accompanied by Amber’s cries, “Little thief! I finally caught you—Aiya!”
Amber, Master of the Shadowy Arts with her insane, monstrous talents of stealth and shadow travel, was sent flying through the air by the mysterious woman’s casual punch because she only had a combat skill that rivaled one-and-a-half geese.
However, the mysterious woman seemed to be surprised as well. She was still stunned after launching Amber through the air. “Just now… What was that?”
 
Gawain, with a dagger in his hand, was still on his toes. “That’s my bodyguard, if I’m not wrong.”
“Ah, my apologies,” the mysterious woman apologized quickly. Such an attitude was surprising. She looked in the direction where Amber had fallen and turned to explain, “I attacked instinctively because she rushed out so suddenly. But don’t worry, she’s alright; at most, she’ll feel dizzy for a while.”
Gawain eased up a little, but still maintained his stern attitude. “Who are you?”
“I apologize. It seems like there was a lack of consideration regarding my appearance.” The mysterious woman stood on the windowsill and bowed politely. “The Mithril Vault sends its greetings to you. Allow me to introduce myself. I am your VIP commissioner, Melita Ponia. I am in charge of all your savings in the Mithril Vault.”
Gawain frowned. “My Little Pony?”
Chapter 29: Mithril Vault
Upon hearing Gawain’s reflexive reply, the mysterious woman who wore a veil was stunned for a moment as she batted her eyes in confusion. “My name is Melita Ponia. This pronunciation may indeed be a little different from the names commonly used in northern regions…”
Gawain quickly recovered from his distracted line of thought. “Oh, sorry. Don’t mind me. I’m the one who didn’t pronounce it correctly.”
He coughed in an effort to regain his seriousness (and to keep the atmosphere from becoming too awkward). “So what brings an agent from the Mithril Vault here so late at night and that you even had to come through the window for?”
The woman jumped down from the window sill and came up to Gawain. “I have no choice but to come in through the window. After all, I don’t know how many eyes are watching this place. And since the thing you left in the Mithril Vault is ‘top secret’, according to the agreement, this process, regardless of whether you are depositing or withdrawing, must be kept confidential.”
She stared at Gawain with eyes that gave off a mild purple gleam under the night sky. Although her face covered by the veil hid her expression, her eyes were obviously watching intently.
Gawain’s mind flew into cerebration.
He knew about the Mithril Vault. Or more accurately, the inherited memory contained records related to the Mithril Vault.
The Mithril Vault was not some mysterious organization. In fact, the vast majority of intelligent creatures in this world knew of its existence, but at the same time, no one would dare to say that they knew what this ‘Vault’ truly looked like.
On the surface, it was a treasury with comprehensive services. It could help you store money and keep your treasures. As long as you paid the fees, you could safely leave anything to them for safekeeping. At least, that was what the Mithril Vault was made known to be. In fact, up till today, there had been no news of things being lost from the Mithril Vault. At the same time, the Mithril Vault also provided lending services. They had countless branches and agents in this world. As long as people met a certain level of creditworthiness, anyone could find them easily and borrow money or other things from them. There were only two things to be taken note of. Firstly, how much you could borrow depended entirely on how the Mithril Vault ‘rated’ you, and this rating criteria had never been made public. Secondly, you must pay it back.
Mithril Vault would ensure that every single coin it lent out would be recovered with interest.
 
Just as no one had ever heard of items being lost from the Mithril Vault, no one had ever heard of cases where a debt to Mithril Vault was not paid. There was a rumor of a cunning fire elemental lord who tried to challenge this rule. Even though elemental creatures did not need money, this unconventional elemental lord still borrowed a huge sum from the Mithril Vault. Then it returned to the elemental world, intending to laugh at the mortal world. But in the end, it still had to pay its debt.
On the third day after his debt was due, the elemental lord’s core and its elemental fragments of elementals appeared at an auction in the north. The money obtained from the auction turned out to be equal to the sum of his debts and late payment fees.


It was evident that the Mithril Vault not only dealt with humans but also with all intelligent races of this world. Anyone who needed financial help was a potential client of the Mithril Vault. Even the strange elves in the south and the dwarves in the east, who were as tough as rock, were no exception (it was said that the Mithril Vault even had branches in the kobold caves). No one knew which race founded this organization—human, elves, or what have you. It just existed. Even the Dark Wave seven hundred years ago had failed to impact its operation. In fact, a loan was taken for the establishment of Anzu Kingdom, but at least Charlie I paid the money back in the end.
The vault’s agent was still watching Gawain curiously, who remained poised as he quickly sorted out the messy thoughts in his mind. He realized that this unexpected visitor tonight probably came because of a deal made seven hundred years ago. Gawain Cecil, had evidently been a client of the Mithril Vault, but unfortunately…
There was no memory of this!
Gawain had no idea what the ancestor of Cecil Clan had kept in the Mithril Vault seven hundred years ago!
An idea quickly came to him. He was going to come up with an excuse to hide his coming up empty on searching the memory, but as the words were about to leave his mouth, he noticed My Little Pony’s scrutinizing gaze, and it stopped him as he held back the urge to say it.
This woman was very mysterious. Before he understood more about her, he had to reduce the number of variables. Lying might be inconvenient as there were some special races that had the special talents of detecting lies.
He calmed down and looked into Melita’s eyes. “What did I keep back then?”
“You don’t remember?” Melita’s eyes curved slightly, as though she was smiling. “Is it because you’ve slept too long?”
“I slept for seven hundred years. I probably did forget some things.” Gawain knocked on his head. “Speaking of which, even if the person dies, do you still hold the items for safekeeping?”
“Usually, the death of the client indicates the end of the arrangement. After that, the entrusted item will be dealt with in two ways. If there is an assigned heir, we will give the entrusted item to the heir. If there is no legal heir, the entrusted item would be returned to the Mithril Vault.” Merita was really smiling. She raised her hand slightly, and an exquisite little safe deposit box appeared in her hand. “But the things you kept then were very special. You bought an indefinite storage service for it. This means that as long as the Mithril Vault is still running, your item will be stored permanently, and only you can retrieve it.”
She added, “You paid a lot for this service. When news of your death came, we thought this would end up as an annoying dormant bank account. But now it seems that nothing is certain.”


Gawain frowned, realizing that the whole matter might be more complicated than he had initially imagined.
But this was not the time to think about these things. First, he must get that item before he could try to understand this.
“Can I have the item back?”
  “You don’t remember the arrangement then. This is indeed quite a pickle. But rest assured, the Mithril Vault has encountered all kinds of problems before. We have plenty of experience and are able to deal with any cases.” Melita said as she held the safe deposit box in her hands. “Forgetting is only a trivial problem. Please place your hand on this rune. This ancient magic can naturally verify your identity.”
Gawain pondered for about two seconds. Upon mustering the knight’s skill of Danger Detection, he did not sense any danger from the safe deposit box, and there was no curse on the rune or other negative energy fluctuations. After confirming this, he placed his hand on the rune that looked like a paw print.
A faint wave of heat transmitted through his skin. The little safe deposit box clicked, and the lid opened.
“That’s it?” Gawain asked, sounding surprised.
Merita smiled. “It’s Mithril Vault’s mission to do our best to enhance the convenience for clients. This can help clients to pay their bills quicker. Of course, your bills were already paid seven hundred years ago.”
Then, she opened the box completely and brought it forward to Gawain. Gawain looked down and found that there was only one crystal inside that had lost its shine.
Wait. Why does this crystal look so familiar?
Gawain temporarily suppressed his questions and looked up at Merita. “By the way, why would you come find me now? Was this also part of the agreement?”


“No.” Melita shook her head slightly. “It’s just that we also needed some time to verify your resurrection. Initially, I wanted to meet you on your way to the capital, but the route that you took was really… too circuitous. I didn’t know what you planned to do, so I decided to just wait for you in the capital. Anyways, I have been waiting here for a long time. The rice in the capital is very expensive and the rent isn’t cheap. But seeing as you’re a VIP client, we won’t charge you for this.”
Gawain: “…”
What was the point of bringing it up then!
Gawain tilted his head and said unhurriedly, “Rice is indeed very expensive in the capital. The bodyguard in my care eats a lot too. After you just injured her, I’m afraid the cost of healing will not be cheap. Likewise, I won’t ask you to pay for this either.”
Melita: “…”
My Little Pony returned a stiff smile since he would not be able to see through the veil anyways. Then she shook her head, raised her hand to pass him something. “So Mr. Gawain Cecil, this transaction is successfully completed. As a VIP client of Mithril Vault, you will receive a gift.”
Gawain took it curiously and realized it was a silvery white ring. “What is this?”
 
“The Mithril Ring. All VIP clients will get it after completing their first transaction. With it, you can always contact your exclusive agent, the VIP executive. If you encounter any financial difficulties in the future, or if there is a treasure that you need to entrust for safekeeping, you can contact me directly. Of course, if it is for the general transaction for small sums, you can also take this ring directly to the nearest Mithril Vault branch, and you’ll be able to get good deals with it.”
With that said, she turned to the window where she came from.
Gawain held up the ring in his hand. “Well, I hope I’ll never have to borrow from you.”
Merita had stepped onto the windowsill again. Hearing that, she turned her head and smiled. “Trust me, Mr. Gawain. Everyone can face financial problems. Mithril Vault will always welcome clients in need.”


Gawain waved her off upon hearing the same rhetoric that was used to promote credit cards in his life. “Okay okay okay, I got it. Miss My Little Pony. You should get back quickly. The rice in the capital is really quite expensive.”
 
Melita’s foot slipped. Perhaps it was hearing about the price of rice or ‘My Little Pony’, but she did not turn back this time as she simply vanished into the air.
A moment later, she appeared in a small attic on the top floor of the mansion.
This was a place where people would not normally come to. It was used to store miscellaneous things, and now there were some extra bedding, pillows, pans, bowls, ladles, and pots, and what have you.
Merita did not lie. She did wait here for a long time…
As she packed her luggage, the agent lady shook her head. “Luckily, it was your rice that I ate.”
Chapter 30: There are So Many Visitors Tonight…
Gawain stood in front of the window and waited for a while until he made sure that the breath of My Little Pony had disappeared completely. He let out a deep breath and closed the window quickly.
Just as the windows were about to shut, a black shadow jumped up from below and Amber screamed: “Uncle, I saw a thief just now… smack.”
Gawain: “…”
After a while, Amber, who was both physically and mentally traumatised finally stood up firmly. This unfortunate half-elf had ice on her face and she put her hand on her head. She glared at Gawain and said, “How can you do this!”
“How would I know that you were going to dash in from the window?” Gawain looked at her. “What’s wrong with all of you today? Why can’t you come in through the main door.”
“I’m a bandit! Aren’t you looking down on my profession if you ask me to come in through the main door?” Amber was furious. “To add on, someone hit me! You haven’t even compensated my injuries, how shameless of you. Are all nobles so stingy?”
Gawain looked at the energetic Amber and confirmed that she did not suffer from much injury other than from slamming into the window. He shook his head and said, “I don’t have money now, I’ll pay you when I have it.”
Gawain continued before Amber said anything, “I’m your senior and I won’t lie to you okay?”
Amber’s eyes widened, “Remember that you said this, my memory is good!”
Gawain waved his hand and the clumsy half-elf stood by the side obediently. He then walked to the desk and looked at the crystals on the table.
 
There were five crystals, one of them was entrusted to him by Ms Melita. It was a treasure which had 700 years of history and was most likely an important item which Gawain Cecil had requested the Mithril Vault to safekeep. However, he could not recall anything and the four other crystals were found inside the Mithril safe in the study.
However, Gawain did not know about the origins of the few crystals.


He had some impression of the Mithril safe but when it came to the items in the safe, all he knew was that the round platinum plate was actually a key which could unlock a secret storeroom. As for the remaining crystals, he only remembered Gawain Cecil putting them into the safe but could not recall where they were from.
It seemed that all of his memories regarding the crystals had been removed.
Gawain fiddled with the crystals which were made from the same material but of different shapes. The mysterious crystal from the Mithril Vault was obviously complete and perfectly symmetrical and it was like a spindle with the size of a palm but it did not have a sharp tip. There was a faint blue glimmer at the heart of the spindle. The four other crystals taken out from the safe were obviously fragments and they belonged to another spindle. Gawain tried to piece them together and realised that he could only piece two-thirds of the spindle.
“What is this?” Amber was so bored that she wanted to fly although she stood by the side for only a few minutes. She could not contain her curiosity and rushed to Gawain. “Crystals? They are so dull… and don’t look like they are worth much money.”
Gawain said without looking up, “Thankfully they look worthless, otherwise I would kill you before you tried to take them away.”
Amber slapped her chest in an exaggerated way and said, “Wow! You nobles are so cruel!”
Gawain looked at her with curiosity. “Why do you talk about the nobles all the time, do you have a feud with them?”
“No feud, isn’t it normal for the poor to scold the nobles?” Amber rolled her eyes and continued, “Well, I don’t have anyone else to scold, so no matter what happens, the nobles are always at fault.”
Gawain laughed and looked at Amber. “You don’t seem to act like a peasant, the peasants would not have such audacity.”
Amber was complacent. “Of course, typical peasants don’t know the Shadow Walk~~~”
Gawain did not want to entertain this fellow who was full of nonsense and waved his hand to ask her to call Rebecca.


“Call that little lord?” Amber blinked and looked at the crystals in front of Gawain. “Wait a moment… are these things really costly?”
Gawain did not know how Amber managed to make such associations. “What makes you think so?”
Amber’s analysis was cogent. “Judging from the situation and thinking about the agent of the Mithril Vault which you mentioned just now, it is obvious that you are going to announce your will. Don’t tell me that the family inheritance of the Cecil Clan actually lies in these crystals?”
Gawain broke out with cold sweat and said, “I’ll pin you to a wall with a sword if you don’t go out now!”
Amber transformed into a shadow instantly and disappeared into thin air.
Gawain breathed out slowly as the talkative half-elf finally left and he could finally calm down and think about the question which made him feel uneasy. What was the secret behind his “revival” or rather “possession”?
Initially, he thought that everything was a coincidence and had flown to the maximum lifespan of some device in the sky. Then he accidentally landed on a family’s tomb when he was thrown down by the escape system. However, it seems that for now… his arrival may have been an accident but Gawain Cecil’s revival was not.
A person with limited life and in fact may pass away very early would not purchase a permanent storage in the Mithril Vault.
Unless he knew that he would come back and collect it in the future.
  Of course he might be extremely affluent, but the likelihood of it happening was too low.
Gawain subconsciously wrote three words on the table using his finger: Who am I?


Gawain was from earth and he transmigrated to this place after dying due to a plane accident in his previous life. Although he had not fully understood the situation, he had been hanging in the sky for more than ten thousand years and witnessed the vicissitudes of life and then became a human. It had only been two months since he became Gawin Cecil.
Memories in tact, perfectly well personality and a clear and logical mind.
Therefore this was not what he was most worried about.
Then Gawain Cecil might have encountered a problem. Was his revival disrupted by this visitor who came from the sky?
He thought carefully and thought that it was indeed suspicious that the person’s body did not decompose for 700 years. Perhaps that legendary man had planned to revive in the future 700 years ago. (For reasons such as his unfilial descendents about to squander their family inheritance, monsters invading their country to destroy it or both terrible matters happening at the same time.) However, the strong-willed man who wanted to defend his home even till his death forgot something and his plan was foiled by a soul which landed from the sky…
This way of thinking seemed to make perfect sense!
Gawain frowned and countless possibilities went through his mind but he was unable to prove most of them.
The only thing which he could prove was that he was still himself.
He did not think about complicated and meaningless questions such as “being unable to identify subconscious changes, the brain cannot feel itself thinking and the person whose thoughts are affected would not realise it”. He felt that spending time on philosophical things was a waste of time for now.
He only had to make sure that his thoughts were under his own control. Only when his mind was clear, could he complete what he wanted to do.
Footsteps outside the study interrupted his thoughts and he heard Amber chattering outside the room. “Let me tell you, your ancestor is odd, he met the agent of the Mithril Vault late at night and then requested to meet you. I feel that he probably wants to announce his will… in addition, that agent punched me and you have to compensate me…”


Cracking sounds of fireballs were heard.
Amber’s voice: “…Of course I’m not asking you to pay now…”
The room door opened and Rebecca appeared at the doorstep while Amber stood by the side and stuck her head out to look around.
“Lord Ancestor, were you looking for me?”
While Rebecca was asking, she sized up Gawain. Although that half-elf who talked irresponsibly could not be trusted most of the time, the thoughtful feudal lord still observed Gawain’s expressions to see if he was really intending to announce his will…
Gawain looked at Amber, “Wait outside to stop people from coming near. If someone comes in this time, not only would you not get your compensation, you won’t even get your pay.”
Amber pursed her lips and whispered as she walked towards the window, “As if you have ever given me any pay…”
Gawain shouted, “Must you leave by the window?!”
 
Amber, who was very professional returned to her position through the window.
Gawain sighed because he felt that there was no way for him to reason things out with that shameless person. Therefore he turned around towards the study table and put away the few crystals as he did not know about their uses yet. After that, he took out the round platinum plate which he took out from the safe earlier from his bosom.
“What Amber said is not completely wrong because I do have something for you.” Gawain then emphasized, “However, I am definitely not distributing my inheritance.”


Rebecca looked at the round platinum plate in Gawain’s hands and asked, “What’s this?”
“A key which can be used to open…”
 
Just as Gawain was speaking, Amber screamed from the top floor. “Little thief! I’ve caught you again!!”
Immediately after, sounds of people running were heard but Gawain was shocked because he did not hear the person which Amber attacked screaming.
Did a goose that knows the shadow walk sneak onto the roof? (Heavy fog)
Then he instantly grabbed the weapon next to the table and wanted to go and find out more together with Rebecca. However, before he launched any attack, he saw a black ball of shadow and Amber jump out of the fog and in her hand was an unconscious young man who was wearing a black vest and had black hair.
Gawain looked at him and thought to himself. “There are …so many visitors tonight.”
Chapter 31: The Shadow Guard
Honestly speaking, Gawain was quite surprised to see Amber capturing someone. He would not have been so shocked an hour ago, however he lost hope for her combat ability ever since that shadow master was beaten up by a bank promoter called My Little Pony. Rather than a guard, she was more like an alarm…
It was true that Amber’s shadow techniques were superb, hence it was expected that she would be able to spot an assassin or spy… however little did anyone expect her to capture the person directly.
Just as Amber captured the man, hasty footsteps came from the outside of the study. Immediately after, Knight Byron opened the door and rushed in. “Your Excellency, what happened here?”
He was supposed to be guarding the main door downstairs but he was alarmed by the commotion upstairs.
In contrast, when Melita visited and punched Amber right in her face, not much commotion was caused…
“It’s okay, just a little thief and I have captured him,” Gawain waved his hand at Byron and continued, “you may go back and guard the place because tonight may not be so peaceful.”
Bryon looked at the study with confusion and saw Amber feeling proud of herself and the rogue collapsed on the floor. However, due to the command issued, he nodded and said, “Yes.”
“How did you capture him?” Gawain looked at Amber with surprise after Knight Bryon left and said “Did you win?”
“What does that expression mean?!” Amber was frustrated due to Gawain’s reaction. “Although my combat ability is relatively weaker, but I’m not so terrible that I can’t beat anyone at all, okay? Previously, I managed to tackle a monster called the ‘Mutant’.”
Gawain continued staring at her.
 
“Of course, this fellow is stupid.” It was expected that Amber had something else to add on. “He could have won if he tackled me face-to-face but he insisted on showing off his shadow moves. I took him down with one kick. He passed out after his spirit shook between the shadow and physical realm.”
Gawain looked at her with shock and thought to himself. “Only a monster like you could think of such barbaric attacks.”


Shadow Walk was the signature skill of the rogues and almost every one of them was skilled but their ability remained incomparable to that of Amber and the difference in their abilities made their skills seem like two completely different skills. Normal rogues could only hide temporarily in the physical realm and shuttle back and forth between the physical and shadow realms(the mages call this the “edge of shadow”). It was an extremely dangerous technique and one had to be as precise as dancing on the edge of a knife. Any mistake could cause one to fall into the shadow side and be pulverized by the unknown things in it. As for Amber… who knew what ability she had.
Under normal circumstances, rogues only need to focus on their footsteps and they did not have to worry as long as they did not take the wrong step. As the “Shadow Walk” was also known as the lonely road, hence every rogue knew that even the most powerful master of shadow would not be able to enter someone else’s path. Therefore, every skilful rogue was able to perfect the skill of “dancing on the edge of the knife”, however that was the usual case…
Things would have been different if you were dancing on the edge of a knife and a monster with combat ability of as high as 1.5e kicked you suddenly.
At this time, Amber was still full of complacency. “It was so interesting at that time, this fellow was in a stupid position and went into the shadow mode with a flash. However, I saw him clearly and he wanted to sneak beside me while waving a small knife. I pretended as though I did not see him and kicked him when he stood next to me…”
Rebecca did not entertain Amber and squatted beside Gawain to examine the unexpected visitor together. “Don’t tell me that he cannot wake up.”
Gawain shook his head and said, “It is hard to say, normal people would become an idiot even if they didn’t die when they got a shock on the edge of the shadow realm.”
As they were speaking, the rogue lying on the floor twitched and he started to slowly regain consciousness.
Under normal circumstances, a trained rogue would pretend to be dead at this moment and control his heart rate and breathing so that others would not be able to tell. However, this rogue could not control himself due to the huge blow and before he realised that there was something amiss, he was already staring at Gawain.
The nameless young man had a dull look in his eyes and everything before his eyes seemed to be unexpected. Immediately after, he wanted to bite the poison hidden in his mouth to kill himself only to realise that the poison had been taken away.
He could only choose to keep his mouth shut and remain quiet.
“What is your name?” “What is your motive?” “Who sent you here?”


Gawain asked him a few questions but did not get any reply and the man pretended to be deaf.
Amber took out her little dagger and spun it. “Should we extort a confession using some torture? Although I’m not very professional, but I have witnessed some techniques in the past, when I sneaked into the dungeon to steal things.”
Rebecca was confused. “What did you steal from the dungeon?”
“I bet you don’t know about this.” Amber started sharing happily. “Many prison officers would hide the treasures which they got from the prisoners in the secretive corners and transport the things away when they are changing shifts to avoid being discovered by the patrolling officers or leaders. I pick those times to do it…”
“Don’t think about it, there is no use torturing him.” Gawain interrupted Amber who was complacent. “The shadow guard of the royals are trained to serve the King hence they are the cream of the crop. Other than outstanding combat ability, their willpower is impressive too. Thankfully you could capture such an expert and I think you can boast about it for more than half a year.”
As he was talking, he looked at the stunned young man and said, “However, when I was alive, the royal shadow guard was only a personal bodyguard and the most they would do was gather information from dangerous places. Why is that they have degenerated into having to pilfer after 700 years?”
The captured shadow guard looked at Gawain in shock and Gawain continued before the former spoke. “You want to ask me how I managed to tell your identity?”
The shadow guard nodded.
“Rubbish, I was the one who came up with the title and set up your training system,” Gawain pat the shadow guard’s face and continued, “I was the training officer of the first batch of royal shadow guards!!”
Amber was dumbfounded and looked at Gawain who was almost 2 metres in height. “As a knight… you became the training officer of the rogues? You taught them how to move stealthily?”
Gawain smiled and said, “No, I trained their stamina and fencing.”


  Amber was confused. “Why do rogues have to learn fencing?”
“Obviously, to kill all witnesses when they are exposed.”
“As a rogue, isn’t being exposed during a mission the same as failing?!”
“No, for Anzu’s rogues, being exposed is only the start of the mission… however, the one before us didn’t seem to have completed the courses well. Perhaps the courses which I have left behind 700 years ago are no longer in use?”
The shadow guard lying on the ground looked miserable because he found out that all those torturous trainings were left behind by the person standing in front of him.
Although 700 years had passed and the courses had been revised so many times, the foundation courses did not change drastically. Stamina training and fencing were two of the trainings which had remained.
Seeing the changes in the shadow guard’s expression, Gawain knew that the trainings in his memory still remained.
“Francis II sent you here right?” He looked at the young man lying on the floor and smiled amicably. “However, I believe that His Majesty the King wouldn’t send someone to assassinate me when more than half of the capital knows that I’m here. Hence he asked you to come and spy on me?”
The shadow guard remained quiet.
“However, he should have reminded you to stay further away because there is too much risk and Gawain Cecil did not falter even if the Cecil Clan did. Are you being overconfident… or did you not follow the instructions?”
The shadow guard said something. “You are insulting my mission, I’ll kill myself and you don’t have to worry about me.”


“Nonsense!” Gawain slapped him. “Your life has been too comfortable, how did you degenerate to this stage?!”
The shadow guard looked at Gawain in confusion as if he did not understand what Gawain said.
“What is the use of the royal shadow guards? They are meant to protect the king, the country and the land! Your responsibility is to tackle the villains who want to tear the country apart and not help the muddle-headed king to spy on a pioneer who built the country! If you were captured by the enemies on the battlefield, I would have respected you for your courage, but you are here, in my house! Are you suggesting that I am a traitor who wants to tear the country apart by saying that I am insulting your mission?! Or are you saying that capturing you is an insult to Anzu?! Are you saying that the people of Anzu are now against the pioneer who built the country?!”
The young shadow guard was at a loss after hearing Gawain’s scoldings. “No… That’s not what I mean…”
“It’s okay, your opinion does not matter.” Gawain interrupted him and stood up. “I am not so petty to be angry at a junior so you can leave now.”
The young shadow guard never expected things to end this way(he probably did not expect any of the events that happened tonight), he looked at Gawain in confusion as he could not believe his ears.
Even Amber and Rebecca were shocked.
Gawain repeated his words and said. “I said, you can leave, do you want me to send you off?”
The shadow guard got up slowly and asked. “Are you sure?”
“Of course, I can’t kill Francis II’s man and I do not intend to bring you to the the Silver Castle under everyone’s attention although I feel like doing so. It’s a pity that I have passed the age to let my emotions sway my decisions and I can only let you off.”
Rebecca seemed to have something to say but she kept it to herself because of Gawain’s stern expression.


The shadow guard moved to the window slowly and before he left, Gawain suddenly said, “I don’t intend to tell anyone about what happened today, it’s up to you… how you want to update His Majesty about this matter.”
“…Thank you for your mercy.”
 
After saying those words, the silhouette of the shadow guard disappeared in the air.
Gawain pursed his lips and said “…Another one that leaves by the window.”
Rebecca finally found a chance to say something, “Lord Ancestor, are you really going to let him off so easily?”
“Of course.” Gawain laughed. “I definitely have to let him off.”
“Doesn’t he need to be punished? The fact that His Majesty sent someone to spy on this place suggests that…”
 
“Rebecca, remember this, if you want to get a larger benefit then you have to be farsighted.” Gawain patted her head and continued, “It is nothing to let a small pawn get away, there are still potential benefits.”
“Potential benefits?” Rebecca blinked her eyes. “For example?”
“It depends on what that young shadow guard tells the king and there are only two possibilities.” Gawain opened his hands. “Either Francis II doesn’t get to sleep in peace in the later part of the night or… he has another shadow guard who is not loyal.”
He turned around and looked at the moonless night sky as he was speaking.


“Relative loyalty means absolutely no loyalty and this sentence makes a lot of sense.”
Chapter 32: Inheritance, it’s really inheritance
Frankly speaking, Rebecca did not know these things very well and she was still a little confused even though Gawain had explained it to her once. One thing she knew for sure was that her Lord Ancestor did not seem very pleased with the current king, Francis II.
“Although we do not need to antagonize the king, we need to be wary of him.” Gawain answered casually after hearing Rebecca’s queries, he then looked at Amber, who was standing at the side and said confidently: “The Second Dynasty, don’t forget that it’s the ‘Second Dynasty’, to the royals who did not get their positions in the proper way, the Cecil Clan are now people from the past even though they were the heroes who built this country… We may not have such concerns, but Francis II does and because of this, I have decided to be wary.”
“Are you going to find fault with His Majesty the King?” Rebecca blinked and asked.
“No, I don’t actually want to find fault with him.” Gawain shrugged his shoulders and added, “I just want to stir things up.”
Rebecca responded, “Ah?”
Gawain had difficulties explaining the issue with Rebecca hence he changed the topic. “Forget it, this is not important, let’s continue the previous topic. Amber…”
Amber raised both her hands to show that she understood before the instructions were given. “I know I know, go out and keep a look out right, haish, what a hard life…”
“No,” Gawain raised his brows and continued, “What I mean is that you can stand by the side but of course you can go back to your room and rest if you are bored. You must be tired after all the things that happened tonight?”
Amber looked at Gawain in disbelief. “Ah, why are you so kind all of a sudden?”
She shook her head immediately and moved to the study desk. “I’m not going to go back. I’m going to see what the two of you are going to do… don’t tell me that you are allocating your inheritance?”
 
Gawain shook his head and did not entertain the half-elf then placed that round platinum plate on the table once again.
“You mentioned that this is a key.” Rebecca still remembered what Gawain did not finish saying just now. “Is this the secret treasure of our clan?”


Amber immediately pricked her ears to listen and pretended to be looking around and her actions were extremely exaggerated.
Gawain laughed and said, “It is indeed a treasure and it is a hidden treasure-house located at the southern borders but it was initially prepared for King Anzu. Of course, to the current king, that is not considered a huge sum of wealth but to the king who escaped to this land to expand the country in the past, it was half of the wealth of the expeditionary army.”
Rebecca’s eyes widened.
“It used to be the first line of defense for the Anzu Kingdom because during those days, nobody knew what would happen the next day.” Gawain smiled and revealed the main purpose of this trip. “During that time, the pioneers escaped to the northern parts from the Gondor wastelands. We moved, categorized and congregated the survivors in the Gondor wastelands while collecting all kinds of resources. As a result, the team grew in size and became more conspicuous thus a huge team of monsters from the wastelands discovered us when we were passing through the Dark Mountain Range. The main army protected the civilians hence their speed was slower than that of the tireless monsters and a terrible battle broke out. We suffered heavy losses due to that battle and when we calculated our losses after the war, Charlie and I noticed one thing: those monsters would not stop and if we continued carrying all our assets with us, the entire team may die. Thus the two of us made a decision…
We left the assets which would slow down the team drastically behind and hid them deep within a fort located in the deserted border. At the same time, we created a powerful seal for the treasure and as a result, the entire team headed towards the north more easily.
You all know what happened subsequently. The pioneer team managed to get themselves established in the north and created a new centre for the country in between the Plains of the Holy Spirit and the northern mountain range. Charlie I built a city in the Soniel area but… the treasures remained in the south.”
Rebecca was curious and she asked, “Why didn’t you take them back?”
“Initially it was because the time was turbulent and it was costly to do so.” Gawain explained. “At that time, pollution was worsening and the monsters even expanded the decomposed zone to the northern parts of the Dark Mountain Range. Hence the place where we hid the treasures became a polluted area and sending a team there was not wise. More importantly, we found rich resources in the mountain ranges in the north and the Plains of Holy Spirit also produced a rich pool of wealth. These newly added wealth exceeded the resources left behind in the south not long after. Due to these two reasons, people started to forget about the treasures in the southern mountain range.”
Rebecca looked at the round platinum plate in Gawain’s hands, “But they haven’t been forgotten completely…”
“That’s right, the pioneers certainly remember where the treasures were hidden. Although those resources would be increasingly worthless in the future, they still remained as a ‘memento’ for that epic creation of the country. At that time, we had already expected the Dark Wave to recede and our descendents would be able to collect those treasures safely. Therefore, Charlie and I made an agreement: the two families would keep this secret and pass it down to our descendents, the Cecil and Moen clans would know about it and we would take the treasures out when the Dark Wave ended and the new kingdom needed this wealth. Think about it, Charlie would love a secret that had been passed on for hundreds of years, treasures of the royal family and the pioneers of the country and assets hidden in the mountains which could only be unlocked by an authentication object. ”
Amber sized up Gawain and said, “Did you two make that decision because the both of you were drunk?”


Gawain, “….You could say so.”
Rebecca looked at her Lord Ancestor in a daze and said after a while, “However, as the heir of the Cecil clan, I have never heard of this story…”
“This way of inheritance tends to be problematic.” Gawain sighed, “I passed away too quickly at that time and I didn’t have enough time to tell my descendants about this…”
  Rebecca, “…”
“However, Charlie’s side seems to have passed down the secret very well to his own descendents.” Gawain coughed twice to make the situation less awkward and raised the round platinum plate in his hand. “I came here to find out if the key was still here, since it’s still here, it means that the royal family of Anzu did not take those assets in the past 700 years. Charlie knew about the secrets, so do his descendents, except for his illegitimate son.”
Between years 635 to 636, an internal conflict destroyed the lineage of the royal family and the King did not have any offspring and all his siblings died during the conflict. In the end, the Grand Duke of the North found a commoner who was an alleged illegitimate son of the royal family to inherit the throne…
Even if that illegitimate son was real, he would not have known about the secret of the treasures in the south.
“Those things…” Rebecca’s eyes flashed as she looked at the “key” then she frowned. “Can we use it freely? It is…”
Gawain glanced at this (N+1)th great granddaughter and said, “Of course you can, you are the descendent of the Cecil Clan and you should have some confidence. I buried those things together with Charlie, who else in the world other than Charlie has more rights than me to inherit those treasures? I don’t believe that Charlie can hop out of a coffin like me…”
Rebecca thought for a while and turned around suddenly to grab Amber’s arms,”You must not go and excavate the royal tomb!”
Amber: “…What?”


This half-elf immediately shuddered and looked at Gawain with anxiety. “Wait a moment! I… I have heard such a huge secret… are you going to make use of this opportunity to kill me?”
At that moment, Gawain really wanted to give her a slap using a sword. “Do I have to wait till now if I wanted to kill you?”
Amber was still nervous. “Then why did you let an outsider like me listen to what you two have said…”
“First, I trust you for now and second, I know that you are smart.” Gawain raised the round plate in his hand and continued, “The only audacious thing which you can think of now is to steal this round plate but this plate can only be activated using the blood of the Moen or Cecil Clan. Since it is difficult to determine whether the blood of the Moen Clan is still existent, it is obvious that the only thing which you can do if you want to get some benefits is…”
Amber took a step forward and held her head high then said with a sense of justice, “It is my utmost honour to serve the hero who built this country. I, Amber, would be loyal to the best of my ability, how can we mention money when it comes to something so epic?”
“Then I really won’t talk to you about money…”
“Of course, I’m okay if you insist.”
 
That was the first time for Gawain to see this shameless person simultaneously exude such a strong sense of justice…
There were no other visitors in the latter part of that night.
Gawain did not need to use the mouse trap and nails which he placed on the windowsill…
Although those things were quite useless for rogues who did not really know or believe in science…


On the second day, Gawain and the group arrived in the Silver Castle after having a good rest.
 
The reception official who attended to them was the same as the one who met them on the previous day and Francis II replicated the grand welcoming ceremony yesterday. It must be said that he had put in a lot of effort to make things grand.
For this time, the Silver Castle even sent out two teams from the army to pass messages. They patrolled the two main roads outside the royal district to clear the crowd and used magic to amplify the message. “Gawain Cecil, the pioneer of Anzu is about to enter the Silver Castle.”
It seemed like Prince Edmund had passed Gawain’s message to his father well and Francis II had put on a good show to the outsiders.
Gawain did not know how the Shadow Guard reported the situation when he went back. However, it would be obvious from Francis II’s reaction later.
After checking his attire and making sure that the Sword of Pioneers was worn in the most eye-catching place, Gawain entered the Silver Castle with his head held high.
Chapter 33: The Meeting
After a slew of work, Gawain finally entered the Silver Castle in the most high-profile manner possible with many people watching.
The poor had no time to care about this. The normal people were uninterested in this. The small-time merchants and city residents only had leisurely interest in this. But almost every informed noble followed this event from the beginning.
But the towering, silver castle walls blocked most of the view. The lower and middle class nobles were not allowed to enter the Silver Castle. In the early hours of the morning, the King had ordered for information channels from the higher ups be cut off. Thus, they had no choice but to watch the grand procession as it entered the castle, and at the end of it, talk about the information announced earlier that were not kept secret.
The Grand Duke of the North, Victoria Wilder arrived at Silver Castle three days ago.
The Grand Duke of the West, Baldwin Franklin and the Grand Duke of the East, Silas Loland, arrived at the Silver Castle an hour ago.
Several advisors and the King’s Hand entered the castle.
The gate was closed, and no one knew what was going on inside.
Was this a banquet? A secret discussion? A dispute? Or might it even be an assassination?
Countless pairs of eyes wandered as they watched the castle. Noses were twitching nervously, sniffing for hints of a scheme or opportunities. Mouths opened and closed as they spewed new ideas and rumors. Listeners were wise to not take these news as truth because no one would know what the resurrected one who died seven hundred years ago would talk about with the King.
Francis II did not host any annoying banquets, nor did he summon Gawain to the royal court. Instead, he decided that they would meet in the Oak Hall next to the meeting chamber just as Gawain had requested.
 
The Oak Hall was an old place. Its existence could be traced back seven hundred years ago when the foundations to the Silver Castle had just been laid. The castle then, did not look like it was covered in silver as it did now. They called it ‘silver’ only for the mere reason that Charlie I could not come up with a better name.
Being the oldest room in this castle which had seen countless renovations, the Oak Hall had been imbued with magic by a powerful court druid 400 years ago to ensure that its main wooden structure could be preserved forever (in actual fact, the magic had to be recharged every hundred years).


Although the size of the Oak Hall was only one-third the size of the meeting chamber, the small and old hall was actually the most extraordinary place in the castle. Only nobles who were counts or higher-ranked could be present in this hall, and only matters of relevance to the fate of the kingdom were to be discussed here in secret.
A round oak table was placed in the middle of the hall. The King sat in the spot in the star chart which represented the ‘crown’. On his right hand side sat the King’s Hand, Eden. He was a middle-aged man with thinning hair and brooding eyes. On the King’s right hand side sat the Grand Duke of the North, Victoria Wilder. Further on the left and right sides respectively, were the Grand Duke of the West, Baldwin Franklin and the Grand Duke of the East, Silas Loland. There were also several others whose names Gawain could not be bothered to remember. And the royal advisers sat in another row of chairs behind the King.
Rebecca was the only one beside Gawain.
Amber and Knight Byron were definitely not eligible to be present here. Thus Gawain simply left them in the mansion at 4 Crown Street. He had never even thought about bringing Amber to the Silver Castle. Given how the lady bandit was so dedicated to her profession, she would definitely scrape off all the silver foil on the walls outside the castle.
Besides the King’s Hand and the group of advisors, who seemed to be there to fill the numbers, the others were all descendants of the pioneers from when Anzu was founded (including the pioneer Gawain himself). This meeting was already very special before it began.
As a founding pioneer, Gawain did not need to make salutations to anyone in the hall, so he simply went to sit down in his seat. Meanwhile Rebecca was obviously a little nervous. She squeezed her fist and took several deep breaths to calm herself down, forgetting that she had to greet the King.
But no one would hold her for it in this situation. This was the benefit of coming to the meeting with her authoritative ancestor.
Since he wore a Grand Duke’s attire and the Sword of Pioneers at his waist, once Gawain walked into the room, everyone cast their gazes at him. Until the living fossil sat down on the chair, those eyes continued to watch. This was not in line with the aristocrats’ etiquette, but it was hard not to look. A 700-year-old person had popped out of the coffin and was walking right in front of them. How were they expected not to stare?
As they watched, many were still wondering whether Gawain was in fact as true as they heard him to be. Or perhaps they were wondering how Francis II would see it.
Just then, the old King stood across the table. He had gray hair and looked very old. But he still had an imposing manner and vigor. He led the three grand dukes and the other participants to rise as well.
  Gawain looked at him and heard him speak solemnly. “Anzu is blessed by the gods that we have the honor of witnessing the pioneering hero who lived seven hundred years ago. We are grateful to you and your generation for your sacrifices and contributions. This land and everyone on this land will never forget the great pioneers. As the successor of the Moen clan, together with all the descendants of the pioneers, let us salute our ancient hero.”


The King bowed down, and every descendant of the pioneers (including the three grand dukes) did the same.
Now, the King had declared that Gawain Cecil had indeed been resurrected.
With regards to the issue of whether it was appropriate for the King to bow down to the Grand Duke, there was nothing wrong with that. After all, Gawain, who died seven hundred years ago, was not just a Grand Duke here. He was a symbol. Every year, everyone here would bow to the statue of Gawain Cecil and the other pioneers several times. Now that there was an actual pioneer standing right before them, what was wrong with bowing?
But Gawain had a feeling that there was something not right. A second later, he realized it, and his expression was odd. “The last time so many people bowed to me was when I was lying in that coffin…”
Everyone: “…”
The whole atmosphere became awkward.
Fortunately, everyone here had also gone through their share of awkward situations(although this was the first of its kind). They quickly recovered from it and stood up. The King laughed, “It’s only natural that the younger ones salute their elders.”
Gawain laughed too. Although on the outside, he was much younger than Francis II, his tone was exactly like an elder, “Although we have quite the age gap, your expression when you make excuses is exactly the same as Charlie’s back in the day.”
Gawain Cecil also declared that Francis II was truly of the Moen bloodline.
With that said, Gawain and the old King smiled at each other. The King in particular heaved a breath of relief and even looked a little pleased with himself.
Everyone at the scene was very sharp (perhaps with the exception of a certain dense descendant who was so unlike her elders), and had the ability to analyze the dispositions of one’s eighteen generations of ancestors from just a whiff of one’s fart. Thus just the simple exchange between Gawain and Francis II was enough to inform them of the tone of the meeting, and they could also tell that the ancient Grand Duke and the King probably had already reached some common understanding beforehand.


 
The lady sitting on the left side of the King seemed to frown slightly, but upon taking a second look, her expression had returned to normal. As one of the three grand dukes, she caught Gawain’s attention.
She was a woman in her thirties, as mature and beautiful as Herti, but much more colder and aloof than Herti. She wore a white dress, silver fox fur over her shoulders, white silk gloves, and a head of curly silver hair. She seemed like she was surrounded by ice and snow. Her ice-queen-like beauty was so eye-catching in the oak hall, a good example showing that the color white was indeed very reflective.
The left side of Francis II was brighter than his right side…
That was the current Grand Duke of the North, Victoria Wilder. Gawain compared the information he had just drawn from the memory to the person before him. At the same time, he recalled the establishment of the Second Dynasty. It was the northern Wilder Clan that brought the bastard child into power.
But now it appeared that the descendant of the bastard child was no longer controlled by the Wilder Clan.
 
Noticing the ‘Ice Lady’ looking across at him and nodding with a serious face, probably saying hello, Gawain waved back. “You have facial paralysis just like your ancestor. I told Wilder back then to marry a lively southern girl so as to counteract that face of his, but he wouldn’t listen. Now see what it did to his descendant…”
The Grand Duke of the North twitched in the face slightly. Then Gawain looked at the Grand Duke of the West and the Grand Duke of the East. With what information he had from his memories, he chatted a little about things regarding their ancestors. Then he finally turned to look at the empty space between the King’s Hand and the Grand Duke of the North. There was no chair in that spot.
That was originally where the Cecils should be seated, but the chair was removed ever since a hundred years ago. Since then, the four Grand Dukes was reduced to three, and there were no more Grand Dukes from the south of Anzu. The nobles directly subordinate of the royal family became the group of rulers in the south, and the Cecil Clan was pushed into the farthest corner.
Noticing how Gawain was looking at the seat, everyone, including Francis II, could not help but hold their breaths. The atmosphere seemed to become tense for a moment. Then the meeting went from friendly greetings and chats into the meeting’s main segment, the part where the arguments begin.
But Gawain only gave it a brief glance before he gave a relaxed and even disdainful smile. He looked at the King across the table. “Let’s get on with it. My descendant, Rebecca Cecil, will now tell you about the disaster that occurred south of the kingdom. Everyone, that is the real problem.”
Chapter 34: Negotiations
When her name was suddenly mentioned, Rebecca quivered. To a successor of a declining clan, all these things that were happening before her eyes were things that she would never have dreamed of. Even when she ran into the woods to fight wolves and was smacked dizzy by their paws, she had never had such a feeling before. Watching her ancestor talking cheerfully and wittily with the other big figures, she had even forgotten that she was also one of the important participants in this meeting.
But at least Rebecca had the merit of being stubborn. Even if she was a little confused, she calmed herself down with her strong, almost dead nerves. After gathering her words, the little lord from the south began to explain about the nightmare that happened in Cecil territory to the King.
Everyone listened attentively. Even if they had not expected that such a young lady would be speaking, the disaster itself demanded their serious attention.
Those present had already had some knowledge of the incident in the south. The news was brewing throughout the entire southern region. Various versions of rumors were spreading all around. Of course, this was all thanks to Gawain. Gawain sent people mainly to spread the news of his “resurrection”, and not to talk about the disaster. However, disasters were inherently good catalysts for the spreading of rumors. After two months of brewing and spreading, the news had already become well known in the south.
The civilians might not have the channels to learn about the truth, but the nobles were not lacking in that. Through various means, those present had more or less learned of the event. Francis II even had secret reports from many nobles in the south. However, no matter how detailed the reports were, they could not be more accurate and reliable than hearing it from one who had personally been involved in the incident.
With Rebecca’s increasingly fluent narration, the pieces of the story of the disaster slowly came together and was linked to the Dark Wave of seven hundred years ago, and the emergence of a dragon shrouded the whole story in another confusing layer.
Gawain sighed softly as he looked at the King and the nobles with furrowed brows.
Only a while ago, these people were still more concerned about the resurrection of the founding Grand Duke and whether the Cecil Clan was seeking benefits from the royal household, and perhaps had completely forgotten that the main reason for the Cecil Clan to come to the capital was actually to give a report on those monsters. But how could they be blamed when Gawain’s presence was so prominent?
What was more, he was the one who caused his own presence to become so prominent.
“… Now most of the Cecil territory has already become scorched earth. The dragon’s flame contained magic, and the lands that it has scorched will not be able to grow food for several years. My people have no choice but to seek shelter with Viscount Andrew.” Rebecca had already stood up. With clenched fists, her timidity and nervousness from before was gone. “Your Majesty, and all the lords present, although the Cecil territory is small, this disaster is a signal. We may not know why the dragon appeared, but the monsters brought a real disaster. Those monsters appeared seven hundred years ago and led to the destruction of the Gondor Empire. My ancestor has experienced it all firsthand.”
 
Francis II started whispering with the King’s Hand and the Grand Duke of the North. Several others also lowered their heads in discussion. It seemed that they had not completely ignored the information that Rebecca had brought them. They should be thankful of the continuous spreading of news, the secret letter from the south, and Gawain Cecil’s very presence. Without these, all that an aristocrat from a declining clan could garner from coming before the King to report on the monsters and the dragon destroying their territory would only be ridicule. Forget bringing about a discussion, they might even bring guilt upon themselves.
However, it was hard to tell how much the news meant to them and how much of a response they would put up.


After all, the world had been too peaceful for the past seven hundred years.
“Grand Duke Cecil,” said the tall, thin man sitting a few seats to the left of Gawain. He was Grand Duke Baldwin Franklin of the West, who looked refined in manner. “I believe that your descendant has been honest about this matter, but this thing sounds really unbelievable. Forgive me, but are these monsters really… the monsters from the Dark Wave seven hundred years ago? ”
“I have dealt with them for twenty years until I died. I would recognize them even if you turned them into ashes,” Gawain said gravely, “And I have fought against them again, and I can confirm that those were the same monsters that emerged from the Dark Wave. It’s a pity that they would quickly disintegrate once they die, leaving behind no samples of their corpses at all. Moreover, the dragon that appeared after burned the entire territory. Now there is no way to send someone over to check on the situation in Cecil territory. ”
Baldwin Franklin and Grand Duke Silas Loland of the East, who sat beside him, looked at each other. Seeing that, Gawain said, “If you think the Cecil Clan deliberately exaggerated the truth to exchange for your sympathy, so as to take this opportunity to return to the center of power, you can just say so.”
“No no no, we won’t think of it that way,” said Grand Duke Baldwin hurriedly, “We just need to… confirm these things. After all, it involves the Dark Wave seven hundred years ago. The magnitude of this… is on a scale bigger than what any single human kingdom can face alone… ”
“But they are already at our doors!” Rebecca stood up, unable to hold herself back. “I saw those things!”
“Don’t worry. Calm down.” Gawain pressed Rebecca’s shoulders to sit her down. He turned to look at Francis II. “I understand why you would be cautious. After all, the cost of starting a war is enormous. I have also brought some evidence with me. These are weapons and equipment used by our warriors in the south. Though the bodies of those monsters cannot be preserved, their weapons will inevitably get elemental contamination when fighting them. The corrosive substance left on those weapons should provide you with something to take reference from. I believe that even the most brilliant royal scholars will not be able to find any samples from the real world that would match these corrosive substances.”
Two strong chamberlains lifted up a large box. After opening the box, several worn-out swords and some contorted armor fragments were displayed in front of everyone.
Those things seemed as though they had been soaked in strong acid. The originally bright and smooth metal surface was now filled with holes, and it looked dirty. The metal that was most severely corroded by the elemental power even turned into a texture similar to rotten wood where large pieces of debris could break away with a slight twist.
“Now they are harmless. You can touch them directly with your hands, but until half a month ago, these pieces of steel were still disintegrating,” Gawain explained as he watched the King and the nobles examining the samples, “If the historians in these seven hundred years have not been too lazy, there will definitely be records of these in the history books.”
“There is, there is…” Francis II said as he nodded.


  “Also, we found a notebook of a wild mage coincidentally. His notebook mentioned the eruptions of the red spots of the sun and signs of a surge in magical power…”
Gawain reported all the information that he had. But it was clear that the information from the wild mage’s notebook had not garnered much attention.
For most of the people present, those things were not as convincing as the fragments that fell from the swords and armor on the table.
“Do you know where the dragon went?” Finally, the Grand Duke Victoria Wilder of the North broke the silence. She seemed to care more about the whereabouts of the dragon than those monsters. “Or might you have any idea of what its purpose might be?”
Gawain shook his head. “I don’t know about that.”
Although he was older, it did not mean that he was more knowledgeable than the people present. Gawain Cecil, who lived seven hundred years ago, had never once faced a dragon.
Well, at least not in his memory, he did not.
After seeing those crystals last night, Gawain no longer put that much trust in the memory he inherited.
“Actually… three months ago, there was a rumor about a dragon in my territory,” said the lady Grand Duke, clearly and unhurriedly. “Someone claimed to have seen a dragon flying from the cold mountains farther up north. But in the end, there were no other witnesses, and it was confirmed that the one who started the rumor was drunk. He mistook the blowing snow in the mountains for a dragon.”
Gawain immediately probed further, “Did that person describe how the dragon looked like?”
“No.” The lady Grand Duke shook her head. “But I can continue my investigation when I return.”


“You must, not only for the dragon, but also those monsters,” Francis II said. “See if similar things have appeared in other parts of the kingdom, or if there is any unusual signs of magical power surges.”
 
Rebecca could not help but speak up again, “But investigating alone is not enough. We must also prepare for battle. Those monsters will appear without warning. If we don’t make preparations in advance, we won’t be able to defend in time. If we were to wait for the investigators to find their traces, it would definitely be too late… ”
Grand Duke Silas Loland of the East looked at Rebecca disapprovingly. “Are we supposed to prepare every soldier across the kingdom in wait for these monsters that we don’t know when might appear, or if they would even appear?”
Rebecca replied reflexively, “It’d be great if we could do that…”
“That would be impossible. We can’t just mobilize all the soldiers in the country for just an imagined possibility. The local aristocrats will start rebellions for it, and it would damage the royal family’s credibility,” Grand Duke Silas said with a serious face. He was strong and tall, with a typical soldierly demeanor. “Besides, we also have to deal with the threat of the Typhon Empire from the east. That kingdom is like a wolf. They have been trying to take a bite off Anzu for some time already.”
After the destruction of their homeland, the survivors of the Gondor Empire broke out in four directions. In the end, kingdoms were established in the north, south, east, and west. The Typhon Empire was a kingdom located in the eastern part of the continent, and it was currently the most powerful of the four kingdoms.
 
Anzu’s human nations in the north, south, and west all coexisted with the kingdoms or races that had already existed before. But Typhon was the only kingdom in the eastern part of the continent. One could easily imagine its power and how they operated.
Anzu and Typhon were adjacent to each other. There were also large plots of fertile lands and bountiful mines at their borders, which naturally became a point of contention.
In the first few hundred years, the human nations that shared the same origins were still all about brotherhood and keeping peace, but long-term peace was simply an ideal. In the Anzu’s civil strife one hundred years ago, the Typhon Empire took the opportunity to make a slight move on the border. Following that, the two kingdom’s relationship began to take a drastic turn. Now there was pretty much no peace between them.
There were no large upfront wars, but the small fights had never once stopped.
Currently, the south of Anzu was barren but peaceful; there were no conflicts between the other kingdoms and Anzu in the north; the tribal kingdom of Augari in the west had always been Anzu’s ally. Among the four borders, only the east border had been under the pressure of war in the current century. Grand Duke Silas Loland, who was the combat type, would never agree to divert military power to guard against those illusionary monsters. For him, those creatures that were as good as legends were no more of a threat than the Typhon soldiers loitering right under his nose.
Chapter 35: Accomplishment
Everything was just as Gawain had expected.
News from the south would unsettle the King and the nobles, and with the warning from the resurrected ancient, this tension might rise to a level of panic, but it would just stop there.
Those who had not experienced the Dark Wave and could not imagine it would not be compelled to take action. Even if Gawain brought some swords and armor corroded by the elemental power as evidence, it would not be enough to drive them to make a higher level response.
After all, there existed some cases of “unusual phenomenon” where swords and armor were corroded by magical power, thus they could not be definitive evidence that the Dark Wave would make a comeback. In fact, even Gawain himself was making some bold speculations based off the information from his memories. He was not even very confident himself that that the end of the world was coming.
There was nothing wrong with Francis II’s response. He could not simply put the entire kingdom into a state of preparedness for battle based upon his sudden news alone. Even if he wanted to, the large, backward feudal system did not allow him to do so. And even if the Dark Wave really came, it would not be wise to conduct combat preparations now across the whole kingdom. The monsters in the south and the magical power surge were only a sign. They were not even the vanguard of the Dark Wave. The real Dark Wave might take months, or even years to happen, (if it was going to happen), but before then, it would be only calm.
During the period of calm, to require the battle preparedness across the kingdom when no evidence could be found, perhaps the Moen family back in their heydays might be able to do so, but the Second Dynasty now… had already lost its ability to rally supporters.
Francis II even ordered the Grand Duke of the East not to make a move.
A resurrected founding Grand Duke’s prestige might be very influential, but if to use such prestige to interfere in the kingdom’s order would probably be an overreach. Gawain understood this very clearly. The power of his words here was as good as a flower scepter, pretty but powerless. The basis of the Cecil Clan was almost gone. It had no land, no soldiers, no generals, and even the travel expenses to the capital were borrowed from others. For a clan that had always been quite pragmatic, this was quite an awkward situation to be in.
So Gawain held down Rebecca, who still wanted to say something, looked at the King opposite and said, “We have delivered the report and brought up a warning. It is up to you to decide how you are going to deal with this specifically.”
“We will take your warning seriously,” Grand Duke Victoria Wilder said in a cool voice. “All investigations will begin immediately after the meeting, and we will bring the news to you at the quickest time.”
 
“Investigation… Well, I guess that’s the only way.” Gawain nodded, and he changed the topic. “That’s all for now. Let’s now talk about Cecil Clan’s matters.”
This time, the atmosphere became tense instantly.


“Relax, don’t look like “the old ancestor popped out of the coffin and is demanding that the paper money burned over the years be cashed out to him,” Gawain joked, waving his hand, and then he realized that no one seemed to get his corny joke…
Damned awkward.
“I know what happened a hundred years ago, and frankly, I really want to kill that degenerate descendant.” Gawain’s face twitched, and he dived straight into the topic. “So I have no intention to reverse the verdict. I just want to get back something that belongs to me personally.”
Francis II and the Grand Dukes looked at each other. Their expressions seemed relaxed. Gawain went ahead to talk about the earth-shaking event a hundred years ago, and they all seemed relieved. After all, it was so pressuring for anyone to start speaking on this sensitive topic that their blood pressure could rise to two hundred. It was truly a breath of relief that this living ancestor could be so empathetic towards the younger generation.
But after heaving a breath of relief, they became tense again. What were those things that belonged to Gawain Cecil?
Everything belonged to the lord. This was the rule of the aristocracy. Everything in the old Cecil Clan, including the fief, vassals, and the titles, etc., all belonged to Gawain Cecil. Which one was he referring to?
Everyone was tense in their bodies where others could not notice while only Francis II looked quietly at Gawain, and nodded calmly.
“Relax. Most of my things from when I lived have already been passed on to my heirs. That worthless descendant squandered some things, and I can’t force them to be returned,” Gawain laughed. “What I’m referring to is that which cannot be inherited, for example… my right to develop new regions.”
The nobles and the advisors looked at each other. Then the scholarly, well brought up gentlemen and ladies were immediately reminded of the ancient and sacred decree on pioneering.
It was a glorious commemoration of the Second Settlement. It was a testimony to mankind’s bravery in surviving the most desperate situations, the ordinary people’s vow to not yield to the natural forces. Up till today, it was still part of the basic laws of the four nations. It was a law which would no longer have a chance to take effect, but one that also no one dared speak out to repeal.
The original version of the pioneering decree was even engraved separately on a platinum plate, enshrined in the halls of every nation.


But everyone only kept it as a memorial! It was for posterity! It would be a symbol to proper continuation of the legacy!
Suddenly this was going to take effect again?!
However, apart from shock, the expressions on people’s faces hid faint relief, and this change in expression did not escape Gawain’s eyes.
So he also relaxed himself and began to discuss with the people present about the permanent right to develop regions.
Gawain believed that this would not be too difficult.
  Compared to a living ancestor returning to the world to ask for the cashing out of paper money burned for the past hundreds of years and also the vast expanse of land he had seven hundred years ago, that could have been a nation by itself, a permanent right to develop regions was hardly anything. Though it might sound scary, it would not affect the vital interests of anyone present, and since there would be no conflicts with their interests, it would be easier to discuss with each noble (including the King himself).
And this was also the result of Gawain’s deliberate push.
He had kept a high-profile along the journey, spreading all kinds of news, and even when he entered the capital, he took out the banner from seven hundred years ago, appearing in an overbearing manner. This was meant to make people think that the living ancestor was trying to reverse the verdict for the Cecil Clan and recover all the clan’s fief, thus making everyone come up with a way to respond so as to cross verbal swords when the time came to protect their own interests.
However, Gawain’s objective was only the permanent right to develop regions.
This difference was basically equivalent to shopping for a watch, where the original price was 860,000. After a discount of 25%, it would feel like one had gotten a great deal.
One would even begin to suspect if the watch might be a fake.


But even if the watch that costs 25 was fake, the ancestor was real. If he really just wanted to have his permanent right to develop regions… what could they do?
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If Gawain had not done any groundwork before and brought up the permanent right to develop regions from the beginning, perhaps things would not have gone so smoothly. The greedy nature of the aristocracy would want to extract a piece for themselves even on such a matter, but with so much preparation done, it became much easier to talk about the pioneering right.
The King and the Grand Dukes present did not have much of a discussion before agreeing that the right to pioneer itself should be recognized. It must be recognized even if they did not want to since it was not only Anzu that agreed and signed the permanent right to develop regions, but in fact the four major human kingdoms at the time had also recognized this decree. These witnesses also included the elves from the Silver Empire in the south of the continent…
Those secretive and particularly longevous elves.
They had an average life expectancy of 3,000 years or more. They were extremely particular about caution and good faith that they were known to be very stubborn. When signing the permanent pioneering law back then, the elves were one of the witnesses. In order to make this decree more solemn and credible, a copy was even written in the elven language and given to the Silver Empire for safekeeping.
Although everyone knew that it would be impossible for the first generation of pioneers to live for so long, the humans insisted on putting a “permanent” label on it and to have a longevous race to be witnesses. Probably a human quirk…
Anyway, the representative of the elves at the time said that “humans are truly strange” as they brought their copy back to their kingdom. Then the Elf Queen happily stamped her copy. After seven hundred years had passed, the Elf Queen, who was only a young and ignorant elf who recently ascended to the throne, was now… still the Elf Queen…
She could still remember the stamp she made back then. How could they not recognize this law?
In any case, Gawain mentioned that if Anzu would not recognize the right to pioneer, he would take his clan around the continent to the Silver Empire since there were still undeveloped areas around the forest of the elves. There were also some acquaintances of his there. They would surely get along with the Cecil Clan…
The founding ancestor having to leave the kingdom because he could not stand being demeaned in his own kingdom, took his clan to another race’s territory to live in the trees. How could people show their faces around if word were to spread about this?


 
So everyone present agreed that the right to develop would be preserved, but the concrete details about the places where he could develop… this would make the next round of discussion.
“There is no more uncultivated lands in the kingdom. Every inch of land has its owner.” The King’s Hand, Eden Alfred stood up. This steady man, Francis II’s right hand. He knew well about all the states of the kingdom. “Beyond the kingdom, there are few uncultivated lands in the border areas with other countries. Even if there are, those are places that cannot sustain life. Take the buffer regions by the Gondor wastelands. Grand Duke, where do you intend to open up lands?”
Gawain waved his hand. “Bring the map.”
When the map was presented, Gawain looked at the map and could not help but frown slightly.
Even though the world had convenient magic, assistive abilities such as bird’s eye, forest sensing, and surveying that could help people draw maps, the map before him was still very crude. There were even some problems with the scale.
 
Compared with the “satellite view” in his head, this was almost as good as a doodle.
Perhaps it was because magic was too convenient that it affected the development of many things?
Gawain pondered, comparing the map with the accurate one in his head. Then he pointed his finger to an area on the rough map. “I’ll start from here.”
It was a mountain range on the borders of the Gondor wastelands and Typhon.
The Dark Range.
Chapter 36: The Banquet
The Dark Range.
Everyone was stunned when they saw the place which Gawain had pointed out.
The first person to break the silence was the Grand Duke of the West, Baldwin Franklin. His eyes were wide open and he said, “Are… are you sure?”
“Is anything wrong with it?” Gawain laughed and said. “Don’t tell me that place is owned by someone.”
“That’s not what I meant…” Francis II shook his head and added, “The entire Dark Range and the southern areas are not owned by anyone and they fulfill the requirement for expansion but that place is near the Typhon Empire and on its south connects directly to the Gondor wastelands, so…”
The Dark Range was part of the southern border of the Anzu Kingdom and the eastern part extended all the way to the Typhon Empire. The western part of the mountain range ran for a few hundred kilometres and curved gently towards the south to blend into the decomposed land of the Gondor wastelands. Technically, the plains in the southern parts of the Dark Range belonged to the Anzu Kingdom. However, the area which could be controlled by the kingdom stopped at the northern parts of the mountain range and the control there was relatively limited too.
One of the most important reasons behind this was the existence of the Gondor wastelands.
That piece of land remained shrouded by the chaotic elemental and dark powers. The surging decomposing power made the land barren and it was filled with deadly toxins.
Although the affected parts no longer spread, the waves of toxin storms at the borders of the wastelands and the monsters that appeared every now and then were deadly threats.
Throughout its history, the Anzu Kingdom attempted to expand into the southern parts after the situation in the country had stabilized. They even wanted to get back the Gondor wastelands but all their efforts were futile. The purification process of the wastelands was exceptionally challenging and repetitive, the effort put in far exceeded the returns. The expansion points built painstakingly in the early days would be destroyed by the toxin storms and monsters before they could take effect. Therefore, the Anzu royals retreated all the expansion teams and stopped their mission at the northern part of the Dark Range.
 
Subsequently, due to the development of the northern parts and the diplomatic relations established between the kingdom and the Violet Kingdom, the kingdom’s focus was placed on the northern parts instead. In addition, the “Fog Month Civil War” which happened a century ago caused the the Cecil Clan in the southern parts to be torn apart overnight. The situation in the southern parts worsened and deteriorated and till today, there was not much difference between the entire Dark Range and most of its surroundings and the wastelands.
The fumes from the wastelands came across the mountain ranges and decomposed the plains of the northern parts.


However, Gawain merely smiled at this. “In those days, I saw much worse. When it comes to political and internal conflicts, I may not be as good as you juniors but I’m much better than all of you when it comes to countering the terrifying forces of nature.”
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Since Gawain was so confident, the rest at the scene did not worry about him anymore. To the king and the other nobles, their top concern was when the problematic Gawain would leave and not whether he could survive in the south. What more could they say since Gawain volunteered to go to that deserted place?
Time to send that great ancestor away!
If it was not because of some details which needed more consideration, Francis II would have gotten the carriage ready for Gawain and his people long ago.
After confirming the most important decision about the expansion, Gawain made Francis II admit a few “insignificant matters” as well.
First, Gawain Cecil’s status as the Grand Duke had to remain but it would be his own title and non-transferrable to his descendents. Only when the Cecil Clan has blazed new trails in the south or made some contribution when Gawain passed away again (correct), will the descendents receive their title according to their contributions.
This was an illogical proposal and it was proposed due to the conflict of interest between Gawain Cecil’s status as a Grand Duke and what happened a century ago. Nobody dared to take away the title of a pioneering Grand Duke but they could not allow a viscount clan to rise in rank and become a grand duke, therefore this idea was proposed. Honestly speaking, this did not abide by any law of the Anzu kingdom, but how could you talk about logic when it came to someone who jumped out of a coffin?
What logic was there when basic science was non-existent!?
Anyone with discerning eyes would know that the so-called “cannot inherit temporarily” was merely dragging time so as to answer to the system of the nobles.
Apart from this, the Anzu royals had to completely recognise the Cecil Clan’s rights to govern the newly expanded territory. Just like how the founding king of the country acknowledged the ruling rights of anyone who blazed new trails.


Together with some minor agreements, Gawain got what he wanted in the end.
An undisturbed country within a country.
In fact all these details had been decided long ago. Gawain had some connections with the king when Prince Edmund visited him, all they were doing now in the Oak Hall was for the sake of formality.
  Nobody at the scene had any objection because the Cecil Clan was going to a barren land and they would not jeopardize the interest of anyone here no matter how much land they opened up. It would be easy to resolve the conflict if there were no conflicts at all.
Francis II signed the documents to blaze new trails and announced the ancient laws. The Cecil Clan would own the rights to open the land centred at the heart of the Dark Range and its surroundings. He also announced the help given to this mission: a hundred-men team of craftsmen and apprentices and the rations and cloth needed for the first year.
The craftsmen and apprentices would work for three years and afterwards they could choose to stay or find other jobs. If anyone stayed, the Cecil Clan had to pay 30 gold coins to the royal family to “purchase” each of them.
Although that was not a lot of support, Gawain was content because it addressed the urgent needs of the impoverished Cecil Clan.
The gold, silver and coal in the mountains could neither be transformed into food directly nor turned into skilled craftsmen. Therefore, in this peaceful era, “trailblazer” or pioneer had become a historical word and nobody was willing to leave their peaceful hometown and go and open up a piece of land next to the Gondor wastelands. The 100 craftsmen and apprentices would be the most precious asset.
This could be considered as Francis II’s kindness towards Gawain on behalf of the Anzu royals. It was to appreciate this pioneer and his descendents.
The deal ended and everyone was satisfied. At the end of every satisfactory agreement was a feast.
The oak hall was sealed again and there was a great feast at the second level of the castle. Good wine and delicious food were served and the King celebrated the return of a legendary hero together with his most trusted nobles. Many unknown nobles appeared out of nowhere and the banquet hall was bustling.


Those who appeared later did not qualify to enter the Oak Hall but the nobles who had the right to know about the outcome of the meeting had been waiting in the different lounges in the Silver Castle for half a day. They waited till the chamberlain ran into the banquet hall and rang the ceremonial bell and appeared with a smile.
It was Rebecca’s first time attending such ceremonies. This young feudal lord was in a dire state and she had never seen such a luxurious place before. Due to the rejection of the Cecil Clan by the other nobles, she rarely had the chance to attend grand banquets. She attended her most extravagant banquet when she was 16 years old, her father hosted a bustling banquet but there was only a long table filled with food.
It was incomparable to the feast in the Silver Castle.
The entire hall was filled with long tables and on the table was sumptuous food which anyone could take. The centre of the hall was meant for gentlemen and ladies to dance and a well dressed band played music on the stage at the side of the hall. The mages were casting magics at the four corners of the hall and they created all types of beautiful lights and falling snow in the air. Getting the precious mages to enliven the atmosphere was incredible to Rebecca.
His Majesty the King… is so rich.
At the start, Rebecca wanted to keep a straight face and pretend to be mature and calm. However, very quickly, the little girl side of her defeated the calm side of her, she held Gawain’s hand and asked him many questions. Gawain smiled and he boasted based on his memory and imagination as someone who had transmigrated.
The nobles noticed Rebecca’s hillbilly manner but they did not reveal their contempt even if they felt it in their hearts. Gawain Cecil was beside Rebecca all along and this “parent” pressured them to restrain their emotions and smile at Rebecca.
Afterwards, a few youngsters approached Rebecca to invite her for a dance. It was probably because they thought that the Cecil Clan had an ancestor now and there was potential benefit to build rapport with them. However, all those people were blocked off by Gawain.
 
What a joke, as someone who was so gullible and stubborn, Rebecca could not even survive in the southern parts of the Kingdom, how was she going to deal with the shrewd fellows from the capital.
“Overprotecting your child will hinder her from growing.” A gentle voice of a man came from the back of Gawain. “Viscount Rebecca has reached maturity and you should let her interact with the upper class.”
Gawain turned around and saw the Grand Duke of the West, Baldwin Franklin and next to him was the Grand Duke of the North, Victoria Wilder.


“I died too early in the past and I don’t have much experience bringing up children.” Gawain shrugged and said carelessly.
Baldwin: “…”
 
Victoria:”…”
“I feel that Rebecca won’t have time to entertain others even if I didn’t stop her from doing so.”
Gawain pointed to his (N+1)th granddaughter while he was talking. That Viscount was lying on a nearby table and gorging herself on the food…
“She’s really… enjoying herself.” Grand Duke Baldwin said dryly.
Gawain laughed and looked at Victoria Wilder who was indifferent and silent. “Rather than talking about educating my descendent, I have some questions for this lady from the Wilder family.”
Chapter 37: The News About The Dragon
After listening to what Gawain said, Victoria nodded slightly whereas Grand Duke Baldwin raised his brows and said, “Do I have to excuse myself?”
“It doesn’t matter.” Gawain took a glass of red wine from the tray the chamberlain was holding and turned around to look at Victoria. “It’s about dragons.”
“That’s indeed a rumour.” Victoria said emotionlessly, her tone was as cold as the wind in the north. People who did not know her might even find her unapproachable. “I’ve sent people to investigate about it, other than a drunkard, no one saw any trace of the so-called gigantic dragon on that day.”
“I’m not talking about that time but for these centuries in the north.” Gawain looked at the female Grand Duke’s eyes and continued, “From my death till today, how many rumours have there been about the gigantic dragon in the north?”
Victoria’s brows raised slightly and Grand Duke Baldwin looked at her with curiosity and said, “If you put it that way… it seems like the stories about ‘gigantic dragons’ are ‘specialties’ from the north?”
“It is true that there are occasional stories about dragons in the north and there are even small groups worshipping dragons but those are basically just superstitious beliefs.” Victoria shook her head. “The north is mountainous and there are often snowstorms in the valleys and mountains. The people living on the mountains view those snowstorms as the roar of the dragons. The north lies next to the Sacred Dragon Kingdom where people call themselves the descendents of the gigantic dragons and worship dragons openly. The people living in the mountains are influenced by them and it is natural for weird stories to spread. In fact, the Wilder Clan hasn’t seen a real dragon after living in the north for 700 years, those stories are fictitious.”
“However, a real dragon has appeared now and it flew past my eyes.” Gawain said dryly.
“I will inform you if there’s really a dragon.” Victoria said emotionlessly and she seemed to smile. “I thought you were going to invite me for a dance just now.”
“I better not because I’m not good at this. It has been 700 years and I don’t know how modern dance is like.” Gawain shook his head with a smile and waved his hands. “Please go ahead and enjoy yourselves, talking to a 700 year old living fossil like me is boring, I can look around on my own.”
The two Grand Dukes kept a straight face at the same time (Victoria kept a straight face the whole time) because they usually said that to the juniors or young nobles during banquets. It had been so many years since someone said that to them and they seemed to go back to their childhood days…
 
Yet they could not rebut…
Gawain sighed with relief in his heart when he saw the two Grand Dukes leaving.


It was indeed not so simple. When he heard the Grand Duke of the North talking about the appearance of the gigantic dragon during the meeting, he thought that it was an important clue.
The dragons had left this land for too long, it had been a few thousand years and there were no clear records about the appearance of dragons. It had been so long that those powerful creatures were becoming mythical creatures to most people. However, for Gawain who had been hanging in the sky for years, dragons were familiar to him.
After witnessing a gigantic dragon, he organised his memory and counted the number of times the dragons had appeared. After filtering once, he realised that most dragons were from the north.
No matter how long the time interval was, be it a thousand or more than ten thousand years, regardless of whether it was one dragon or a group of dragons, they all came across the mountain range in the north before entering the earth. Every time gigantic dragons appeared, they seemed to have a clear destination and headed straight towards the deepest part of the earth. They would leave immediately after their mission was done and wasted no time at all.
It was a pity that Gawain had a limited view in the sky and he could only see part of the land and a bit of the coastline in the south. He was unsure of where the north extended to, hence he could not conclude whether the dragons appeared behind the mountain range in the north or from further places in the faraway seas.
However, he had a feeling that the gigantic dragons would appear again.
Gawain and his people did not stay in the capital for too long and they departed on the third day.
The help which the King had promised them would arrive on a later date: the rations could not be transported on land because half of it would be consumed by the people and horses. If the rations were to be transported by the river, they had to wait for half a month for the water level in the Duoergong river in the Plains of the Holy Spirits to rise. It took time to gather a hundred-men team of craftsmen and apprentices and it was mainly about waiting for different associations to send out those anti-social and unlucky people with no backgrounds. Then select the 100 most unlucky people to form the team and this process was rather time consuming. Ensuring that these people could embark on the journey before the rations were loaded onto the ship was considered incredibly efficient.
Gawain could not wait for all this because he had finally gotten the right to pioneer which he wanted. There were many plans in his mind awaiting to be implemented and he could not wait to leave the capital after receiving the big pile of documents from the King.
They took their own sweet time on their way here but rushed on the way back and Gawain could not wait to fly straight back. At this moment, Gawain genuinely envied the “teleportation magic” in those fantasy novels, only if he could teleport and he could reach home immediately by opening a door without all the hassle.
Unfortunately, although such magic existed in the continent of Loren, it was not as advanced as those described in stories. The magics used by different communities were basically about hitting someone with a fireball or throwing compressed Ao energy in someone’s face. There were records of teleportation and space storage magic but they were generally myths. For instance, those first legendary elves who had disappeared long ago were able to teleport. Some people said that the dragon language magic, which was the origin of many magics in the world had records about the magic of space…


It was a pity that no one had ever seen it.
On the other end, the Grand Duke of the North, Victoria Wilder had returned to her castle in the north, the Bitter Winter Castle.
The Grand Dukes safeguarding the four parts of the kingdom could not leave their territory for a long period of time. Although the situation in the north was stable, someone had to take control. Therefore, Victoria Wilder left the Silver Castle and returned to her territory by riding the fastest gryphon after her first meeting with Gawain.
She casually threw her thick and warm robe to her servant and walked quickly into the castle.
  She sat down in her office and a typical looking woman with black hair and eyes walked up to her and placed a cup of warm tea on her table. After that, the woman massaged her with consummate skills.
“You look really tired.” That woman finally opened her mouth, her voice was deep and reassuring.
“The pioneer of the country has been revived, that legendary Gawain Cecil.” Victoria said with a low voice and she continued, “He looks exactly the same, his Sword of Pioneers is also the same, I used the lie detection magic boldly and it turns out that the things he said were all true.”
The woman who seemed like a maidservant rebutted Victoria. “Highly skilled liars can hide from lie detection and even if the magic was effective, it may not work all the time. There are exceptions for magics and you can’t be over reliant on it.”
Victoria shook her head. “Maji, I still have my intuition.”
“Intuition…” The woman who was called Maji murmured. “What do you intend to do?”
“That hero who revived didn’t seem like he wants to interfere with the current political system and he only came for the permanent right to develop regions.” Victoria talked about her experience in the capital emotionlessly. “What I’m concerned about is his attitude towards the King, initially I thought that this pioneer would take the legitimacy of the lineage of the Moen Clan seriously and confront the royal family about it. However, he openly acknowledged Francis II as the descendent of the founding king… I didn’t expect this.”


“They probably discussed about it in private.” Maji stopped her massaging motion for a while and said, “You’re too careless.”
“Indeed.” Victoria frowned. “For now, I’m afraid that it will be even harder to control the king…”
“Don’t tell me that you’re going to…”
“No.” Victoria shook her head. “The Wilder Clan does not want power but wants Anzu to prosper forever.”
“So you’re not going to take any action?” Maji continued massaging her. “You are too gentle.”
“I don’t like what my father’s generation did and it is no longer suitable in today’s world.” Victoria looked up subconsciously at the wall as she said that.
On that wall was the emblem of the Wilder Clan and five portraits. One of it was the founding king, Charlie I and the other four were the pioneer knights. Those portraits were the standard portraits in every noble family.
Next to the portrait of the ancestor of the Wilder Clan was the portrait of Gawain Cecil. That mighty man wore armour, held the Sword of Pioneers and looked afar as if those sorrowful eyes could transcend time and space and see the future. This made Victoria think about how he revived after 700 years and she shuddered.
“Danger?” Maji’s voice came from the back.
 
“Take down the portrait of Grand Duke Cecil.” Victoria said drily. “It wouldn’t be appropriate to hang it here anymore.”
“Take it down? May I?”


“…He told me that himself, he said that he is not used to being hung onto the wall when he is still alive.” Victoria sounded tired. “He is our senior and our ancestor’s close friend, I have to listen to him.”
“Okay then.” Maji nodded because she had no other alternative and walked towards the portrait to take it down.
At that moment, Victoria spoke again. “Oh, Maji, you are from the mountains right?”
 
“Yes.”
“Then do you know about the… dragons? What do you think of them?”
The woman with black hair and eyes stood with her back facing Victoria, she remained silent for a while and shook her head. “Those are just ridiculous myths.”
“But there really was a dragon which appeared in the south at the Cecil territory.”
“Did it?” Maji took Gawain Cecil’s portrait down and continued, “Then it probably isn’t something good.”
Chapter 38: It Is So Worrying
Gawain Cecil returned safely, bringing with him the document signed by the King as well as the news regarding the Royal Palace’s help for him.
Viscount Andrew, who had waited at Tanzan Town for nearly three months, felt that he had made the right decision: the nation-founding hero 700 years ago had not let him down. He was not merely a warrior like what he was worried about, but a scheming and strategic figure.
However, he did not expect the hero to choose the Dark Range as his starting point for the re-establishment of his clan.
As a noble clan located at the southern boundary of the town, Viscount Andrew was naturally familiar with the Dark Range. In fact, the original Cecil territory and the Leslie territory were both in the northern parts of the Dark Range. On a good day, one could see the magnificent natural shield easily by looking up. The mountain range blocked out the unhealthy air from the wastelands, which led to it inhabiting numerous monsters and becoming the main subject of weird tales, making people shudder just from the name of it. Even the most reckless hunters would seldom go to the Dark Range to make a living – albeit the northern leaders opened up the hunting rights in the mountains.
The original Cecil territory was located slightly west of the northern part of the Dark Range, with Tanzan Town in the northeast direction, while the “new Cecil territory” chosen by Gawain was in the southeast of Tanzan Town. These three places roughly formed a triangle, just that the “new Cecil territory” was the closest to the Dark Range out of the three. In fact, its southern part led directly into the mountains.
The White River flowing in front of Tanzan Town had a tributary that extended into the “new Cecil territory”. In terms of transportation, that new place was actually quite decent – it could receive aid and resources from Tanzan Town and at the same time enjoy reduced trading costs should the territory develop further in the future
This was however on the premise that Gawain could settle stably with his people in this barren land.
In the castle of Viscount Andrew, the scrawny yet stern nobleman seemed troubled, “Pardon my bluntness, Sire Grand Duke. the first stop that you have chosen isn’t really… suitable. Although there is an abundance of land, it’s too close to the Dark Range. With the lack of protection from civilization, the monsters in the mountains are great threats. Furthermore, during the Fog Month every year, there’ll always be unclean wind blowing from the wastelands and passing through the mountains. The fit and healthy soldiers may remain unharmed but the poor and powerless citizens and serfs may not be able to withstand it…”
“You should have seen the map and know that even though I had many places to choose from, the situations are roughly the same,” Gawain disapproved. “Out of the spots surrounding the Dark Range, the one I’ve chosen is already the best – unclean wind can be suppressed by medicine and magic and I will think of solutions to tackle the issues. Once we get through the first year, we will be able to extract the ores from the Dark Range and the territory will then become stable.”
How could he possibly reveal that the reason he chose such a place was because the country’s treasures were buried in the mountains 700 hundreds ago?
 
He should at least wait till he opened the treasure chest and had all the things in his hands before letting others know about this. Even then, they must not know too much – it was impossible to hide it completely as the supplies were bound to be put to use. Once they were used for building, even a fool would be able to guess the truth.
Until the supplies had been used, it would be best to keep things known to as few people as possible.


Seeing how stubborn Gawain was, Viscount Andrew could say no more. He just reminded him, “These are all your decisions and I naturally will support you to the best of my abilities. But please also remember our very first deal.”
Gawain grinned. “Don’t worry, the Cecil Clan never owes. To let you have your peace of mind, shall I give you a piece or two of these antiques I have on me as a deposit?”
At this moment, Rebecca, who was sitting at the table reporting to Aunt Herti about everything at the capital, lifted her head and looked towards Gawain with dazzling eyes, her ancestor had the same thoughts as her! Did that mean she had inherited the family style?
Herti smacked the back of Rebecca’s head, “Stop looking around, continue and tell me more, when you were at a banquet held by the King, all you did was busying yourself with the food?!”
“I also drank – I have reached maturity, I can drink a bit…”
Looking at the dimwitted lady, Herti had a look of hopelessness, “Oh my god…”
As for Viscount Andrew, of course he could not accept Gawain’s “good will”, so he frantically waved his hands, “No need, no need. I believe in the reputation of the Cecil Clan and the promise of the nation-founding hero… Then, when do you intend to depart?”
“As soon as possible,” Gawain nodded, “We’ll leave once we’ve gathered the supplies. The aid promised by the King won’t be here for another month and I ought to let my residents settle down in their new home first.”
To the people who had escaped from the disaster in the old Cecil territory, the three-month long recuperation had ended and the return of the Lord from the capital implied that they had to immediately prepare to welcome a new life.
Even if the majority of them had no idea what their new life would be like.
Knight Philip and Knight Byron had been dispatched with some men to Tanzan Town to purchase necessary supplies and materials for constructing the new territory – food, tools, tents, medicine, and every other necessity that they had never imagined.


The things required piled up like mountains. Even Herti, who had always been facilitating the management of the territory, and Byron, an old knight of the Cecil Clan, had no idea where to begin. Nobody knew what was needed to rebuild a territory from scratch. Only Gawain could provide some help in this aspect – during the great founding period 700 hundred years ago, the forefathers of Anzu build their home from scratch. Gawain’s memories were a valuable experience for everything needed to be prepared during the founding period.
Of course, with a lapse of 700 hundred years, those experiences of Gawain might not be entirely useful, but the basic theories were about the same.
  No matter how the tools developed and transformed, the problems faced by the founders in the wilderness were still the same, which were just food, clothes, accommodation, healthcare and hygiene.
As for the problem of funding, Viscount Andrew had earlier returned the Cecil Clan their gold and silver. With the addition of the money saved by Knight Philip, although not much, there was just enough to gather the starting supplies.
The refugees from the Cecil territory wandered around the town, buying goods and pushing carts, which caught the attention of the locals. The locals had all heard about the news of the revival of the nation-founding hero as well as the return of the lady feudal lord from the capital. Naturally, they therefore knew that those “foreigners” who had been living in the town for three months would finally be leaving.
Most of the people of the lower castes in Tanzan Town were not really bothered by the coming and going of these “foreigners”. But these “foreigners” had to purchase many things before departing, which could greatly benefit the town’s businesses. Hence, their hatred towards the lord reduced by a lot – prior to this, the lord requisitioned a huge number of shacks to accommodate these “foreigners” and those poor refugees could not even fork out a few coins, earning themselves much loathing from business owners.
While the two clan knights went around collecting supplies, Gawain tasked Herti and Rebecca with counting the number of the Cecil residents and listed more than 800 survivors into a detailed register.
“Get all the details, down to the name, age, gender, health and skills of each individual. Then, group them into their families and at the same time, make another list with just the carpenters, masons and blacksmiths. Yes, if possible, allocate everyone a serial number for ease of checking.”
This was the task that Gawain gave to his two great-great-great-great… great granddaughters. He thought the task was very easy but it unexpectedly put the two granddaughters into a state of confusion.
They probably had never heard of basic information registrations and how these sorts of “forms” were made.
“Not even a basic population registration had been done before?” Upon seeing the perplexed looks on Herti and Rebecca, Gawain felt even more confused himself than them. “Then, how did you count the population in the territory?”


Rebecca replied innocently, “The area around the palace is under the charge of Aunt Herti and the few knights are in charge of their own places. A rough estimate of the number of males, females, elderly, and children would do. As for who are blacksmiths and carpenters, the people living there all know one another. We just ask around.”
Gawain: “…”
What the heck? Just ask around? Is this the legendary way of ruling the country: by using the eyes, satisfying the people with the expression and bringing peace to the world with a holler?
Upon noticing the rapidly changing face of Gawain, Herti immediately became nervous, “Lord Ancestor… did you and the founding King count the population at that time using the sort of form that you speak of?”
Gawin quickly rummaged through the information in his mind, and a split of a moment later, his face turned pale.
Screw it… it was even more chaotic at that time.
 
The Gondor Empire collapsed overnight and the Capital which was thriving and developed was torn apart. The lucky ones who survived the first wave of attacks were all people from the remote regions – that ancient empire was a classic example of an imbalanced society, of which the state of development was even close to a deformity as seen by Gawain. As the magic skills in this world depended on the magic focal point and natural magic focal points were limited, all the advanced technologies of the Gondor Empire were accumulated around the strongest magic focal point of “Deep Blue” in the centre of the mainland. As for the remote regions with weak magic focal points… they were unbelievably behind the times.
Therefore, after the Dark Wave exploded at the “Deep Blue” as its starting point, all the advanced technologies as well as the highly intellectual population of the Gondor Empire were sacrificed. Those who survived were sifted out again and again by the subsequent persistent radiation. Eventually when the pioneers led everyone out of their fate, the human civilization could be said to have been utterly destroyed…
To put it bluntly: the four kingdoms were built by a group of illiterates led by a group of elementary students.
In this world where superpowers existed, individual powers at the top were able to offset the overall disadvantage brought by the backward civilization. Therefore, it was possible for the four kingdoms to be established under the perseverance of pioneers who were bursting with fighting spirits and then withstand the pressures from various aspects during the early years of founding.
But, but, but!


 
It had been 700 hundred years! 700 hundred years, how was it that these unfilial descendents did not make a single improvement?
==========
From 15 Feb 2020, Coins spent on books that aren’t selected will be refunded within 30 days. However, Fast Passes will not be refunded.
The selected book will have a mark on the corner of the book cover in 30 days to indicate continuation.
Thank you for your understanding.
Chapter 39: The Dark Mountains
Of course, even though he was complaining internally, Gawain knew there was nothing he could do about how this world had turned out.
The development of a civilization came with its own rules, but was also fraught with uncertainty. Sometimes, an explosive breakthrough in technological innovation could advance a civilization to greater heights, but in most cases—especially in cases where feudal ignorance was overwhelmingly dominant—the development of a civilization could stagnate for hundreds of years.
In a world where supernatural forces existed, class mobility was highly restricted, which would only exacerbate the effects of the calamity it had experienced.
The existence of supernatural powers awarded many conveniences to the people beyond their time. However, at the same time, such powers had also shackled the development of this world’s civilization. It allowed the upper classes to live easy, comfortable lives, but ensured total dominion over the majority of “normal people” who had no powers of their own. Due to the scarcity and arbitrary nature of “magical talent”, it was difficult for society to develop upon it as a driving force. And because it did not add value to the masses, the lucky few whose magical gifts manifested would only become new aristocrats and would not, and did not have the power to change the fates of the majority.
Supernatural powers did not belong to “normal people”, and this was a rule that was taken for granted.
Therefore, this made society’s progress move at a snail’s pace, for on the one hand, the normal people, who made up the majority of the population, had no power to change their current circumstances, and on the other hand, the upper class, who enjoyed the convenience of superpowers, simply did not see the need for social progress. In fact, even the commoners did not think societal progress necessary—they just prayed that one day, they would wake up with magical talent.
In a world where frost arrows existed, who would think of inventing refrigerators and air-conditioning?
However, frost arrows were just frost arrows. They could not make eating ice cream on a hot summer’s day happen, nor for doctors to preserve serums and create vaccines anytime, anywhere.
This was the case in this day and age anyway.
Gawain was quite certain that this was wrong. Having supernatural powers should not become a limiter on societal progress, and this place should not be forever trapped in the Middle Ages. The so-called “magic” was after all only a form of energy utilization, and its flexible and convenient nature should become the driving force of development, not a shackle— except none of this was something that could be solved right now.
 
He stressed the importance of his understanding and the synthesis of statistics to Herti and Rebecca in more detail, as well as other points to take note of when drawing up the forms. Of course, since they had never collected such statistics, and that the uneducated masses were also unlikely to provide their family names and ages, he thus relaxed the requirements of the forms, only requiring them to gather the information of the craftsmen, while the commoners need only register their names.
Everything else had to wait until the new territory was built.


No one had ever collected the statistics of the commoners, for to the aristocrats, the lives of commoners had no value—not even as cannon fodder in war. The only role of the civilians was to be a free labour source that churned out agricultural products. Because no one recognised the value of a “human”, no one recognised the need to register population data.
It came as a comfort that Rebecca, who was clueless about every other thing, was good at this. She understood Gawain’s intentions quickly, and dashed off to collect statistics with a group of people enthusiastically.
Considering her previous decree that allowed serfs to become free citizens through military service, this “incompetent” Viscountess was not really without merit.
Perhaps with the proper education, she could be tricked into human resources management. ( Yeah right! )
Fortunately, the population they had to census was less than nine hundred, and Knight Phillip had also already taken note of the survivors after they had settled down in Tanzan Town. With the help of Herti, Rebecca was able to organize the requested information in a timely manner.
After receiving the statistics, Gawain decided to divide the team into two groups and head for their “new home”.
The first was the advance party. Consisting of him, Rebecca and Herti as its leaders, the party included half of Knight Byron’s soldiers and militia, as well as key craftsmen and a hundred labourers. They were to set up a temporary camp at their destination, identify water sources and other conditions, and lay out precautionary measures against wild animal attacks.
The majority of the commoners would then follow, escorted by Knight Phillip.
It would be unwise to barge into a barren region with more than eight hundred people, even if there were no elderly or sick amongst them (they were unable to escape). However, it was safer for the ineffectual commoners to follow behind the advance party.
No amount of preparation was enough to break in barren land, but the first step to doing so was always necessary. After as much planning and delegating as they could do, Gawain and his party finally left Tanzan Town and advanced south towards the Dark Mountains.
They marched along the flatter banks of the tributaries of the White River, with the knights and leaders in front to lead the way. The soldiers flanked both sides of the party as guards, and the skilled craftsmen, along with their supplies and tools, were wedged in the middle, well protected.


On horseback, Herti looked back at the not quite large party, and suddenly remarked profoundly, “We seem to have become pioneers too…”
“We are pioneers,” Gawain looked at her as he smiled and said.
  Herti blinked. “I meant the great pioneering of seven hundred years ago…”
Gawain shrugged. “Isn’t that me?”
“…Right,” Herti responded.
“Be confident,” Gawain encouraged as he looked at the woman, who seemed to be worried about the future. “Every step into the unknown is a great journey, be it the second expedition seven hundred years ago, or the first ever crusade as told in the legends, or what we are about to do today—they’re all equally exceptional. We will not only be building a new home; we might even be establishing a new era.”
Herti looked a little blankly at Gawain before nodding. She could not really understand what he meant by “establishing a new era”, but since these were the words spoken by the legendary heroic ancestor, that must constitute something great and glorious.
Beside them, Amber started to clap loudly. The lady thief had a simple mindset. Now that Gawain was the boss, then whatever the boss said was right, so it would not be wrong to just clap along no matter whether she understood it or not…
The closer they got to the dark mountains, the more desolate the landscape became. The signs of human civilization were clearly waning in this southern land.
Before the pioneering enthusiasm had petered out, the descendants of the first pioneering knights had built small settlements in this wilderness with sword and fire and planned to expand their territory towards the wastelands of Gondor. However, the Dark Wave disrupted all that when the dark, primordial forces eroded the boundaries of their civilization. With the constant spawning of demons and the worsening natural environment, the settlements grew difficult to sustain. In the end, chaos broke out in the fog and the southern forces retreated, causing the hardiest remaining pioneering villages to fall.
Even now, all traces of civilization had already been swallowed up by savage counterattacks. Only beasts and demons remained between the ruined settlements and the primeval mountains.


Even though the magic had died down and the dark Dark Wave confined to the Gondor wastelands, the humans seemed to be satisfied with their current civilized territories to the point where it was not in the Anzu Kingdom’s plans to redevelop the Cecil’s land now, in the wake of their decline in the southern borders.
The party of horses and carriages continued their journey across rugged potholes in silence. Even though Gawain’s encouragement to Herti was working, the rest of the party still seemed uneasy. No one knew what could come of this march into the wilderness, even if it was led by the great pioneer of seven hundred years ago—and as for the craftsmen found amongst the commoners and serfs, it was not so much as pride that drove them on, as it was the habitual obedience to their rulers and the indifference towards their lives that tugged their footsteps along.
Thus, the party journeyed on along the riverbank, before stopping in a clearing three days later.
This clearing lay closely adjacent to the dark mountains. In fact, it was nestled between the river and the mountains, a narrow plain. Here, the tributaries of the White River relaxed, their speeds slowed as they flowed gently through the northern side of the dark mountains and straight into the Typhon Empire.
Upwards in the southern direction lay the grand, yet terrific, sight of the dark mountains.
Gawain ascended a large boulder by the riverbank and surveyed the surrounding scenery, comparing this with the satellite view he had in his memories. He saw a forest growing to the south of the plains, which were mostly hardwoods such as black cedar and giantwood, and could be used as a valuable source of timber for the early years of their establishment. In the east, the mountains jutted out a little, and if Gawain’s memory served him right, there should be hematite deposits there.
 
Besides hematite, there were several other mineral deposits nearby—the dark mountains were a treasure trove of raw materials.
Though the pioneers, led by Gawain Cecil and Charlie I, had not stopped at the dark mountains, they still did some basic surveillance and exploration along the way. Thus, Gawain knew all about the untapped resources along the way they had discovered as they traveled through.
Since the Anzu royal family had given up on these, he was glad to take them.
After observing the terrain, Gawain jumped off the stone and said to Herti, “Set up camp here and put up all the tents we brought. Get the soldiers to guard the lumberjacks, and get the lumberjacks to go into the forest to gather timber—but don’t let them venture too deep into the forest as a precaution against wild animal attacks. There’s no need to worry about the demons; the dark mountains aren’t as scary as you think they are, because the effects of the dark Dark Wave has long faded away, and you’ll only encounter demons if you’re in close proximity where magic is focused. With the exception of the lumberjacks, the rest of the laborers are to stay and help set up camp. Rebecca, Byron, Amber, you’ll come with me.”
Herti paused for a moment, “Ancestor, where are you going…”


 
“I’m going to reclaim my inheritance.”
==========
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Chapter 40: Ancient Remnants
In fact, the ancient ruins or remnants in Gawain memory were not far from the party’s encampment. It was located to the north of the Dark Range. Most parts of it were hidden in the mountains, and a part of it was exposed between the cliffs. Looking at the Dark Range from a distance, one should be able to see the old structure between the cliffs several hundred meters above ground.
However, it was just that the passage of time had erased the traces of civilization. A large number of spreading vines and mountain vegetation covered the rock walls of the ancient structure. Coupled with the collapse of the historical remnants and the accumulation of dirt and rocks between the cliffs, the exposed structure outside the mountain could hardly be seen. Standing at the encampment and looking towards the mountain, even the best hunter would find it difficult to find anything out of the ordinary among all the rocks and vines.
After administering to some matters at the camp, Gawain and the party of four set off for the mountains. Mere decades would not see much change in natural terrains. Utilizing the decade old satellite view and the route toward the mountain from his memory, Gawain and the party found the route that would lead them up the mountain successfully.
Amber seemed a little worried. “Uh… you’re going to dig for treasure in the Dark Range, and we only have four people in total. Don’t you think the size of this party is a little worrying?”
Gawain looked at the half-elf. “What do you think is appropriate then?”
Amber gestured. “At least bring a few hundred people to guard us on the way, a dozen master-level rangers and druids to provide support, knights to take the point, mages overseeing from the rear, and then a grandmaster-level bandit like me will be in charge of picking locks, breaking and entering. Isn’t that a standard deployment for treasure hunting in the mountains?”
“Bull!” Gawain initially thought that this sh*t would have useful insight, but it turned out to be nonsense. “Which treasure hunting party is deployed the same way an army does! And you can say it as it is so easy. Why don’t you organize such a deployment for me?”
“Okay, I was exaggerating a little. But it’s the Dark Range! The Dark Range!” Amber waved her arms exaggeratedly. “Legend says that it is a place where there is a demon lord every eight hundred meters! You’re bringing three people into the mountains, and one of them can only cast fireballs… ”
“Believe it or not. I can beat you down without even using a fireball!” Rebecca suddenly burst out, holding up her staff, and pointing at Amber. “I’ll show you the power of Cecil women!”
Gawain stopped his (n+1)th great-granddaughter, and looked at Amber in resignation. “Sooner or later, your mouth will be the death of you. And where did you hear that a demon lord lives every eight hundred meters in the Dark Range? These are all just tales used by ignorant villagers to scare children, alright? If there were really that many demon lords, they would have already swept their way across Anzu.”
 
With that said, he looked up at the winding mountain route ahead.
“The Dark Range is indeed a dangerous place, but ordinary folks have exaggerated its danger. In fact, during the Gondor Empire, this mountain range was just one of the ordinary northern mountains. Together with the mountains in the southern border, they were called the Lolands, the two mountain systems in the north and south. Back then, the Dark Range wasn’t dark at all, but because of its rich natural resources and the production of a variety of minerals, it was known as the “Gold Mountain.” Unfortunately, the Dark Wave occurred, and the Dark Range happened to be facing the most violent part of the elemental storm, the entire southern foot of the mountain range was eroded by elemental power, thus forming the terrifying Black Forest. Then this mountain range gradually became known as the Dark Range.”


Part of his knowledge was from his own memory, and the other parts were from recent cramming.
“The Black Forest opposite the mountain is indeed dangerous, but it is located on the southern side of the mountain range. This mountain range is a natural barrier that almost fully keeps out the air from the Gondor wastelands that permeated through the Great Barrier. The vast majority of the aberrations in the forest need to rely on chaotic magic to survive, so they definitely will not leave the Black Forest, let alone crossing the ridge and come to the mountainous area up north that is as good as suffocating themselves. Thus, the northern side of the Dark Range is actually quite safe.”
The route that Gawain had chosen was not covered with too much vegetation, but occasionally, there would be trees and vines that blocked the road. These robust plants around the Dark Range would still be affected by the air from the wastelands. It was the “elemental winds” (that is, the contaminated air that Viscount Andrew spoke of) that traveled from the south every year carried by seasonal winds. Under the influence of those chaotic elemental powers, the plants appeared twisted and unusually thicker in quite a sinister manner.
But Gawain understood that apart from looking a little scary, these things were practically not a threat at all. They were just “stronger” plants. Those nobles who took a walk around the forest north of the Dark Range and returned home boasting that they had been to the Black Forest were all exaggerating the danger of this land. They had no idea what the real Black Forest looked like.
The reason he could confirm that the pollution north of the Dark Range had subsided was not because he had learned from the inherited memory or asked around about it, but because of the decade old satellite image in his mind.
By comparing the satellite image to the information obtained from the memory, he could easily determine this was already a safe area.
“The people’s fear of this place come from two sources. Firstly, it is from the fear of the Gondor wastelands. Although the sentinel towers and Great Barriers built by the elves sealed up most of the Gondor wastelands, the magic barrier could only isolate about 70% or 80% of the chaotic energy. The corrupting forces leaking from the Gondor wastelands every year are the biggest threat to the bordering areas. Even if the Dark Wave has subsided, the fear and stress accumulated upon the people who live at the borders from generation to generation would not dissipate so easily. The horror stories have been spreading in these border areas for seven hundred years. It has almost already become a part of their culture,” Gawain said as he chopped the plants that blocked the way,” and he said casually, “Secondly… it is from the fear of the unknown. ”
“Unknown?” Amber asked, frowning.
“Yes, unknown. How many years has Anzu Kingdom stopped opening up lands in the south?”
Rebecca was the one who answered. “If you count from the signing of the decree to when they stopped pioneering, that will be more than two hundred years. If you count from the time when all pioneering and settlement rights were revoked, it will be one hundred years.”
“Yes, it’s a hundred years to say the least. For a hundred years, this place was listed as a forbidden area. Except for those ‘adventurers’ who boast about coming here, no one dares to come near. Thus no one actually know what this place looks like. They can only learn about this place from the horror stories that have been passed down from generation to generation and the brave stories from those adventurers. How could they not be afraid?”


  Hearing Gawain talking so much on this popular science, Amber finally heaved a breath of relief. “Phew… So those horror stories of the Dark Range are just hyperbole, and we will actually be safe here?”
Gawain thought for a moment. Then he suddenly made a scary expression in the half-elf girl’s face. “Actually I was kidding. This place is dark, dangerous, chaotic, terrifying, and there is a demon lord every 800 meters.”
Amber: “… EEooooee!!”
“What happened to the grandmaster-level bandit? What an embarrassment.” Gawain smirked delightedly, raised his hand to pat Rebecca’s head, and pointed to a trunk lying across the ground not far away. “Your fireball will be useful here. Light it up. If I remember correctly, it’s just up ahead.”
Rebecca had waited for this moment for a long time. Immediately, she happily nodded, raised her staff and threw a head-sized fireball straight ahead.
It seemed like the girl was shooting the fireball faster than before…
“Boom——”
Upon a loud bang, the fireball exploded, and the rotten, weak trunk was blown apart in the center. It broke up into two, losing their stability as they rolled down the hill, and the road ahead was suddenly opened up.
An open space hidden in the mountains appeared.
This open field seemed to have been intentionally leveled by someone. The rocks had been cut into incredibly neat shapes. Between the rocks were an ancient arched door and collapsed walls. They seemed to have been embedded within the rocks of the cliff, looking as though there was once a magnificent fortress that had been swallowed by the surrounding rocks.
But in fact, this ancient remains was built inside the mountain itself, and about two-thirds of its structure was hidden behind the stone wall.


Amber, who had been scared all the time she was on the road, Rebecca, who had been listening to the ancestor’s lectures, and Knight Byron, who was on full alert, could not help but stare with eyes wide opened at the ancient remnants hidden in the mountain.
They stared at this incredible ancient ruins in amazement.
 
Gawain’s eyes roved around and suddenly stopped beside some collapsed stones.
He went to the pile of stones. There was a black thing stuck in the pile, that was very different from how it originally looked. After discerning for a long time, he realized that it was heavily rusted, broken sword.
On the ground beside the stone pile, there was a line of carvings. They were so deep that even after seven hundred years of weathering, it was still legible. “Sixteenth Squad, Cole died here.”
Rebecca’s voice came from behind him. “What is… this?”
“Back then, when the party crossed the White River, they encountered pursuers. The Sixteenth Squad was in charge of taking the rear. None of them survived,” Gawain said slowly. “He is probably the last surviving soldier, who retreated to this place, after losing hope of breaking out. It’s a pity… the Dark Wave was surging violently, and the entire Dark Range was shrouded in the decaying force. When I was alive, we were unable to recapture this area. When the Dark Wave naturally subsided, no one remembered this place anymore…”
 
Knight Byron unsheathed his sword, pressed it against his chest, and bowed respectfully at the simple tomb.
This soldier had a tomb here, but there was not a trace of the warrior who made this tomb and left the carvings.
Gawain spent a moment of silence before the tomb. Then he picked up a stone and stacked it on top of the pile. “Relax. Everyone is alive now.”
In that moment, he wished he could say it in Gawain Cecil’s voice, and not in the voice of Gawain, the transmigrator.


Then he walked to the arched door nearby. “Follow me, I will show you what your ancestors left behind here back then.”
Chapter 41: Treasure
The old treasury was hidden in the mountains. The obscure ruins were covered with vines. Walls made of stacked metal and large rocks were riddled with scars. These scars were characters left behind by the passage of time, and what could be made out of those characters were the words ‘great changes with time’.
The history of this ancient ruins could be traced back to the period of the Gondor Empire. Its solemn and imposing style was far from what the Anzu people of today were familiar with. In Gawain’s memory, when the northern pioneering army found this place, it was already in ruins. And the structure then did not seem any ‘younger’ than how it looked like now.
Gawain, Rebecca, Amber and Knight Byron entered the mountain from the largest arched door. The flickering light of the torches lit up the corridors on both sides unsteadily. It seemed like those “soul corridors” that led the dead to their eternal resting place. Amber complained, “If only Aunt Herti came along instead. What good is it to bring you along? You’re called a mage, but you can’t even use an illumination spell?”
Rebecca flushed red in the face. “Fireballs… fireballs can also be used for illumination…”
It was a pity however that her tone was not convincing at all.
Knight Byron was walking not far behind Gawain. He looked at the ancient stone walls and notches on the wall whose purpose could no longer be determined, and he could not help but be reminded of the time when he was a mercenary many years ago. “How old are these ruins?”
“I don’t know.” Gawain shook his head. “The first time we discovered it, it was already in ruins. Back then, the more knowledgeable people of the party said that this was the remains of the “Meteoric Era”. That was the middle to later period of the great advancement of magic in the Gondor Empire. The great magical well, ‘Well of Deep Blue’, had successfully activated, and it roused a wave of expansion in the empire, where a large number of fortresses and research facilities were built at various frontiers in order to find super large magic focal points like ‘Deep Blue’, but then all those facilities were all abandoned one after another.”
Rebecca thought it was incredible. “Did they not find even one magic focal point?”
“No. They could not find a magic focal point like Deep Blue.” Gawain recalled the history from his memory. “The power of the Well of Deep Blue is beyond your imagination. That is the super large magical power source in the center of the continent. The energy it outputs every day can even sustain all of Anzu’s current mage towers’ operation for a month. Scholars in later generations believed that the explosion of the Well of Deep Blue in Gondor in 1739 actually caused the Dark Wave. Although the explosion did not blow up the whole empire right then, it ripped a large hole in the elemental plane. The imbalance of elemental power accumulated until the second year before triggering the Dark Wave. However, this conjecture could not be proven. The whole Well of Deep Blue and magic focal point ‘Deep Blue’ has been completely destroyed, and no one could investigate it.”
“Wow…” Being a mage, Rebecca naturally understood how amazing the ancient magical power well actually was. She was even more shocked that humans were once able to control that level of power. “Gondor Empire was so powerful back then…”
 
“In any case, all the magic focal points in the continent did not appeal to the people of Gondor. After barely finding a few medium-sized magic focal points, Gondor stopped the exploration of more distant areas. A large number of fortresses and research facilities were abandoned. This should also be one of the facilities that were abandoned in those times, and it is probably a combined facility.”
Amber suddenly became nervous. “Then… there’s not going to be any out of control ancient magic monsters or magic traps or anything like that, right?!”


Gawain glanced at the nervous half-elf. “For someone who dares to dig ancestral graves, why are you afraid of an abandoned facility over a thousand years old?”
“They’re not the same! Even if someone were to come out from his coffin, he’s still only a person. But if something pops out in this ancient facility, we won’t even know what it might be! I heard that ancient facilities still kept synthesized monsters and colossus, that were created by mad mages, sealed… ”
Gawain’s vein popped out at his temples. “Sorry to disappoint you that when I came out of my coffin, I was only a person. Rumors of the Dark Range and horror stories of ancient facilities. Where do you get all your inaccurate information from?”
Amber thought for a moment, and she suddenly said mysteriously. “I’ll tell you. Actually, I’m really chosen by the Goddess of the Night. Sometimes when I pray, the Goddess will reveal something to me. It was all from her… ”
Rebecca rolled a thumb-sized mini fireball and threw it at Amber. Amber was caught off guard, and it blackened her face. She instantly cried out, “Damn, are you crazy! Throwing a fireball so suddenly is dangerous, okay!”
Rebecca shrugged. “… It doesn’t seem like she was the chosen one.”
Gawain could not be bothered to deal with these two who could not get along.
Because the ancient door was right before them.
Reaching the end of the corridor, a heavy giant gate made of purplish-black metal stood before them. This giant gate was of the typical Gondor “Meteoric Era” style. It was solemn, and the surface was carved with abstract relief of soldiers and city walls.
Amber wiped away the black soot from her face, her eyes flashing as she stared at the gate before her. “This thing… Could it be made up entirely of purple steel?!”
“Yes. But for every piece that you scrape of this, I’ll have Rebecca convert it to fireball and cast it in your face.” Gawain knocked Amber’s head with the handle of the Sword of Pioneers. “So put away those audacious ideas of yours. It would be wiser for you to wait honestly for me to pay you your salary.”


Amber tilted her head and muttered, “… Old miser…”
Gawain heard her mutter, but he ignored her. Instead, he stepped back and took out the important “key”.
  It was the platinum disc left behind from seven hundred years ago.
Rebecca was a little worried. “It’s been so many years. Can this thing really work?”
Gawain looked at her with a smile. “This is technology from the Gondor Empire. As long as the main structure of the facility doesn’t collapse, its main gate will not fail.”
As if to prove that what he said was true, the complex veined patterns on the platinum disc lit up one by one just as his words fell. Then strands of light streaked along the relief on the heavy metal gate as well.
When the light filled the entire gate, mechanical sounds came from the door and the rock walls on both sides. Everyone felt the ground trembling slightly under their feet, and with this tremor, the door slowly opened..
Gawain, Rebecca, and the others were already prepared. When the door was opened, they covered their noses and stepped aside. At the same time, Gawain activated the knight’s basic skill, “Breath of Protection”. An invisible barrier protected everyone. This skill had the same effect as the basic spell used by mages, “Wind Shield”, though it was a different method. Though it could only provide limited defense, it could effectively maintain clean air within the barrier. In places like these ancient ruins, this ability protected the caster from those poisonous gases.
There were no poisonous gas traps in this ancient ruin. But there might be accumulation of gases in such a confined space that had been closed for seven hundred years. Another layer of protection would always be helpful.
It took a few minutes before Gawain lifted the protection and nodded to the others. He stepped through the gate first. Knight Byron followed after.
Amber hesitated, but in the end, she gave up the idea of scraping a piece of metal from the door while the others were not paying attention—because the purple steel was too hard, and her dagger could not cut it.


Inside the gate was a large rectangular hall. Closed doors were seen in all four directions of the large hall, and the old assets were all piled right in this hall.
The sealed environment in the hall and the runes set up in many spots within the hall ensured that the things kept here would rust at the slowest rate. Many of them were still well preserved today.
Stacks of metal ingots, crystals of various colors, swords, armors, and several large boxes as tall as half an average person were stacked in the center.
Gawain stepped forward and stuck the Sword of Pioneers into the gap of the box. Prying forcefully, the box was then opened.
One of the boxes was filled with gold and silver coins that were still dazzling while the other boxes contained neatly arranged light purple crystals, military crystals that had been energized.
 
The most valuable items were not the gold and silver coins, but the crystals.
The ancient Gondor Empire had dominated the continent with advanced magic. The magical power from the Well of Deep Blue provided the empire’s mages with almost an endless supply of energy to be utilized. Even a crappy mage could find success in such conditions. Thus Gondor Empire had achieved something that was almost unthinkable to the four kingdoms today.
The mass production of “super gears”.
Ordinary swords and armors do not come with magic. No matter how strong and sharp they were, they were just ordinary equipment. Only the enchanted equipment containing super power could be called “super gears”. In Anzu today, enchanted weapons and equipment were only things that could be issued by the military. And they might not even be given in the military. But in Gondor’s time, each soldier was equipped with a longsword enchanted with sharpening and a crystal as standard issues.
The thumb-sized crystal was pre-set with the basic shield and the explosive spell mould, which operate automatically, able to distinguish between the enemy and the wearer. Even soldiers with no spellcasting ability could use it. The shield would be activated upon receiving attacks. Upon exhaustion, the shield would grow hot and flash as a warning. Then when forcefully thrown away, it would explode upon clearing a safe distance away from the wearer and nearby friendlies. The way Gawain saw it, this was an incredibly advanced weapon.
 
If it were not for the dire situation back then where they really could not carry anymore items, the pioneers would definitely not leave them behind. The party had already brought with them all the more valuable things that they could carry, and they had no choice but to let go of these crystals.


Gawain reached for a crystal, and rubbed it lightly.
This might be a way for ordinary people to use magic, but this would not be a long term solution.
Only by activating the Well of Deep Blue could this crystal be infused at no cost. Now that the Well of Deep Blue had been destroyed, there would be one less ancient crystal with every use.
But at least for now, these crystals would become the cornerstone for the stability of the territory.
Chapter 42: Camp
Seeing those dazzling gold coins and crystals, Rebecca, Amber, and Knight Byron were unsurprisingly, stunned.
Back then, when Byron was a mercenary, he also saw his share of treasures in mountains, but compared to those dull antiques, these military supplies protected by runes before them were on another level. As a noble from a declining clan, the treasures that Rebecca saw in her castle did not even amount to what was held in this store. And of course for Amber, the industrious bandit, this was her first time feeling how difficult it would be for her to clear everything away…
Of course, apart from the shock, they were also roused with curiosity because many of the things before them were standard equipment from the Gondor period. These things were mostly reliant on the Gondor Empire’s advanced magic capabilities. Therefore, after the founding of Anzu, these equipment that the pioneers brought with them could not be repaired once spoiled, and their power would be depleted after some use. Today, there were no clear records of these ancient weapons of Gondor in the history books. Thus these dazzling equipment in the storehouse would definitely seem very unfamiliar.
But for Amber, it was not important how these things actually worked. They just seemed like they would be worth a lot!
“Gondor’s long coins… silver coin with the emblems… and the real three-leaf golden flower coins! My God!” Amber rushed to the box full of coins, her head almost buried in the pile of gold coins. “Money! It’s all money! We’re rich! Boss, we’re rich!”
When there was no money, he was the old-fogey, but now that there was money, he was the boss. Such a quick change of tune really lived up to her reputation as the disgrace of the elves.
Gawain reached out and pulled out Amber from the pile of money and grabbed her collar from behind. “Calm down, calm down! This is my money, not yours!”
Amber gave a look of righteous reverence. “As your most loyal follower, your money is my money!”
“These gold and silver coins are the lowest in value. These crystals are the real treasure.” Gawain curled his lips, and he gave an introduction to these things that were completely unfamiliar to people of the current age. “The crystals outside the chests are not infused with magic. Rebecca, as a mage, you should get acquainted with them. Though they need to be processed before they could be used, they would definitely come in handy. The chest contains the standard issue crystals used for the army back in Gondor. They are easy to use and can increase the combat ability of the soldiers. But these swords and armors are problematic… I checked it just now. They don’t seem to be in good condition. Their magic mechanisms are pretty much useless. It’s unclear how much combat power could be drawn from them.”
Although there were sealing runes set up in this storehouse which could slow down the oxidative corrosion of metals, the breakdown of the magic mechanisms and dissipation of energy were not processes that could be slowed. Although they all had long “shelf lives”, their shelf lives were still finite. Not only for the weapons and armor, even the military crystals kept in several chests experienced energy dissipation at different rates. Now the energy contained in them was probably less than one-third of what was contained in them when they were just “manufactured”. And the failure rate of these old antiques also presented another problem.
 
But to the poor Cecil Clan, this was still a shocking level of riches.
Thus even though Gawain emphasized upon the poor condition of these items, Rebecca and Amber were still dazed staring at them.


“What a load of assets…” Knight Byron felt his mouth was a little dry. “Yet it has just been quietly lying on the border of the kingdom… no one even knows…”
“Actually, I have to thank the Fog Month’s internal conflict a hundred years ago.” Gawain shook his head. “When the Moen clan still remembered these assets, the Dark Wave became an obstruction to exploration efforts to this area. But when the Dark Wave subsided, the Moen clan’s lineage ended. Well, its fate…”
Though he verbally lamented fate, what Gawain truly lamented was the unreceptive, backward feudal system where all wealth belonged to the King and the lords. The kingdom’s lifeline would be held in the hands of a few clans as their private property. Once a clan’s lineage was broken, these things would then be left to no one and returned to the wild. How absurd?
If the Moen family had clearly recorded these treasures on paper and stored them in the archives, and the members of the royal family were only responsible for keeping the keys, perhaps he would not then have the chance to retrieve the treasure. After the Fog Month’s internal conflict, the weakened royal family would definitely want to get their hands on these treasures.
But was not this kind of story, where the family’s inheritance was abandoned somewhere deep in the mountains for whatever reasons, how middle ages typically unfolded?
Rebecca’s gaze swept past the ancient equipment and crystals, and finally fell upon the chest of gold and silver coins. She gave a long sigh. “With these, we can pay off the debt to Viscount Andrew, and we can buy food and materials…”
Gawain looked at her and shook his head. “No. We can’t spend the money immediately.”
“Ah?” Rebecca froze for a moment. But at least she was not stunned stupid as she realized it quickly. “Because these are antiques?”
“Right. If you take these 700-year-old Gondor gold and silver coins to buy things from people, even the most stupid would be able to guess that the Cecil Clan found treasure in this dark range.” Gawain nodded. “At least before we establish some stability, we cannot allow this to leak out.”
“What should we do then?” Rebecca frowned. “We’re short of money now…”
  “Very simple. Even if we change its form, gold remains as gold, and silver remains as silver, thanks to this era where precious metal is used as currency,” Gawain said gleefully. His words sent Amber’s heart twitching. “Melt these things!”


“What the!!” The half-elf almost jumped up. “Do you know what you are talking about! Melt them?! These are 700-year-old ancient gold and silver coins! You might as well sell them on the black market!”
“These 700-year-old ancient gold and silver coins are kept as good as new. More importantly, many of them of them are already extinct. You can only find their pictures in books.” Gawain gave Amber the gentle look that he usually gave Rebecca. “You can sell one or two of them. But try selling six boxes of them? If you can come back alive, I’ll give you one box!”
Amber gritted her teeth as she thought of carrying one of the chests and escaping, but upon seeing Gawain’s arm which was thicker than her thigh, she suppressed her bold, impudent idea.
But she still could not accept it. “But you can’t melt them all… it’s too wasteful…”
“Of course. We’re only melting some of them.” Gawain spread open his hand. “If I really had to melt all these antiques, I would feel the pain too, right? Let’s first melt some of the coins to solve the problem at hand. We’ll seal up the rest and see when they might come in handy.”
Amber’s expression relaxed, and Gawain smiled at Rebecca. “Now you know why I specifically asked that my title as Grand Duke Cecil be retained in the Silver Castle that day?”
Rebecca batted her eyes. “Huh?”
“Are you dumb! Dukes have the right to make coins!” Amber’s eyes widened, and she turned to Gawain. “So you were already thinking of melting these antiques back then, right?”
“You can say that.” Gawain admitted as though he was under no pressure at all. “I’m now a Grand Duke not bounded to any territory, unprecedented in history. For now, I don’t have a territory, and I have to open it up for myself. But even if I don’t have a territory, I still have the rights that come ‘naturally’ with being a Grand Duke according to the law. The right to make coins is just one of them.”
Amber’s eyes widened as she stared at Gawain. In the end, she could only lament, “You ancient nobles are still the pros. Those bumpkin aristocrats who only know how to extort travel tolls can’t compare to you.”
 
In this regard, Gawain answered simply, “Set your sights on the longer term. Even this entire treasure house is worth nothing compared to what you can get in the future.”


Then he instructed Byron and Rebecca to take some crystals and coins and prepared to leave the place.
Now that they had taken the treasure, they still could not put these things to use. First, they had to set up camp below. Then they had to get some trusted soldiers to transport the items, most importantly the equipment, to the camp in batches. At the same time, there must be people guarding the storehouse. Though there was a magic gate, they could not just leave the storehouse unattended in the mountains since they were already here.
And the warrior outside of the ruins would have to receive a new burial. A pile of rocks could not make for a proper tomb. Now that people from the civilized world had returned to this land, the warrior who died in battle should receive a proper burial.
Gawain and the party left the place after sealing the treasury with the platinum disk.
 
The camp near the river bank was still under construction, but it was nearing completion.
Byron and Philip bought a large number of tents back in Tanzan Town. They were actually just made of the canvas and wood needed to set up the tents. After arriving at the place, they still had to do some manual work in setting them up for the temporary camp. But the advance party were skilled workers. They were quick in setting up the tents. Herti also used some support spells to help out. The camp had already begun to take shape.
According to the plan left by Gawain earlier, all the tents were built on the south side of the White River, forming a fan shape. Important materials such as food and ironware were kept in the center of the camp. And the prefabricated wood was put along the river bank. The carts and caravans used for transport were kept at the edges of the camp after they were emptied, serving as temporary barriers before building walls in the future. Although the Dark Wave had subsided, they were in the wilderness, cut off from civilization. Who knows what beasts would appear?
Next to the tent in the middle of the camp, Gawain found Herti, who was looking exhausted.
Those ancient crystals could probably rejuvenate this exhausted lady.
Chapter 43: Limitations of the Era
“Look at these crystals.”
Upon seeing Herti, Gawain threw a piece of light purple crystal into her hands.
The lady looked curiously at what was in her hand, and she immediately gave a look of surprise.
“This is what you told me about earlier, the treasure house in the mountain…”
“Yes, this was taken from there.” Gawain nodded. Although he did not bring Herti along this time, he had told her about the treasure house in the Dark Range when they were in Tanzan Town. “These crystals are technology from the Gondor period. See if you can understand the rune structure.”
Any mage, who had not had their head squashed by a door, would realize the value of these crystals upon seeing them. Herti was immediately enthralled by these beautiful light purple crystals. But after some fiddling with it, she shook her head with slight embarrassment. “Ancestor… I’m sorry. I’m embarrassed that… I’m only a level three mage. I’m afraid I can’t produce something so advanced…”
Gawain looked at Herti’s eyes. “I’m not asking you to produce it, but only to analyze its rune structure. If you can, draw out this rune structure. I’m afraid no one in this era will be able to produce something like this. This was created by the power of the Well of Deep Blue poured into it.”
“Well of Deep Blue…” Hearing this famous name, Herti could not help repeating it. Then she stared fervently at the crystal in her hand. “If I am to just read the rune structure and organize it, that’s not too difficult. As long as we have a crystal resonator, we can project out the inscriptions inside. But to just read the rune structure… What’s the use of that? Without a method to inject energy and activate it, the rune structure is just a bunch of diagrams…”
“We’ll talk about that next time,” Gawain said as he nodded, “These crystals can no longer be produced. Before they are completely spent, I want to preserve as much information as possible.”
“Oh,” said Herti as she put away the crystal. She still had the tired look on her face. But after learning about the “treasure house in the mountain”, her newfound spirit made her look better than before. Gawain took the opportunity to ask about how the construction of the camp was going.
 
“Before the sun sets, we can set up all the tents and also a fence. I’m going to set up some magic traps and warning runes in the perimeter. Those should be more than enough to keep out wild beasts. The lumberjacks found a lot of good quality wood in the forest to the west. The timber are temporarily stored upstream of the White River. After chopping some more tomorrow, we can simply let the timber flow downstream. Also, according to the information you provided, I sent two people to the east, and we did find iron ores. But now we still have no smelting capability. We can only do it a little at a time. Now the most important problem is the shortage of manpower. The advance team’s main objective is to scout the situation and establish the outpost. We’ll need the incoming men to harvest resources.”
“In three days’ time, the main party will arrive, and by then the manpower problem would be alleviated, and we’ll also have the tools and materials.” Gawain said as he turned to look at the camp that was gradually nearing its completion.


He had many plans and many programs. His broad perspective as a transmigrator and Gawain Cecil’s wealth of knowledge gave him plenty of confidence. Thus, seeing this early version of the camp, he inevitably felt a surge of ambition…
The tents were neatly arranged according to the plan. They had also dug gutters within the camp. After channeling the water from the White River into these gutters tomorrow, it could then prevent fire, which would be the most dangerous thing that could befall a camp. The craftsmen were working on the wood, nailing them together to make the most primitive and simple fence. The fences would not provide much protection against real monsters, but they would be more or less useful when dealing with wild beasts. The lumberjacks who had earlier went to the west forest to log had returned and were resting now…
Everything seemed to be going well.
But after walking into the camp and inspecting it again, Gawain could not help but frown.
He saw the wretched look of indifference on the faces of the craftsmen and civilian laborers and their not so skillful ways of slacking off. From the tents and fences that were seemingly neat and in accordance to how they were supposed to be built, he could see lots of indications of cutting corners everywhere. The most common was the use of fewer nails, and some tents were not even tied steadily.
At least the craftsmen could complete their work with precision under Herti’s supervision, but the civilian laborers who were helping out were totally doing the work in a slipshod manner. Actually, Gawain had expected that most civilians in this era would not be educated. They were illiterate with language and also with numbers. Thus he explained to everyone in detail earlier about how these tents should be set up and how the entire camp was arranged. But from the looks of things, apart from placing the tents and fences in the places he had strictly marked out, almost every individual metric of the camp had not met the standards!
Did they not know that these tents and fences were their only protection in the wilderness for the near future?
Gawain pondered in frustration, and then he suddenly recovered from it.
Indeed. They did not know.
Because these things belonged to the Lord, not them. Even if they were given these tents to stay in, they did not believe that they could stay here forever. There would come a day when the uncultivated lands would be identified, and they would be forced to these lands. The tents would then be taken down and the land be used for the Lord’s castle and stable.
This was the typical way of the era, and everyone had no doubt this would be how things would turn out.


Despite experiencing the disaster in the old Cecil territory, coming here together with the party in exile, having started on constructing their new home, these civilians and serfs, who had survived this stiff, rotten era, were already used to suffering and the feeling of indifference. Thus they would not bear the hopes of great blessings that might come after the passing of disasters, nor would they have the spirit and energy to build their new home.
  Gawain realized that he had thought too naively and that part of the plan that he had spent so long to come up with would probably not be so easily achievable.
He immediately called Herti and Rebecca.
Looking at the tent in front of them that seemingly met his requirements, yet upon closer examination, was found to be lacking a few braces and was slanted, he pointed to the areas where corners were cut. “What do you think of this?”
Herti did not understand Gawain’s intention, thinking that he was going to blame her, she immediately lowered her head. “Sorry, Ancestor. I was the one who supervised…”
“No, it’s not a problem of supervision. You can’t be watching them put in every nail,” Gawain interrupted her. “It’s a problem of the workers’ attitude.”
“Lord Ancestor, you can’t expect too much from those civilians and serfs.” Rebecca thought for a moment and explained, “Most of them have hardly any education, except for doing the work their ancestors had been doing on farms and mines, they can’t do other, more complicated tasks. The vast majority of these people have never set up tents before. These are all too complicated for them, especially with the standards and functions you specifically detailed for these tents and the plan for the entire camp.”
Gawain shook his head. “Is this really that complicated?”
Herti nodded slightly. “Only military camps will be so strict. These civilians and serfs will not be able to meet these expectations.”
“No, this is not complicated at all. I have already broken down each step that they need to take to their most simplified level. Everyone only needs to do one thing. Hammer the nails, tie the ropes, or saw the wood. They don’t need to know the plan for the entire camp at all. The work that needs to be done is no more complicated than coolie work.” Gawain looked at Rebecca and Herti. “Do you think the civilians and serfs are so dumb that they won’t even be able to manage this? ”
Herti and Rebecca looked at each other. They could tell that Gawain was not very happy, but they did not know what the issue was exactly. As for Gawain’s question, the two, especially Herti, thought that the answer was very straightforward.


They were dumb, of course.
Being born and brought up in this era, neither of them were very knowledgeable or outstandingly enlightened individuals. It was impossible for them to have knowledge and understanding beyond this era.
In fact, Herti and Rebecca were already the odd ones among the nobles, showing extreme improvement over others. Herti had never allowed the clan’s knights or soldiers to rob from civilians and serfs and found ways to ensure that every person in the territory would not starve. What was more, Rebecca broke the cycle of serfs having to stay as serfs their whole lives. She created a path of progression for them to become free people. She also enabled civilians and serfs to have freedom of movement within the territory and for the civilians to have the freedom to run businesses…
Each of these loose policies could be said to have challenged the conventions. However, they were still stuck in their thinking that civilians and serfs were inferior.
 
Perhaps they might not consciously believe it, but just because they claimed otherwise would not change their subconscious beliefs.
Gawain was certainly aware of this. Thus, he did not summon the two nth times granddaughters to reprimand or enlighten them. He was not naive enough to think that the civilians and serfs in the camp could be transformed into sober, active and ambitious citizens with just a word or two from him.
This would take a long process. For now, he just needed these people to finish the work as required as soon as possible.
“Gather everyone, serfs, soldiers, all of them,” Gawain ordered, “while there is still daylight.”
Those who were working and resting were quickly summoned. Even Amber, who was bragging to Betty about her adventure to the treasure house in the mountain, rushed over curiously. Betty followed beside her with a vacant expression.
 
Everyone had no idea what this 700-year-old ancestor was planning to do. Even Herti and Rebecca were clueless.
The civilians and serfs gathered together as ordered apathetically. The civilians gathered in a group, the serfs gathered in another group, and the soldiers stood along the sides to maintain order.


Many people thought that their “new Lord” had more orders for them, which might be even more complicated than those “tent system”. Thus they came looking dreadful as they had initially thought they could sleep after finishing the work.
Gawain stood on a large rock and looked down at the people below, numbering more than a hundred. He had already noticed Amber sneakily hiding within the crowd. He was initially going to remove this punk, who was probably going to cause trouble, but on second thought, he just kept quiet about it.
Then he cleared his throat and said in a loud voice that everyone could hear, “People of Cecil territory, I have something to tell you. It is about your future and the new law of the Cecil territory!”
Chapter 44: Serfs and Freemen
Gawain stood on top of the rock, watching the withdrawn and indifferent faces below, and he took a deep breath.
The people were not stupid, but this did not mean that they were not ignorant.
One would call someone stupid out of prejudice and contempt, but to call someone ignorant would only be stating facts.
The civilians and the serf class in this era were ignorant. The social structure restricted them from having hardly any channels where they could gain knowledge and experience. The high cost of living also left them with no energy to focus on things other than survival. And having to survive through such circumstances resulted in them appearing as though they were not using their heads, thus creating the illusion of “stupidity”. But in fact, they could use their heads. It was only that their lack of knowledge made it hard for them to understand things that were too far and unrelated to their lives.
Thus, he could not give them a high-sounding speech, telling them about ideals, the future, or how development in production capabilities would affect the territory’s outlook. If he were to speak about these, they would immediately categorize these “lofty” ideas as “the Lord’s problems” and draw a clear boundary. Thus, the best method would be to tell them things that were related to their lives.
“People of Cecil territory,” Gawain said loudly, “You should all know who I am. So you should also know that I am the highest authority in this territory. My words are as good as the laws of Cecil territory. These laws will offer protection for you, and so you must also obey them.
“We are exploring new territories, so we need some new rules. Thus I’ll be making three announcements:
“Firstly, because the old territory has been destroyed along with all assets, as the ancestor of the Cecil Clan, I declare that all debts owed to the Lord will be written off. Regardless of whether you are a serf or a freeman, starting from today, you will no longer bear any debt to the Lord.
There was some commotion within the crowd below, but it was not too obvious. Though civilians and serfs might have debts to their Lord, now that the territory was going through rebuilding, everyone had lost their ability to repay their debts. Judging from Lord Rebecca’s kindness in the past, they had already expected that their debts would be written off.
Gawain went on to say, “Secondly, all serfs in the territory have the chance to become freemen. The Lord will issue a series of assignments, such as building houses, building roads, mining, and joining the army. All these assignments will come with their respective methods of accumulating points. As long as the work is completed in strict accordance with the requirements, you can accumulate contributions. After making the standard, a serf can then become a freeman. And if you are already a freeman, you can receive your respective monetary compensation upon completing these assignments. I will announce the detailed method for calculating rewards in the near future. I can assure you that any hard-working and reliable serf can become a freeman as long as he works hard for two or three years, and a freeman will be able to have his own house if he works hard for five or six years!”
 
This time, the commotion below broke out into discussions.
Having opportunities for a serf to become a freeman was already quite an unconventional policy in this era. Although Anzu’s law did not strictly prohibit serfs from becoming freemen, nor was it specified in territorial laws anywhere, there was in fact hardly any nobles who would allow their serfs to gain freedom so casually. To them, serfs were cheap labor. It meant that they would not be a cause of burden even if they drained every drop of blood from them. Those nobles who only knew of constantly increasing taxes and labor hours to get richer, simply would not be able to imagine the benefits that freeing serfs might bring.


Rebecca’s original proposal to allow serfs the chance to earn their freedom by joining the army had also caused some commotion, but this time Gawain obviously went a step further.
As for getting compensation and even a house for work… Many of the freemen could hardly believe it.
They could get money by working for the Lord? Who would believe that!
Gawain did not allow them time to continue their discussions, but he went on to make the third announcement.
“Thirdly, the tents and fences to be built today, as well as the gutters in the camp, are the first assignment that the Lord has given you under the new law. I have already gotten people to record the area that each of you are responsible for. Only those who complete the work strictly in accordance with my requirements will be considered as having completed the work. In addition, as an incentive for doing the work seriously, the first ten people who complete their work can have meat.”
With that said, Gawain jumped off the rock, ignoring the response from below, and went to the place where Herti and Rebecca were at.
The civilians and serfs, who were gathered, just stood blankly for a while. Then there were sudden shouts as they rushed back to the camp that looked as though it was complete. They were going to reinforce the loose ropes and nails and hammer the fences deep into the ground!
For them, things like the calculation of contributions and how points were being counted that were mentioned by Gawain were still too difficult to understand, and they also did not really believe that the soldiers and knights in charge of overseeing the work would really help them to record the amount of work they did. But there was something that they did understand. They could have meat for dinner!
Only those who finished the work early and seriously could have the meat!
Just as Gawain thought. Only when it came to their personal benefits would people be motivated to put in their greatest efforts.
Seeing those civilians and serfs swarming around, pushing and shouting as they ran off, Herti was a little dumbstruck. She only recovered when Gawain came and stood in front of her. With disbelief, she asked, “Ancestor… Did you really mean what you said?”


  Gawain looked at her with a vague smile. “Which one are you referring to specifically?”
“… The part where a serf can become a freeman by doing work,” Herti frowned as she said. “Of course, I don’t object to this because Rebecca had enacted a law where serfs can gain freedom by joining the army. But you mentioned that even things like building houses and constructing roads can also be counted as contributions, and that it would only take them two or three years to become a freeman… Are these for real?”
“Of course it is.” Gawain looked at her. “Do you think there is anything wrong with it?”
“If they can become freemen so easily, then it won’t be long before all the serfs in the territory will become civilians,” Herti looked dumbfounded. “The children of freemen will also be freemen. Will Cecil territory become a place without serfs in the future then?”
Gawain continued to look at her, wearing the same smile. “What’s wrong with not having serfs?”
Having a world view and way of thinking based upon social hierarchies, Herti naturally thought that there was something wrong. But with her knowledge and ideas that were far beyond her noble peers, it seemed that it would not be wrong either even if they had no serfs. Suddenly, she was caught between two conflicting ideas.
On the other hand, Rebecca frowned and said, “Actually, I think that… serfdom is no longer necessary today. There’s really nothing bad about it even if we don’t have it anymore.”
Gawain looked at the iron-headed descendant in surprise and nodded. “Go on.”
“Serfs are the sources of our labor, and the purpose of a labor force is to provide manpower, but if we allow them to become freemen, we would instead have even more manpower. So why should we hold on to the concept of “serfs”?” Rebecca scratched her head. “Father told me back then that the main reason for not letting serfs become free is that once they are free, we would not be able to drive them with whips, and they will immediately become lazy and not work. But I think using whips is not necessarily the best thing to do…”
Gawain looked at her approvingly, and Rebecca, who had for the first time received encouragement from her ancestor, suddenly became bold and said fluently, “And I also noticed that if a serf is allowed to work, they will always try to goof off, but if you let two serfs do the same job and tell them that the first one who finishes can get an extra piece of bread, they can then quickly complete the workload of three or four people. Their value far outweighs that of a piece of bread… Then I thought, we don’t need to use a whip to stop them from goofing off, other methods might work even better.”
“This is already not a bad new insight.” Gawain could not help but laugh. It was quite an easy concept to understand, but in this era, few people would pay attention to this aspect. In fact, nobles would not even care to observe how their serfs or even civilians went about their work. They also had never thought of measuring their work efficiency. Whipping and sending soldiers to supervise these serfs were their best form of governance. As for Rebecca…


He could only say that this poor country Viscount must really have lots of time on her hands.
But it was thanks to this that she could have thought of these things.
 
It was just that she could only think about these superficial problems based on her observations. However, Gawain knew the abolition of slavery was not only a problem of “whips and breads”. The deeper reason was a problem of production capacity, whether their production could reach a high enough level, the step that they had to take in order to become a society.
Through this period of observation, he believed that at least within the scope of what he could see, the system of serfs was no longer compatible with the productivity of this world. Large numbers of people were used in repetitive, inefficient, and low-end jobs. This world was dependent on the large number of people and the most inefficient methods to produce all kinds of goods for the upper class, and these people did not even have a way for upward mobility. The upper class, who could control magic, had clearly reached a stage where they could watch fireworks, listen to music in their castles, use magic crystals for lighting, but the civilians in the lower rungs were living in circumstances not much better than primitive people. The whole society was almost out of shape.
A revolution would have already occurred if this happened on Earth, but over here, the existence of supernatural forces had prevented this process from happening.
Because a hundred civilians with pitch forks would not even be a match against a novice mage or knight. Even if they had no fear of death and doubled in numbers, it would still be impossible.
Perhaps there would be a day where this deadlock would be broken, but Gawain had no plans to wait. He had to bring forward such a change and start his own big developmental plan.
 
Because he had a feeling that the Dark Wave might might really be coming.
Back then, the Gondor Empire during its heyday could not even take on the Dark Wave. Now that all the nations had regressed to medieval, uncivilized states, how were they supposed to take on the Dark Wave? With their faces?
And even by putting aside the issue of the Dark Wave, Gawain had something else he was concerned about.
Those mysterious “eyes” in the sky.


It would be hard for a backward medieval world to overcome gravity. With gravity keeping one at a stranglehold, one would not even be able to look up at the sky, let alone talk about investigating the secrets among the stars.
Chapter 45: The First Step In The Plan
Gawain could not explain the plans he had in mind and his considerations to others— even if it was to Rebecca and Herti, who were the most trustworthy people, he was unable to explain his thoughts clearly. Hence, the only thing he could do was to break down his big long-term plans into stages and small details, then slowly put them together.
What was done today could be said to be one of the most fundamental parts, even for the development of this territory.
However, to Rebecca and Herti, Gawain showed them the most unbelievable side of the commoners and serfs.
They had never seen commoners and serfs work so passionately and finish jobs that they would never have done so well and expertly in the past.
They attributed it to Gawain’s promise of, ‘meat at night’ motivating these people, and it was rightly so.
It was still too early to motivate them by building confidence and pride in their work. A meal with meat was the simplest and most efficient way to motivate passion for labor.
After returning to the central tent, Gawain found some paper and jotted down some things. At the same time, he gave Knight Bryon who had followed him in, some instructions. “Send two people to cook ten servings of meat. Also, make sure that everyone working has enough vegetable soup and black bread. We have enough rations. We can’t have anyone falling sick due to cold or hunger in the early stages of developing this territory.”
“Are we really going to prepare ten servings of meat?” Bryon asked, slightly shocked.
“Of course. I have to fulfill my promise. Is there a problem?” Gawain replied assuredly.
“I thought you were just going to boil a pot of meat soup,” Bryon explained. “You only need to boil a large pot of soup with a few pieces of meat cut into the size of a walnut and vegetables and those people would be grateful.”
 
“Do as I say.” Gawain waved his hands. “I will not allow any cutting of corners on the promises that I have made. Oh yes, ask the cooks to set up the pot at the most conspicuous location in the camp, I want everyone to see the cooking of the meat. At the same time, make sure there are soldiers maintaining order by the sides to prevent people from fighting and snatching.”
Knight Bryon bowed with a slightly weird expression before he received the order and left.


Gawain felt that there was someone looking at him from the side and he turned his head to find Amber looking at him with unblinking eyes.
“What are you looking at?” He moved his neck uncomfortably. “Is there something on my face?”
“I was trying to see if you were possessed by something that would affect your mind while you were in the vault, but it does not seem like it,” Amber said with a serious face. “I have never heard of nobles who would reduce their wealth on their own accord…”
Gawain was slightly amused. “Do you think that I am reducing my wealth with those actions?”
“Isn’t it?” Amber shrugged her shoulders. “By freeing serfs, it means that they only need to give you a portion of the food that they grow in the future. You also need to pay them with money from your own pocket… would a noble do that?”
“If I ordered you to paint the wall, how much would you be able to do in a day if I didn’t give you money.”
Amber pondered over it. “I would steal some coins from you and hire a person who does odd jobs to do the job for me and use the remaining money to buy liquor!”
“… Why am I even bothering to reason with an ultimate scumbag like you?” Said Gawain.
“How am I an ultimate scumbag?!” Amber replied.
Just then, Herti walked into the tent, interrupting Amber’s outburst. She was still in disbelief and said, “Ancestor, this is absolutely unbelievable. They have never worked so hard before – especially those serfs, there isn’t even a need for a supervisor to make sure they get the work done…”
“That’s because they were only working for their lords previously. Now, their work is closely linked to the food that they receive,” Gawain said without feeling surprised. “This is just the first step and you can see that compared to the extra food and money we have to give out, we are receiving so much more.”


“I once considered motivating them to work as well, just not to this extent.” Herti shook her head. “I dare not to envision how the future of the territory would be like if this system is continued.”
Gawain smiled. “It will definitely progress in the right direction; you only need to trust me. Besides, what I have done today is just the first step. Come over and look at these…”
He had been writing and drawing on a few pieces of paper since just now. Amber had taken a few glances at them previously before finding them boring and quickly lost interest. Now that Herti heard Gawain’s instruction, she immediately walked over dutifully. “What’s… this?”
The paper was filled with sentences which she could not understand. They looked more like a bunch of nonsensical terms, for example: work teams, competition and contract jobs, assessment methods and efficiency statistics. There were also mid-term plans written on other pieces of paper, with words like general education, magical power affinity tests, bringing in of human talents which were even harder to understand.
  “These are ideas I came up with during this period of time, but I never had the chance to implement them before this. Now that the development of the territory has started, these things should be on the agenda.” Gawain pointed to the piece of paper at the top. “Some of these things are probably hard to understand for many of the commoners and serfs so I want to tell you first. After which you can tell Knight Bryon and the people in charge before sharing it to everyone repeatedly. Oh, where is Rebecca?”
“She… is helping to burn the weeds and shrubs at the southern side of the river,” Herti said. “This is also one of the ways in which she does magical training usually.”
Gawain quirked up the corners of his mouth. “Ask her to come as well, the big fireball training can be done at any time.”
Rebecca was called in quickly. This lady viscount’s face was all black and she was covered with a smoky smell. Rather than magic training, she seemed more like she had just climbed out from the kitchen- it was no wonder she only knew the big fireball trick until now.
“I want to talk to you two about the upcoming work shifts in camp.” Gawain laid out his plans and explained carefully. “Firstly, the work teams – I want the workers to be grouped into teams of five to ten. Work details and rest shifts would be done in teams…”
“All of the teams will report to a supervisor before they start and after work. The supervisors will then collate the performance of the teams. Also, every team will have a team leader who will be in charge of assigning jobs within the team…”
“The team leader will be chosen by the team. Tell them that the team leader is not fixed. If a team leader is affecting their work efficiency, lying or hiding things from the supervisors and lords in any way, they will be replaced immediately.”


“I will elaborate on how teams will be assessed based on their work efficiency, team rewards and punishments and how the meritocratic and competition systems work later…”
“As for the points system that I mentioned, considering how most people are illiterate and cannot count, Herti, you will be noting down the work completion of the different teams for now. We can discuss the specific contribution points at a later time…”
“Next, we still have to discuss how to record the taking and returning of the tools by the various teams.”
Gawain said so much in one breath that not only Rebecca, even Herti was feeling dizzy. The latter looked blankly at Gawain who was talking and writing at the same time. The papers which only had a title previously were quickly filled with messy scribbles. “Ancestor, by making a simple job so complicated, wouldn’t the efficiency… be lowered?” Herti could not help but ask as she was confused by his decision.
“These measures may seem complicated, but in the end it’s just the commoners and serfs. They only need to work fast and well to benefit from it. Once they reap the rewards, they will naturally follow the measures conscientiously, and once they do that, you will experience a much more alarming efficiency than the tent pitching today. Of course, it may be a little difficult when we first push out the measures. That is why you need to keep publicizing and explaining the measures. Other than that we have to enforce and spread these measures forcefully. There is no need to explain—just tell them, this is a new law in Cecil territories.”
At this time, Gawain could not help but be slightly thankful for how backward these times were instead. With unadvanced ideologies, it did not matter whether they were free citizens or serfs; they felt that it was natural to follow commands. To them, whatever the lord said had to be right and there was no room for resistance from the ‘lower class’. In such situations, many of his ideas could be implemented without further explanations…
However, that was not what Gawain wanted. His motive was to change this situation, such that every member of the ‘lower class’ in Cecil territory was not a lower class anymore, but a living, breathing human.
He needed people, many people.
Because what he wanted to do was impossible to be done with the might of just one person.
Hence, he wanted Herti to publicize the measures repeatedly while they were spreading and enforcing them. It did not matter whether the commoners understood them right now because they would eventually understand one day.
 
Herti was not stupid, she had enough intelligence, and her understanding had already exceeded that of the current nobles by a great margin. Therefore, after Gawain’s explanation and giving it some thought, she could somewhat understand the meaning behind his actions and thus agreed.


“What about me?” Seeing how Aunt Herti had a task, Rebecca could not contain her excitement and asked excitedly. “What am I here for?”
This lady viscount, who was the lady feudal lord of the Cecil territories previously, was already completely at ease with being Gawain’s assistant by this time.
“Bring some people tomorrow to check the soil quality. Confirm the difficulty of opening up new land and how much land we can open up in the early stages of development. Don’t go too far.”
As he talked, Gawain drew a rough map on a piece of white paper quickly. The map had the river at the center of a big piece of land, with a few markers indicating the distance between various locations. Even though they were just contour lines that could not even be considered as sketches, it was enough to cause Rebecca to go into a daze.
 
“Just follow this boundary- ignore those areas outside the boundary for now.”
Rebecca received the “map” with a blurry expression. “Oh… oh…”
Amber, who was beside Gawain, looked at him as though he was a monster. “You… Was everyone in the age of the Second Settlement a monster?”
After thinking for a while and figuring that it was unlikely for the other old guys from 700 years ago to jump out from their graves and correct him, he decided to be nonsensical and said, “Yeah, being able to draw the map of half a kingdom while closing our eyes was the standard for us back then.”
“…”
Chapter 46: The Current Stage of the Mages
The people working in the camp quickly realised that the “ancestor” from 700 years ago was a weird person.
The commoners and serfs did not think much about how the Cecil feudal lord changed from Ms Rebecca to Lord Gawain. In this day and age, the lower class would feel grateful for the feudal lord’s generosity and wisdom as long as their stomachs were more or less filled. They did not mind who the feudal lord was and to them the only thing that was worth discussing after Gawain had become the feudal lord was the weird rules set by this “ancient person”.
When it came to the serfs being able to be promoted to freemen and how they could receive salary for what they did, most people remained doubtful as they believed that it was just a way for the new feudal lord to show his benevolence. Under normal circumstances, they believed that such promises would be realised in stringent or sneaky ways. They thought it meant that probably only one or two serfs would become freemen and even if they got paid, their pay would be docked for all kinds of reasons and only a few lucky people would receive some symbolic coins so that the feudal lord could justify that he lived up to his words.
However, the commoners and serfs would not complain about it because a feudal lord who was willing to show benevolence was much better than the one who abused his people to show his power right after he inherited the position.
Some good things would eventually happen to them right?
As compared to those generous rules, all the so-called “rules and regulations” set by Lord Gawain were the most confusing.
They were grouped into small teams which had to compete against one another, they needed to register their work load and there were even “assessments”… those were really things which they had never heard of.
Some people were discussing secretly and guessing which part of the new regulations would become part of taxation even though everyone was too poor to pay taxes. Some other people were talking about how Lord Gawain turned simple labour work into complicated tasks, was it because ancient nobles had some weird habits…
No matter what, they still could understand certain things that concerned their own interest — The first team in everyday’s evaluation would get to eat meat while the second and third team could eat as much bread with meat soup as they wanted.
For those whose standard of work was mediocre, they could only get plain vegetable stew and black bread. Although those two items were filling, to those people who did not get to eat meat on the first day of “tent pitching evaluation”, the torture of watching others eat meat stew while drinking vegetable stew was simply too painful to go through again.
 
No matter if those wondrous tales about promotion and getting salary were true or not, at least it was true that the feudal lord provided meat for them to eat.
Therefore, on the second day, Herti saw the people working like never before. Both commoners and serfs were working crazily hard and they would complete their work very quickly even without anyone supervising them. As they were working in groups and not individually, they started to work together subconsciously, thereby increasing their efficiency.


For those who were the group leaders, most of them quickly realised that the only way for them to eat meat was to increase the efficiency of the entire group and let the entire group eat it. The minority who were not so quick-witted or became group leaders by using violence or scheming ways would probably be replaced soon.
Using incentives and not physical abuse to motivate them to work was an incredible sight.
The tents were pitched and Rebecca led a group of people to survey the nearby undeveloped land. The lumbermen went upstream of the White River in the west early in the morning. Before noon, a batch of timber would flow down the river to the flatter and broader area. To prevent the timber from being washed away by the river, Herti allocated the supervision job to Knight Byron before the stipulated time and waited by the river personally.
At the stipulated time, the first batch of timber appeared and they were tied together using thick ropes to form a raft. The bigger timber were at the bottom while the smaller ones were secured and piled on top in different directions, thereby making everything look like a big piece of ugly wood floating on the river. Two nervous looking serfs stood on the raft and controlled the path of the “wooden raft” by using long sticks: the flow of the White River at this part was already very slow, the river was still and there was no wind blowing. However, controlling a raft that was made in a rush was challenging and any careless mistake would cause the entire raft to fall apart. Therefore, they were anxious.
Very quickly, the two serfs realised that the raft started to drift closer to the shore. They saw a huge semi-transparent palm at the side of the raft and the hand formed using air pushed the raft to the shore gently and strongly. One of the serfs exclaimed subconsciously and the other serf slapped that moron’s head with the stick and pointed to Madam Herti who was standing at the shore.
They cooperated with their master and maneuvered the raft to the shore and let it rub against the rocks before it stopped stably.
Afterwards, the people who had waited by the shore for quite some time rushed to them. They untied the ropes, dragged the timber and prepared to turn them into the wooden houses which their camp needed.
Usually the timber needed to be dried in the shade, deinsectized and processed in order to become quality and durable material. However, they did not care about the details because many buildings in the campsite were temporary and they were in a rush to build them.
Gawain stood behind Herti and said as though he was thinking of something, “Magic is indeed very convenient…”
Just as Herti sighed, the voice that suddenly came from the back gave her a scare and she almost fell from the rock, fortunately Gawain pulled her up.
  “So… sorry…” This lady apologised frantically. “I didn’t know that you were standing behind…”


“It was me who scared you.” Gawain did not mind and he waved his hand. “By the way, that hand which you used just now looks pretty good?”
Herti blushed. “The Sculpture Hand was a very basic magic and I practised it frenziedly and it can last for a longer time. In this way, even a very heavy raft could follow its lead and be pushed to the shore. However, it would not work if the flow of the water was faster…”
Although Gawain was a knight, the pioneering era forced everyone to become a jack of all trades. He knew a bit about some theories of magic, even though Herti made things sound simple, he knew that it took tremendous effort for her to improve such a basic skill to this stage and at the same time it was something rare.
“I… do not really have a flair for magic.” Herti was even more shy after hearing Gawain’s question. “Although I started learning magic from a very young age, my ability to focus was weak and I could not build spell moulds that were too complicated. Therefore, even until now, I’m just a grade three mage, I’ll probably remain at this grade for the rest of my life and all I could do was to strengthen the basic skills over and over again.”
“Rebecca’s flair for magic doesn’t seem exceptional too…” Gawain frowned and thought of that stubborn great great… great-granddaughter who could only create four types of fireballs.
“She has a great volume of magical power and she can focus very well. However, she has the same or even worse problem as me when it comes to building spell mounds.” Herti hung her head low. “She only mastered the Fireball magic or any spell mould similar to it like the Big Fireball magic. To be honest, she’s a very hardworking child and she knows that she’s not talented in different things: she’s neither a good feudal lord nor a good mage. Although she seems to be carefree, she knows all these things and she has been working hard secretly. However, she doesn’t have a choice, the lack of innate talent is the obstacle which she cannot overcome.”
She sighed and said, “Therefore I sighed when I saw the rogue mage’s notebook at that time… he was not the only one and that situation was common for a mage stuck in dire straits. He could only be a low level mage because his spell mould skills was not on par with his theories. To practical mages, the inability to translate theories into real magic and skills means achieving nothing…”
“That’s not true.” Gawain’s interrupted her suddenly.
Herti did not react in time, “What?”
“If only creating a fireball by yourself is considered ‘practical’, then there would not be much different between a mage waving a staff and a monkey waving a stick.” Gawain shook his head. “Theories are not nothing, they are the ‘one’ in front of uncountable number of ‘zeros’, it is just that you haven’t found the position of the decimal point…”
 
Herti frowned. “I… I do not really understand. If you can’t realise the theories in your mind using spell moulds, then what’s the point of having so much knowledge? Can you beat anyone?”


“One day, you’ll understand that ‘beating someone’ is not everything when judging a mage and it shouldn’t even be the main criterion.” Gawain laughed. “I’ve sent people to Tanzan Town to inform Knight Philip to purchase some additional things. When the rest arrive, they will start constructing your magic laboratory.”
“Magic laboratory?” Herti froze for a moment and frowned immediately. “Those things are costly, for the initial stage…”
“I have taken a few Mithril coins from the vault in the mountain, they are not uncommon coins and do not need to be recast. Hence, they can be used to purchase magic supplies directly and they are sufficient to get you a set of basic things. I know that your laboratory in the castle has been destroyed and we need a new one as soon as possible.”
Herti thought of the task which Gawain had given her previously.
 
“I understand, I’ll print out the blueprints which you have requested when the crystal resonator arrives!” Herti could not contain her laughter, although she pitied those Mithril coins, as a mage, how could she not feel happy now that she could get her own laboratory again? There was this saying that went: the child that sells his grandfather’s land does not feel the pain…
Was there anything wrong with the ancestor buying some laboratory supplies for his great great… great granddaughter? There was no problem at all!
Good, although this thinking did not apply to Herti who was accountable and mature, it applied to Rebecca.
Should he get a laboratory for that stubborn girl when he had the ability? Although she would probably be researching fireballs in the laboratory…
Gawain returned to the tent feeling a little distracted and he wanted to go and take a good look at those weird crystals.
Chapter 47: Crystals
The camp had to be built slowly. Even though Gawain drew up many regulations and plans, and even a draft for the next step in expanding and completing the camp into a permanent encampment, all of these ideas could not be realized overnight – considering the knowledge of most people at this period, there was zero literacy among the commoners and serfs, the knights had only basic reading and writing skills and home-trained warriors could only write out their own names and count to a hundred. Hence, things could only be put in place at a very slow rate.
Furthermore, there was a lack of manpower and the Cecil territory could not sustain many men at the moment.
After he understood the current situation in depth, Gawain returned to his tent and sat before his desk.
This very desk was one of the few pieces of furniture that the army brought from Tanzan town. It might take the carpenters quite a while to make the first batch of furniture using wood obtained from the west side of the forest – wood used to make furniture could not be overly compromised like simple wooden houses. Hence, having a desk was already the biggest privilege Gawain was enjoying as the feudal lord.
Several large pieces of paper were scattered across the desk and they were covered with all kinds of scribbles: construction plans, supply management, campsite sketches, and a rough plan for future constructions which included walls, wharfs, settlements, production buildings, crop fields and so on. There were ink, pens, pencils and a ruler placed on one side of the desk and on the other side laid Amber.
Gawain grabbed Amber by her collar and brought her to the side. The half-elf girl was still asleep when she was grabbed, but when she was carried halfway across she let out a cry, transforming into a shadow. She vanished in Gawain’s hand before reforming her body again somewhere not too far away.
“You scared me!!” Amber was finally awake and she glared at Gawain angrily, “I thought it was an earthquake!”
Gawain found her both frustrating and laughable, “Is this how you guard the things in the tent?”
Amber said with much righteousness, “I already laid my whole body over your ugly drawings!”
Gawain looked down at the desk and looked back up at Amber, “And you drooled on it!”
 
“How can I control that when I’m asleep,” mumbled Amber, as she looked curiously at Gawain taking a seat by the desk before scooting over, “What are you doing? Working on your ugly drawings again?”
“These are not ugly drawings, these are plans, regulations and construction schematics,” Gawain was at a loss dealing with the ignorant half-elf, “These are the foundation of the camp – that’s why I asked you to look after it.”


Amber held up a piece of paper filled with symbols and numbers and studied it for a long time, frowning, “What nonsense, I don’t even understand it.”
Gawain looked at her helplessly, “You’re holding it the wrong way.”
Amber had a look of innocence, “All these drawings of yours, I’ve never seen before. They are even more complicated than magic spells. How am I supposed to know which is the right way!”
“This is why you need to learn. Knowledge is very important,” Gawain sighed, not surprised that Amber could not understand these things: she was a mere thief who had never received formal education and was taught to do unscrupulous things under the guidance of her father-cum-teacher, together with a bunch of inexplicable Shadow-affiliated talents. She could only live life on the edge in this world. To her, schooling was neither a choice nor a necessity. Therefore, her literacy level was just enough for basic reading and writing. The things that Gawain drew on the paper contained a bunch of weird nouns, various figures and annotations. Even if Herti were the one reading it, she would be stumped as well…
Speaking of Herti, Gawain looked at Amber in the eye, “I told you to learn a thing or two from Rebecca and Herti when you have nothing to do, but it seems you have completely disregarded it.”
“That’s so boring. And I don’t like interacting with the nobles,” Amber rolled her eyes, “And also, that beautiful great-great….great granddaughter of yours is so busy, why would she have time to entertain me? Rebecca may be slightly more free, but she always wants to attack me with huge fireballs.”
Gawain looked at her with a faint smile, “Don’t like to interact with the nobles – but you seem to be very open when hanging out with me.”
Amber replied honestly, “I feel that you aren’t like a noble…”
“You seem very different from the elfs that I know of too,” said Gawain as he started tidying up the papers in front of him, sweeping them to one side. At the same time, he took out a few crystals and placed them on the desk.
Amber mumbled, “I’m a half-elf, and adopted by humans. How am I supposed to know what a true elf should be like… Hmm? Are you not writing anything today? You’re going to study these rocks?”
After confirming that the crystals were void of magical power and that Gawain had no intention to sell them, in Amber’s eyes those things were downgraded from crystals to just rocks.


Gawain looked at the half-elf, feeling a slight headache, “If you could quieten down a little at the side, I would be eternally grateful.”
Amber: “Psh, this is no fun at all, go and study your rocks.”
As she spoke, she spun around and gradually disappeared into thin air. But from the faint sensation from the atmosphere, Gawain was certain that she was still at her original spot as she continued to stare curiously at him.
Forget it. As long as she stops chattering, I will let her be.
Gawain focused on the crystals in front of him.
It had been quite a period of time and there was still no progress in the study of the crystals.
He had observed the crystals carefully more than once on his way to this place. While in Tanzan Town, he even let Herti used the method of magical power resonation to try to investigate the core of the crystals but to no avail, especially with magical power resonation – Herti explained frankly that the crystals did not bind with magical things at all and the magical power had zero effect on the core of the crystals, similar to that on rocks.
But these were crystals that Gawain Cecil had treasured and kept in a Mithril safe. He even purchased a permanent preservation service in the Mithril vault so how could the crystals be just ordinary rocks?
Gawain could only make a bold guess that the crystals were definitely extraordinary, just not on a magical level.
  Or that modern magic theories were unable to explain them.
He put aside those that were obviously fragments of the crystal and picked up the complete piece.


A part of the core structure was visible in the crystal fragments but it was difficult to accurately observe it with the naked eye. Once Herti’s magic laboratory had been built and the crystal resonating machine become available, they could then try studying the crystal’s physical structure. As for the complete piece of crystal… it would be too risky to do anything to it.
God knew whether the crystal resonating machine would destroy some sort of “information” in the crystal.
He held the crystal against the light and observed it.
There was light glowing along the edges of the beautiful, sparkling crystal. With changing angles of incidence, every side and line displayed different colors and ray patterns.
This crystal was extremely precise in any form and must have been processed very skilfully. On top of that, after testing with the crystal fragments, Gawain had confirmed that they had an alarming strength – extraordinarily hard and unlike typical fragile crystals that would break easily. They could even make scratches on mithril easily without wearing out the tips at all.
It made him very curious as to how the four crystals had been crushed into such a state.
After observing the crystal against the sun, Gawain tried to slit his finger and before the wound healed by itself, he dropped some blood onto the surface of the crystal.
Expectedly, there was no effect.
He could hear a faint laughter from a certain half-elf…
Throwing Amber away to a side, Gawain held onto the crystal and slipped into deep thoughts, thinking about how there were more and more inexplicable things happening in the world – crystals from unknown origins, memories that disappear suddenly, a “sun” that felt like a gaseous giant planet but did not have properties of a normal gaseous giant planet, as well as those “surveillance satellites” that were till date still in the sky with unknown purposes and origins…
Just as his thoughts moved to “surveillance satellites,” he felt slight heat in his hands.


At first he thought it was his illusion, but the crystal started to tremble a little as the pale blue glow in its core became a little brighter.
Heat, trembling, and glow, these three altogether meant that there was no way it was him feeling things.
Gawain looked at the crystal, horrified. But before he could grab his pen to note down the changes of the crystal, he suddenly heard a sound in his head.
Rather than a sound, it was more like a message that directly entered the inner world and he understood its contents:
“Mental frequency reset, re-establishing connection.”
In the next instant, he felt himself losing consciousness.
It was as though something had entered his mind abruptly, like an influx of some “data flow” that did not belong to him. But the data flow was not an intruder because after being stunned for a short while, he began to feel a sense of familiarity towards it.
These “familiar data” soon produced corresponding definite things in his head.
Some pictures started to form in his head.
 
It was a view of the ground from high up in the sky.
At this moment, what appeared in Gawain’s mind was neither surprise nor horror, but a “what the heck”.


“What the heck, am I going to the heavens again?!”
His forehead broke out in cold sweat.
But soon he realized that things were not like what he imagined. He was still sitting properly on the chair, and his soul did not leave his body and return to the sky to become a geostationary satellite. Everything about him felt normal and he could control his body using his will. There was just an additional picture in his head.
 
This made him calm down a lot, after which he became thrilled and excited and put his focus on the picture in his head.
Only then he realized that there was a huge abnormality in that picture which was nothing like what he was used to.
The picture became blurry and it was as though there was a layer of filter that produced weird color distributions, smeared like a picture that was formed by a thermal imager. Only structures like mountain ranges, forests and rivers could be recognized. On top of that, this weird, blurry picture was constrained within a very small boundary.
That was the northern part of the Dark Range and the area surrounding the new Cecil territory. From the top, the White River, the western part of the forest, and even a silhouette of the camp were vaguely visible.
The picture could not be zoomed in or out.
Chapter 48: Satellite Warning
Gawain focused his concentration on the images that were visible only to himself. In the end, he confirmed that they were indeed showing the terrain of the Cecil’s current settlement. He could see the land within a hundred kilometer radius, and the zooming function that he had once been so familiar with was now unavailable.
The images were confined to this area, unable to be moved or scaled.
Also, his original satellite view, once in HD, was now reduced to this blurry, strangely colored one.
What did the colors mean? Thermal imaging? Or some other kind of induction imaging?
Or was it… simply a fault?
Gawain remembered clearly the voice he had heard as he fell from his lofty orbit. He had heard it say that there was a damaged power source, a failure of mainframe restarting and the initiating of some escape sequence, so the possibility of a fault could be high. In addition, he was now unable to scale the images he saw, which deepened his speculation.
He began to stretch his line of thought: His soul, or rather, his mental consciousness, had unfortunately mutated. Even though he was able to touch down on land and acquire a human body, his consciousness could obviously still retain a connection with the “something” in the sky. For the past few months, he had been offline from it, but the unexpected obtainment of the crystal had reestablished this link with it. As for that ancient device—no matter if it was a satellite or a space station—it was still in a faulty state. It was unclear if the power source came back on or if the mainframe was eventually rebooted, but in any case, it had survived and was still in operation. Although the images under its surveillance was now an indescribable mess, this at least proved that it still existed.
And with this stretch of thought, Gawain could not help but start to worry about another thing: If his consciousness was connected to that “satellite” in a manner that was beyond imagination, to the extent where they were symbiotically co-existing… What if the thing in the sky died? Would that not mean that he would die too?
He knew that this was not likely to happen, for he was already reborn in Gawain Cecil’s body. Also he had clearly heard the words “initiating escape sequence”, so that meant that his consciousness should have gotten out independently. However, in matters of life and death, any chance of latent danger could not be dismissed!
However, the thing in the sky was probably floating in geosynchronous orbit with this planet, while he was now stuck in this benighted medieval kingdom. He could not even see the “satellite”, let alone repair it!
 
As his troubled thoughts boiled, Gawain was simultaneously observing every detail of the aerial view. He noticed that the image was not stationary, but in fact, the patches of color were always slightly shifting and changing. Some of the areas brightened while others slowly dimmed. The cycle repeated in an orderly manner, but at the same time, the entire image remained roughly unchanged in distribution and profile.
And just as Gawain was trying to come to a conclusion on the pattern of the image changes, things changed again.


He suddenly saw a box like a floating window appear above the image, and in it flashed a line of flickering, trembling words. It was in an unfamiliar language—it was not Mandarin, but neither was it a language of any kingdom in Loren.
However, as he gazed at the worlds in astonishment and earnestness, the words were translated and their meaning came into his mind.
“New data. Giant planet activity increasing. Raising the alert level to four.”
The image started to flicker and was layered with the interference. Gawain was shocked awake, and his focus quickly shifted to the real world outside. This was the first time he had switched between views, and the shift caused his vision to waver momentarily before stabilizing. Then, ignoring the lingering vertigo in his brain, he rose from his desk swiftly and rushed towards the tent door.
An invisible Amber was startled by this, and jumped out of the shadows suddenly. “Woah!”
At this point in time, Gawain had already exited the tent in a hurry. The two militiamen looked back at him in shock, but he ignored them, only looking up towards the sun that hung high in the sky.
The great sun was moving slowly and majestically in the sky, its circling halo of light mist-like. It did not look out of the ordinary, but soon, the surface of the sun began to show streaks of red, just like the blood vessels of bloodshot eyes.
The image in Gawain’s mind continued to shift. He saw the colors in the images shift, as though they indicated thermal levels. Almost all the colors were deepening in intensity quickly, but gradually settled into a new equilibrium of stability. There were some numbers which popped up by the image intermittently, but he was unable to make sense of it at all.
A revelation lit up in his mind: These colors were not the result of a fault, but was a special kind of surveillance method.
Perhaps it was a surveillance method even more useful than plain old thermal imaging!
The red lines of the sun (some of which were now patches) increased in number, finally attracting the attention of the people at work in the camp. They lifted their head and chattered about the changes in the sun, until their overseer shouted at them to get back to work.


Herti, who was helping to fortify the foundation with mud and stone nearby, noticed the change as well. She glanced up at the sun for a moment before looking towards the central tent in the campsite—as expected, she saw Gawain with his face turned to the sun in all seriousness.
She dashed to Gawain. “Ancestor, it seems like the red lines are back again.”
Gawain waved a hand, motioning for Herti to stay quiet. His eyes were on the sun, but his attention was focused on the image in his consciousness.
After a while, the reddish part of the sun finally stopped spreading. The text of the “image” monitor changed, and a new prompt popped up, “New data, giant planet has regained stability. Alert lifted.”
  The red lines on the sun’s surface then disappeared rapidly after that, and the floating colors of the image monitor calmed and returned to their original states.
However, although the image monitor had removed its warning, Gawain was still on high alert.
The new discoveries became new clues. When a lot of new clues came out at once and piled up, they became new problems.
He began to produce countless conjectures and reasonings, with some of them being so bold they were insane. However, he forced these down, firstly calming himself down, before searching for an explanation that would bring him closer to the truth.
“Ancestor… are you alright?” Herti looked at Gawain’s face with concern. “You look unwell…”
Amber had slipped out of the tent earlier, but Gawain’s aura was so oppressive that this usually noisy and lively half-elf did not dare to speak. It was only when Herti broke the silence that she dared to utter, “He rushed out before the red spots appeared in the sun and scared the crap out of me…”
“Herti, can you sense any magical changes?” Gawain suddenly turned to Herti with a severe look on his face.


“There was a surge of magical power earlier, and casting magic became much easier.” Herti nodded. Surges in magical power were congruent with the appearance of red spots on the sun, but the recent increases in red spots and magic surges were becoming way too frequent. Combined with the disaster on the Cecil territory and Gawain’s warning fresh in her mind, she could not help but to start panicking. “Could it be another…”
Herti’s face paled gradually.
“No, not to the extent where monsters will appear.” Gawain shook his head to calm Herti down. He made this judgment based on the lack of signs of Dark Wave pollution, and also based on Gawain Cecil’s experience that nothing would happen since the elemental power in the air was stable. “They’re just ordinary levels of red spots and magic surging…”
“Magical power surges and red spots are a natural occurrence, but they usually only appear once every three to five years.” Herti was visibly worried. “But this is the second time it has happened in these few months…”
Actually, the worry and panic in Gawain’s heart were just as strong as those in Herti’s.
In fact, since he also had to worry about the problem of the connection between himself and some “surveillance satellite” in the sky, his anxiety right now was a little stronger than hers.
However, he also understood that since he had become the pillar of the entire Cecil Clan, he could not show any signs of weakness or hesitation, especially in front of Herti and Rebecca.
Moreover, weakness and hesitation would not solve any problems.
“Don’t worry. There won’t be any monsters. Even if the monsters arrive, I have experience with them.” Gawain looked reassuringly at his descendant. “Let’s all do our part—only by building a strong and stable home can we have the power to combat nature.”
Herti saw the confidence in Gawain’s eyes and began to calm down. She bowed slightly before returning to her own work.
 
As he gazed upon Herti helping out with the construction with her magic, Gawain nodded slightly.


Although Herti and Rebecca perhaps did not have mindsets that transcended their era and class, they had a foundation that was not found in other aristocrats of this age.
That being they did not believe that they should be segregated from their people just because of their status and social standing.
Otherwise, a lady like Herti, who was an aristocrat in every way, would never go to the construction site and use her magic to assist with the efforts.
As Gawain looked on at the rapidly strengthening foundation under the use of magic and was awed by its convenience, he also realized something: once the hardware to mint coins were in place, it would be a good idea to hire some down and out rogue mages to help build the camp.
 
Before that though, there were other more important problems to think through.
Gawain turned back and returned to the tent. Sitting at his table, he scribbled down three questions on a blank piece of paper.
What was the relation between the “sun” in the sky and the Dark Wave?
What was the use and condition of the “surveillance satellite”?
Why did the Gawain Cecil of seven hundred years ago leave behind a crystal that could help him reestablish a connection to the satellite?
Chapter 49: Questions and Answers
Although he had already put the crystal away, Gawain could still “see” something like energy imaging from an aerial perspective in his mind’s eye. However, he quickly found a way to turn the images off. So long as he consciously turned his attention away from the aerial map and focused on something else, the images would disappear. Recalling the images was equally simple—he only had to call upon it intentionally.
There was no need for the power of the crystal in this process.
Some sort of “link” between his consciousness and mind seemed to have been established, and the crystal’s role in this process was probably as a key… or some kind of catalyst.
After sitting down at his study table, Gawain reviewed the problems he had jotted down on paper, gathered his wits, and attempted to answer them.
According to the memories of Gawain Cecil in addition to what had happened earlier, he could be certain that the changes with the “sun” in the sky was directly related to the Dark Wave on land. Every time red spots appeared on the sun, the magic of the land and activity of elemental power would surge. The so-called Dark Wave was the sudden, chaotic outbreak of magic and the elemental powers avalanching out of control, which caused the erosion of the material world in the process. As for the monsters that appeared in the elemental storms, they were of unknown origins, and could be temporarily classified as a secondary phenomenon after the violent insurgence of elemental power.
The inhabitants of this world were not foreign to the phenomenon of the sun’s red spots and the Dark Wave. It was considered a natural occurrence, irregular but not uncommon. Thus, Gawain postulated boldly that the essence of the Dark Wave had probably passed a certain “critical point”, causing the insurgence of magical power, and when the magic in the world reached a certain limit, the stability of elemental powers would be shattered, causing the Dark Wave.
What then, was the role of the sun in this occurrence?
Did the red spots cause the surge in magical power? Or was it not the causation of the phenomenon, but something that occurred during the same event?
Gawain pondered about this and added a little question to the piece of paper: What is the nature of the sun?
It was a giant planet, that was for sure—at least, that was according to the “information monitor”. However, it was also evidently different from the gas giants that Gawain knew of.
 
According to Gawain’s knowledge of gas giants from his home planet, they were not supposed to emit light or heat. Even though they were usually abundant with nuclear fuel and emitted a certain amount of radiation, they were “cool” and akin to an unlit furnace since they had not yet reached the point of nuclear fusion. In contrast, the “sun” in this world was obviously a source of light and heat for the land.
Had it been “ignited”? Or was this a unique characteristic because of the differing laws of the two worlds?


Gawain mulled over this. Personally, he preferred the second explanation because the occurrences of the red spots and magical surges constantly reminded him that this world and his home world operated on different laws of physics. If he limited himself to thinking on the lines of what he already knew, he might be afraid that he would be wasting his time thinking about the problems.
There was another important reason for eliminating the first hypothesis: If the giant sun in the sky was a gas giant that had really been ignited and was undergoing nuclear fusion, it could be regarded as a star. The light and heat it was releasing was definitely not what it could be felt right now. Based on its gigantic size and near blue-white surface, the heat it emitted should surely be able to burn this entire planet to ashes.
Gawain wrote down his conclusion on the paper. The “sun” was a gas giant of a special nature, whose activity could affect the magic on the land presumably from some kind of catalytic energy radiation. The red spots could either indicate the increase in energy radiation, but this was doubtful as there was a lack of effective detection methods.
So, the second question was, what was this “surveillance satellite”?
It could be something left over from an ancient civilization, or some kind of observation post left by aliens in this planet’s orbit. The civilization that had built it must have been extremely advanced, or at least, one that was not afraid of the Dark Wave—the satellite, used as a hang out, allowed observation of the Dark Wave which attested to the technological gap between the civilizations. Who had left this satellite (if it was a satellite indeed) here then?
Gawain considered the severe damage the satellite had sustained while he was transmigrating, but with it not having been repaired, made a bold guess that the civilization that had left the satellite behind had already died out or left and no longer cared about this place.
Of course, the satellite owner could also be some mega-rich person who was an unchecked spendthrift, and the broken satellite, to him, was akin to the cost of using a few napkins, which explained why he did not bother to send anyone over to check on it. However, because the possibility of this was really low, Gawain did not give much thought to it.
Anyway, there were no repairmen coming even though the satellite was about to die, which meant that for now, there was no need to worry about any aliens from advanced civilizations arriving to trash puny entities like themselves. This was good news, but—Gawain’s thoughts took another turn—if the aliens from an advanced civilization could come and solve the problem of the Dark Wave, but just would not, that would be bad news…
As for the function of this satellite, it might have been used to monitor the levels of magical power.
Gawain thought about what he had seen in the secondary aerial view (he classified the clear, HD view he had seen for thousands of years as the primary aerial view). The view was composed of color filters layered over the entire land, and their different shades were perhaps indicative of the flow of magical power. This hypothesis was supported by the synchronized changes in the colors when the surge in magic happened, so was this satellite an early warning device for the Dark Wave?
“Early warning” would be one of its functions, at least.


However, the condition of this observation post was worrying. No matter how Gawain tried to command it, he was unable to adjust the images at all. Sometimes, the images even had severe interference and flickered from time to time, which only served as a reminder that the system was about to reach the end of its life.
The final question was: Why did the ancient man, Gawain Cecil, leave this crystal behind?
  Right now, Gawain was still unable to understand the crystal’s every property, but he had at least ascertained that it had helped him reconnect with some surveillance outpost in the sky. Was this crystal of use to anyone else?
If it was how did Gawain Cecil of the past use it? Did he also obtain satellite vision from it?
Hmmmmmm… This thought seemed reasonable. For the fiercest pioneering knight to be able to lead a group of refugees to escape amidst successfully killing monsters in the Dark Wave, as well as breaking out of it all as though it was parkour and then establishing a new kingdom, he had to have a map hack…
However, simply hypothesizing was not enough. He had to put this to the test.
Holding up the whole crystal, Gawain pondered who he should allow to test it. This intruded into his own secrets, which meant that he could not just hand it over to anyone. Even though it would be impossible for a native of this world to discern that the aerial view afforded them a thermal image of the land, it could be possible for the intelligent ones out of them to infer the truth from the aerial image.
Thus, he had to find someone who was reliable enough, so that in the event the test was successful, anything that could happen was controllable.
Actually, Gawain’s concern here was a little redundant—the worldview of most of the people here did not have the concept of respawning from a satellite or something. If they suddenly saw such a map through the crystal, their only thought would probably only be “This is a magical thing which is imbued with ten thousand levels of hawkeye power”. However, Gawain’s ideas and thoughts were still unintegrated with that of this world’s.
As he fell deep into thought, he slowly looked up at the daydreaming Miss Amber standing right by the table.
The half-elf girl felt a chill run through her body. Turning her head around, she noticed Gawain’s gaze on her and broke out in goosebumps immediately. “What… What are you doing?! Has your aristocratic nature finally burst through that you’re about to attack your own guard…”


That was out of the question. She was disobedient, unreliable and mischievous. Who knew what might happen if he let her test it.
Gawain quickly dismissed the thought. Just then, someone came in to report that Rebecca had returned from surveying the land.
Gawain beamed instantly. “Get her over here right now!”
Rebecca sprinted into the tent hurriedly. She had spent half of the day running around outside, but not only showed no signs of fatigue, and was instead full of energy and life. She thought Gawain wanted a report on what she had done, and thus blurted out as soon as she entered, “Ancestor! You wouldn’t believe how much good land is nearby—I thought the land on this side of the dark mountains was all barren and couldn’t be developed, but according to the map you gave me, I actually found…”
“It’s okay, that’s not an urgent matter.” Gawain waved a hand to interrupt Rebecca and held out the crystal in his hand to her. “I have something for you to do.”
 
He smiled as he looked at his nth+1 great-granddaughter. She was the total opposite of Amber—
Obedient, reliable, and had her head clipped by a door before.
Rebecca received the crystal from Gawain blankly, unsure of what her old ancestor was going to instruct her on. “What’s next?”
Gawain thought long and hard about how he connected to the satellite. He instructed, “Then, imagine a really, really high place—one that’s higher than the clouds, where there’s a thing overlooking the land. Now, try to connect with it.”
Rebecca blinked. “Oh, oh, are you talking about the Eye of Mystery?”
 
The Eye of Mystery was a phrase mages used. They believed that any talented person who possessed magic had a pair of eyes that transcended themselves. The eyes floated over the entire world, soaking in the “Sea of Ether”, a proxy to the mages that observed the essence of the world and the flow of magic, and also determined the talents of every mage during the course of their training. Mages could not connect with the pair of eyes directly, but their soul could subconsciously—meditation was the key to communicating with them.


Gawain did not mean that, of course. “No, it’s on a higher level that the Eye of Mystery, and even more material. It’s a physically present thing, like a magical prop.”
Rebecca exerted great effort, but smiled apologetically. “But why don’t I see anything?”
Even after Gawain instructed her differently several times, the crystal in Rebecca’s hand still did not react.
It seemed that… the problem of the map hack from Gawain Cecil of seven hundred years past had no conclusive answer.
Chapter 50: The Main Party
After some more tests, Gawain thought that no further verification would be needed.
Rebecca could not establish the link through the crystal.
He then asked Amber to try it, and the results were the same.
It seemed that besides himself, even if others were to make contact with the crystal, they would not be able to establish a link with the mysterious monitoring station high above. Then why did Gawain Cecil leave behind this crystal seven hundred years ago?
Gawain thought that there could only be two possible answers. Either Gawain Cecil, who lived seven hundred years ago, was special and had special ways to use these crystals, or… these crystals were not used by Gawain Cecil himself, but was left for his use seven hundred years later…
The second answer was particularly hair-raising.
“Lord Ancestor…” Rebecca looked at the ancestor before her anxiously. After fumbling through the test, even though she did not know the purpose of the test, she could clearly tell that she failed it, and she was afraid that she might have been a disappointment to her ancestor again. “Is it because I have no talent in this, so…”
“No, it’s not because of you. Amber tried it too just now, right?” Gawain suppressed the countless thoughts in his mind as he consoled the girl. “This crystal is not meant for the ordinary person to use. I just had a whim to let you test it. Oh yeah, tell me about the results of your reconnaissance out there.”
Upon the mention of this, Rebecca immediately lightened up. “Yes, I was going to tell you this just now! Lord Ancestor, did you already know that the land has been cleansed from the start? I went to the area where you pointed out and found that the land was unpolluted, and the terrain was open and level, and there is easy access to water. The farmers, who also came along, said that this is the most suitable land to be opened up…”
Gawain was not surprised by such an answer. He was certainly aware of the situation here.
 
At least a decade ago, the pollution in this area had already subsided. It was just that no one in the kingdom knew about it.
It was unclear when exactly the effects of the Dark Wave subsided within the Dark Range, but it was still a contaminated area a hundred years ago. A record left by Cecil Clan’s pioneers before it declined was proof of this. It was because of the pollution of Dark Wave at that time that the treasure house in the mountain was left intact to this day. Otherwise, the Moen family might have already retrieved those ancient assets. After Cecil Clan’s great decline and the end of Moen’s legacy, no one knew of the secret treasure in the mountain. And so the kingdom completely abandoned the southern borders that was so polluted and brought disasters every year. Thus no one knew about the effects subsiding.


After all, the “dirty wind” would still pass through the Dark Range regularly every year. Even if the pollution in the land had subsided, there were still toxic storms, so this was still not a good land to be developed.
Gawain could only confirm one thing: Based upon the aerial view in his mind, there was already no more pollution here since a decade ago.
The closest territory here was the Leslie Clan’s Tanzan Town. According to Anzu law, all noble clans on the southern border had the responsibility of monitoring Gondor’s polluted region, so Gawain surmised that Viscount Andrew should probably know something about the Dark Wave’s effect subsiding. But for this traditional noble who relied on mining and spending his days in comfort, this piece of land, which had temporarily stabilized, was still probably not worth investing in. In addition, the trend of pioneering had already cooled off in this era, so the viscount probably did not send anyone to check up on the situation here…
Gawain nodded and looked at Rebecca, “At present, the only confirmed safe areas are those that I have drawn out. The pollution in areas farther out should also have waned off, but we’ll have to do that when the main body arrives so we can carefully monitor the area. Stay put for the moment.”
The clear aerial view in his mind was an image from a decade ago. The polluted area should have shrunk further in this decade, but as to how much it shrunk exactly… Seeing as the satellite view had become a “magical power imaging view” which could not be adjusted, Gawain could not be sure about the extent of its shrinkage, thus he could only go with this plan.
As time passed, due to Herti’s efforts in promoting and the people adapting, the new work system had finally come to fruition. The workers were beginning to realize that working meant better rations, and the “smart alecs” who tried to cheat and evade their responsibilities learned that what was more painful than having a vegetable stew while watching others eat meat was to go hungry while they watched others have vegetable stew. From Gawain’s perspective, those clumsy tricks of playing the system were not very smart, and the punishment he formulated would not go soft on these people.
This concerned the future survival of everyone, so he could not be lenient with them.
With the new system taking effect, the construction of the outpost camp was being completed at an astonishing speed and preparations were made for the arrival of the incoming main party. According to Gawain’s plan, the fence around the camp was expanded hundreds of meters to the south and east respectively. A large area of open space was reserved for the incoming 700 people for their tents to be set up, the sheds for carpenters, stonemasons, blacksmiths, and also for storing materials. He also ordered the construction of a small temporary pier made of wood at the campsite facing the river bank, and a sawmill nearby to process the wood arriving down the stream from the forest logging site at the west side.
Of course, the pier and sawmill currently only existed as a drawing. With a hundred men, manpower was really quite limited. Even with Herti’s magic to assist, it was a stretch for them to finish constructing the camp. In this moment, Gawain really wished that Rebecca was able to cast something beside fireballs…
Standing on the high ground by the river bank, Gawain looked at a large makeshift house being completed in the distance. That was one of the few houses in the camp that could be considered a “house”, and it was a very large building. The house, together with the large open space around it, would be used as temporary smithy. Although there were many smelted and forged metal ingots, it was difficult to use them in the construction of the camp. Most of them were Mithril, Adamantium, purple copper, and purple steel. Even if Gawain was that generous, he would not melt them to be used as nails, would he?
Surveying of the iron ore mine in the east was largely completed. Although it was not yet time to excavate the mine, it was still possible to retrieve some ores for inspection. Now that the first batch of ores had been dug out, when the blacksmiths finished setting up their furnace, the Cecil territory would then enter its Iron Age…


How worrying.
As he mulled over the impending Dark Wave and the mysterious monitoring station in the sky, then looked at this slowly developing camp, Gawain could not help but shake his head and sigh.
Amber, whose hand was shading her eyes as she was watching something, noticed Gawain’s behavior, frowned, and looked at him. “Why are you sighing? Can’t I take a break here?”
“Don’t always make me out to be such a bad guy.” Gawain looked at her helplessly. “When did I ever really exploit you?”
“It’s fun to argue with you!” Amber gave a bold face with conviction. “This is my first time seeing a noble that can argue with people yet not get angry. How fresh!”
  Gawain tilted his head, ignoring her.
But Amber did not intend to give up. “Hey hey, I’m not finished yet. Why are you sighing?”
“It’s too slow.” Gawain shook his head. “It’s really too slow.”
Amber’s eyes widened. “You’re talking about how fast they’re working? You call this slow?!”
Then she gestured exaggeratedly with waving arms. “Do you have a heart! These people are the fastest working serfs and commoners I have ever seen in my life! Yesterday they took less than a day’s time to complete the additional fence wall, and today, they started to build the smithy. This speed is crazy, alright?”
Then she murmured, “When I saw you give them meat to eat and forbade whipping as punishment, I thought you were a good person…”


Gawain glanced at her. “I am a good person. I don’t blame these people for not doing their best. I’m not blind. I can see that they are not goofing off. But on the whole… It’s a fact that the construction of the camp is not fast enough to keep up with my plans.”
“Your plan is unrealistic.” Amber pouted and gave Gawain a skeptical look. “Speaking of which, I thought there was something off… You’ve looked a little weird these past two days, as though you have a lot on your mind. You even drew so many weird things on paper. This morning, the camp had just set up its boundaries, and you were even starting to consider building a barbican… Why are you so panicky for? ”
Gawain did not even look back at her. “I’m panicky about the end of the world, about the sky falling, about visitors from outer space, alright?”
“You just don’t want to admit it. Tch. But I can see. You are panicking.” Amber had her arms akimbo. “Let me think back to when this started… Ah, oh yeah, it was when the red spots appeared on the sun! Ever since then you’ve been ill at ease…”
Gawain was really a little surprised this time. He looked up and down Amber a few times. “Do you always watch me when you have nothing to do?”
“I’m not so idle.” Amber stood with arms akimbo. “But the problem is that you won’t be able to hide this from the others, okay? In fact, both of your great-granddaughters of the nth generation after you have also noticed this. It’s just that they don’t dare to ask you…”
Gawain was a little surprised. “Really? Is it that obvious?”
After a brief moment of stupefaction, he could not help but start to reflect on the recent change in his attitude and how he could make adjustments. Amber held her chin for a while and suddenly raised a question, “What did you mean by visitors from outer space?”
Gawain: “…”
Why was this punk’s response time as random as the Brownian motion? From her reaction just now, it seemed as though the word did not catch her attention…
Just then, a small figure suddenly appeared within Gawain’s field of sight. Betty, who wore a rough, plain dress, looked pensive as she ran towards them.


 
The little girl went up to Gawain, caught her breath, and batted her large eyes as she said impetuously, “Madam Herti asked you to go over.”
“What does she want?”
Betty thought for a moment. “I forgot!”
Gawain: “…”
At this moment, Amber suddenly noticed that Betty’s hands were empty, and she could not help but ask curiously, “Where’s your precious pan?”
 
Betty looked up and answered with a serious face, “Miss Rebecca said this is our new home. Since I’m home, I put the pan in the kitchen.”
When she was out with everyone, she was responsible for carrying cooking utensils, and when she was at home, she had to put things back in the kitchen. This was what Madam Hansen had taught her.
Gawain already knew why Herti was looking for him.
He had already seen the people appearing from the far west.
The second group of people… was finally here.
Chapter 51: Ores Arrived
The second batch of people, who stayed in Tanzan Town, finally arrived.
This was undoubtedly good news for Gawain.
That meant that they at least had more manpower, that he could finish construction of the pier and the sawmill, that he could consider officially opening the mines in the east, and that he could finally develop this camp into a “territory”.
Though even with the second batch of people, the developing territory had only a small population of over 800 people, but compared to the first group of only 100 people, this was already an incredible improvement.
Knight Philip led several soldiers and a dozen militiamen who remained in Tanzan Town in completing the escort mission. Herti welcomed the young and promising Knight. The arrival of Knight Philip and those soldiers made up for a deficiency that was bigger than their manpower shortage, which was their defense force.
Although there were no signs of monsters or things like that, living in the wilderness made people feel unsafe. Those fences and magic traps could only alleviate this sense of insecurity, but only fully armed soldiers doing patrols could give the people the complete peace of mind.
As for Knight Philip, what shocked him was how large and complete the camp was.
They had actually made so much progress over such a large area? The carpenter’s sheds were already built? And they were even beginning to build a smithy?!
The young knight was almost dumbstruck as he entered the camp, staring blankly at the sturdy and aesthetic large tents and several wooden houses that had been built. He also saw those serfs and freemen who were working in the open field. The latter were busy making basic dried and smoked wood into planks, and further processed these planks into various tools and building materials. This was his first time seeing people working like this. The laborers, who used to need whipping, were working in groups. As one of them gave instructions and coordinated, they were working as seamlessly as hands and feet. If the usual circumstance when they were told to work together was them covering each other’s a*s for goofing off, then this situation was the complete opposite of that.
And where was the supervisor who should be standing at one side with his whip?
 
Philip looked around and found that the supervisors, who were the clan’s warriors and were chosen because they were slightly more literate, were on the edge of the open field. But they were only walking around to check on the progress of the work. They did not have whips in their hands, but only a wooden board for recording things.
“Amazing, right?” Herti’s voice woke the young knight from his stupefaction. “I never expected these simple measures could make them so diligent. Even the serfs started to take initiatives to learn how to do the work they are not good at.”


“Measures?” Knight Philip said, surprised. “What measures?”
“Ancestor came up with a set of new rules for work…”
Knight Philip’s eyes gleamed before Herti could finish saying. “Ah, he must have influenced the lazy serfs and civilians with the old knights’ sense of honor and virtue…”
“No, he gave them meat.” Herti smiled, her eyes forming crescents. “It’s very simple. They’ll have meat if they work more.”
As she said this, she lamented about how she had used to try this simple method of using rewards to stimulate work efficiency. But it usually only worked in the beginning. Those serfs would quickly find lots of ways to slack off and cheat to get the food. But with the addition of competition, precise records, strict implementation, and the so-called “team mindset”, everything turned out so differently. It was really incredible.
She also learned for the first time that serfs and civilians were not born to be dumb and lazy.
Gawain appeared not far away.
Herti and Philip immediately went up to greet him. Gawain waved and stopped their salutations. He nodded to Herti first before looking at the young knight. “Good work. The people are all here. Let the soldiers and the people take a break first. After lunch, all the workers will gather in the open area in the center of the camp. Herti will tell them the rules of working here. Soldiers, including the militia, will gather at the west side of the camp. Knight Byron will be giving out some new gear.”
Then he looked at Herti. “You don’t have to sort the newcomers into their teams on the first day. The new rules will be too much for them to remember all at once.”
Herti nodded. Knight Philip was a little confused. “New gear? What new gear?”
Gawain looked at him, giving a mysterious smile. “Good stuff definitely.”


After seeing the new equipment, Knight Philip was definitely amazed. He never expected “good stuff” to be this good.
He thought that they would at most just be getting a batch of new swords and armor, or at the very most have everyone issued with a crossbow, but who would have thought that they would be getting a full set of “super gear”?!
Enchanted swords, enchanted armor, and the crystals used by the army back in the ancient empire!
Those longswords enchanted with “sharpness” flickered with cold, white light. The hauberks, carved with “elemental resistance seals” and “lightness” gave a faint gray luster under the sunlight. The ill-educated soldiers had probably never seen how enchanted weapons looked like, but when they realized what they were, they were all unusually excitedly.
  What even astounded Knight Philip was that even the militiamen were given a set each… Did these things not cost anything?
“They’re all old antiques. They will degrade the longer we keep it, so we don’t have to hide it and might as well use it to increase our combat ability,” Gawain laughed, “To be honest, there could have been even more of these, but some of them were either spoiled and could not be used anymore or that they had lost all the contained magical power, which is quite a pity.”
“Super gear… They’re all very valuable,” Knight Philip was even stuttering as he said, “These things… there were hardly any of these enchanted items in the whole of Cecil territory! ”
Amber was holding her arms as she stood at one side. “That naive, excited look of yours… He is 700 years old. What’s so strange about him having a secret stash of money? Whose grandfather wouldn’t stash some silver coins under his bed… Ah ah, it hurts!”
Gawain grabbed Amber’s ears as he dragged her aside. She was making threatening gestures as she shouted, “Let go! Let go! Haven’t you heard that an elf’s ears are super sensitive! Let go of me!”
So this disgrace to the elves remembered her half-elf bloodline, huh?
Knight Philip looked at Amber, who was being taken away, with a serious and proud countenance. “Our clan believes in the god of warriors and knights, Kehr. We never keep things for ourselves!”


Gawain was quite surprised as he looked at the young man, thinking that it was no wonder he so scrupulously abided by the knight’s creed, that even when compared against his peers, he seemed so pedantic and rigid. So he was a believer all along… much better than a certain someone who believed in the Goddess of the Night and always had to spin up some prayers.
“With these things… even if we were to face the ‘aberration’ again, it’ll be much easier this time.” Knight Philip was still sighing over the new equipment. Then he said suddenly, “Oh yeah, we can give the blueprint to the craftsmen in Tanzan Town, even if it’s more expensive… ”
“There is no way to reproduce it.” Gawain expected Knight Philip to bring this up. In fact, that would be how any typical soldier would think upon seeing these equipment. They would want to mass produce these ancient treasures. Knight Byron was no exception, but unfortunately they were destined to receive disappointing answers. “These things are based upon the ancient Gondor Empire’s magical knowledge, and they require the purified magical power from the Well of Deep Blue. Magic power produced by modern magic focal points or magical power wells are too impure and too low in energy level to drive these things.”
Knight Philip’s jaw opened as he immediately realized what it meant. “In other words, these things…”
“Every time you expend one, you won’t be able to replace it. Even as long as the magical power is exhausted, they will become ordinary equipment because they can no longer be recharged. And because they have been rusted and corroded to varying degrees, they might even perform worse than the typical equipment nowadays. They would have to be brought back to the furnace.”
The young knight looked worried. “What should we do then?”
“Before we get to that stage, we just need to make good gears ourselves.” Gawain smiled and patted his shoulders with a confident look.
Regardless of whether he could really do it or not, he had to smile as though he was a knight that was very confident of the future. Besides, Gawain was really quite confident.
As long as the Dark Wave did not break out of nowhere, there was still room to maneuver.
 
Just then, from the corner of his eye, he saw another small figure running towards him.
It was Betty, the maid, who ran up to him again. She looked up at Gawain and said impetuously, “Lord! Miss Rebecca is looking for you!”


Gawain gave a blank expression. “What matter is it now?”
Betty thought carefully for a moment and said aloud, “I forgot!”
Gawain: “…”
 
Why couldn’t this girl remember anything besides cooking?
Gawain shook his head and thought it was already a consolation that the little girl could remember who she was supposed to call, and that he should not demand too much of her. He asked her where Rebecca was and went there with Amber. At least Betty did not forget where Rebecca was waiting for them…
It was not until they reached the location that he realized what Rebecca called him for——
The first batch of ores for testing had been transported from the iron mine east of the camp.
The first advance party included a blacksmith and several apprentices, as well as the basic materials needed to build the smithy. But ensuring survival was of top priority in the beginning phase of camp construction, so Gawain slowed down the mining plan for the eastern mine. Until the advance team’s living spaces were settled, he then sent people to the east to collect some ore for testing. These people set off in the morning and finally returned to the camp with some collected ores.
Chapter 52: A World with Magic
Even though the smithy was already under construction, it was still far from completion. According to Gawain’s plan, this wooden house was not actually the same thing as the “smithy” that people were familiar with in this world. It was just that he wanted to make it easy for everyone to understand that he called this place a smithy for the time being.
According to him, he was going to name the place “Cecil Steel Works”…
As the only blacksmith in the territory, old Hummel was also quite confused about the “smithy” that the Grand Duke ordered to construct. He thought that this building was taking up too much unnecessary space. Besides the unusually large area, it also included an open space with a length of a hundred meters and a wooden shed that was currently made up of a few frames. It seemed inappropriate to call such a large facility a “smithy”, but he did not dare to call out the pioneer Grand Duke as a layman acting as though he was an expert as he ordered people around. Even though that was really how he thought about him, he absolutely did not dare to speak up about it.
After all, he was just a commoner, and Gawain was a noble who could be on equal footing with the King.
As this “smithy” took up such a large area, it could only be located at the eastern edge of the camp, and its “large courtyard” extended all the way to the undeveloped land outside. It was as if a lump had protruded out of the neat wooden fences, looking very comical. In this giant smithy, the guys who had came from Tanzan Town seemed pathetic in numbers when they would only occupy a corner of the wooden house, and the only furnace for smelting iron was placed in the open space outside, covered with a simple wooden shed to be protected against the elements.
The reason that Gawain made the smithy’s reserved land so large and close to the edge of the territory was just because he was taking into account the production capacity requirements and the ease of expansion in the future. Those traditional smithies, with one master leading several apprentices to tinker with iron in a small shed with a furnace was absolutely far from what he needed.
But there was no way he would be able to explain everything to the old blacksmith and his dumb apprentices now.
In addition to the considerations of future capacity and ease of expansion, Gawain did not intend to simply build a bunch of earthen blast furnaces in this courtyard like a transmigrator he had read about in a novel. Although he did think of doing that, after seeing Herti use her magical power to shore up the rafts a few days ago and help the camp strengthen its foundation, he temporarily withheld this idea, and turned to Hummel, the only blacksmith in the territory, to build a traditional furnace in the courtyard.
He came to the smithy, where Rebecca was already waiting for him with Hummel and several of his apprentices. There were also several other people, stood in the courtyard and at their feet was a large basket containing the first batch of ores.
Gawain went straight to the traditional furnace.
 
It appeared to be quite an awkward furnace. It was about one meter in height, and it was divided into an upper and lower part. The lower part was an enlarged hemispherical structure, while the upper part quickly tapered into a cylindrical shape. On the bottom hemispherical structure, there were two openings. One was located at the bottom, which was obviously the place to add fuel, and the other was near the cylindrical structure, which was where the ores would probably be fed into.
There was nothing unusual with these parts. It was just an ordinary furnace, but the part that was special was at the side.


There were three runes lined up there.
All three runes were carved on a type of black stone slab, and the three slabs were apparently carefully polished and adjusted before being set on the furnace to ensure that they were equally spaced apart and the edges parallel. The lowest stone was engraved with a triangle symbol, and there was a wavy line within the symbol. According to the magic books, It was the starting character that represented the fire element. The stone in the middle was a square with a rhombus inside, which was the starting character of the earth element; the stone at the top had a swirling symbol, which was related to the wind element, but it was not the starting character.
In addition to these three stone slabs, there were also some fine, glittering dust which made up the furnace body. Gawain knew what it was. It was quartz sand. “This world’s” quartz sand.
Quartz sand was a material which could conduct magic. Although its effect was extremely weak, it was widely used because it was cheap enough to be used by ordinary people.
Gawain looked up at the old blacksmith. “You made this furnace?”
“Yes, yes Lord…” Hearing the Lord asking him a question, the old blacksmith immediately grasped the hat in his hand and hurriedly bowed down and answered, “Oh, I made half of it. I instructed my apprentices to make the other half…”
Gawain nodded, but he had no further questions.
Magic was an extraordinary power. It was not something that the lowly peasants could access, but in this world full of magical power, even civilians who could not cast spells lived their lives with magic.
Some basic uses of magical power did not require mastery of the knowledge and skill of casting spells. Everyone had magical power in them. By carving a specific symbol upon a specific material of a specific shape, anybody could draw out a little of that ubiquitous, fantastic power.
This was not spell casting at all. Its effect was ridiculously weak in the eyes of those who could use the real “supernatural” power. This type of power was like picking a stick on the ground to use as a crutch, or grabbing a stone from anywhere to smash walnuts. There was no skill involved. Even illiterate civilians could remember how to draw a few symbols with weak effects, but it was this weak power that made the difference between this world and the world that Gawain was familiar with.
It was just like the one degree Celsius that made the difference between water boiling and not boiling.


With these three runes, this “traditional furnace” only needed to use firewood as fuel. and it would be able to produce molten iron without using a bellow and without optimizing the structure of the combustion chamber.
If the fire elemental runes were engraved on a piece of Mithril, this furnace could even use straw as fuel!
  However, because of the existence of these ancient runes, the humans in this world had not even considered how to improve the efficiency of the furnace by improving the efficiency of fuel combustion. They were only constantly improving the materials which the runes would be carved on and the rune formation.
So Gawain did not build any earthen blast furnaces, but he first came to observe this primitive and backward traditional furnace.
Hummel was becoming more and more nervous as he watched the noble in front of him. He had no idea why Gawain would suddenly ask him a question and then move on to examine the furnace. He did not know if he might have done something wrong. He only knew that the nobles were powerful and moody. Even though Lady Rebecca and the lords before her were kind and generous, this person before him was the legendary pioneer hero, an absolute warrior, and a Grand Duke. What kind of personality would such a great noble have?
Just when the old blacksmith was feeling uneasy, Gawain finally stood up and asked him a second question, “How much iron can you produce every day with such a furnace given a guaranteed sufficient supply of ores?”
Hummel immediately heaved a breath of relief. He finally asked a normal question.
“If you use those kind of ores, you can make fifty jins of iron a day,” The old blacksmith said proudly.
But Gawain could not help but frown when he heard the answer. “So little?”
With those runes, the output was only this much?
“That’s not enough?” Hummel could not help but say, and he added nervously, “I’m not questioning Lord’s judgment, but…”


“It’s okay. You don’t have to feel nervous talking to me.” Gawain calmed the old master. “I’m your Lord and am tasked with protecting you, not a robber who wants to kill you.”
“Yes… Yes Lord,” Hummel wiped his sweat nervously and explained, “But this is really the limit. The furnace looks big outside, but the space inside is actually quite limited, and every time after smelting one batch, we must allow it to rest for an hour so that the runes outside the furnace can cool down. So the furnace must be cooled before it is reignited again… With that, making fifty jins per day is already the maximum limit! ”
“Let the runes cool?” Gawain frowned.
“Yes,” Hummel explained, “This is just a little trick that our people have carved on black stones. It’s nothing like those magic runes that the great mages use. It’s easy to spoil, especially the fire runes. If it comes into contact with fire elements for a long period of time, it will crack. Even if it is replaced with a more sturdy material, it still won’t be useful. Once the rune is cracked, the whole furnace will be useless. So the furnace must not be burned continuously when smelting iron…”
“What if you make the furnace bigger?” Gawain asked again.
“That won’t work either,” Hummel said worryingly, wondering how the Grand Duke kept asking these difficult questions. “The rune can only provide so much fire. If the furnace becomes larger, the fire would not be strong enough, and the molten iron would not be refined from the ores, and the earth runes will also fail. There will be more impurities in the refined iron ingot, which will make it completely unusable…”
 
Gawain held his chin. “So it is these runes that are limiting the production?”
The old blacksmith batted his eyes. Actually, he did not quite understand what limiting the production meant, but he still nodded quickly. “Yes, yes, it’s the runes.”
Gawain looked at Rebecca. “Do you think if you change the runes to… Um, I think you should just summon Herti…”
Rebecca’s face instantly flushed red. “Lord Ancestor, I know the theory of magic too! I just can’t make the spell moulds…”
“Your theoretical knowledge is still okay?” Gawain raised his eyebrow. “Then how do you think this problem should be solved?”


 
Rebecca thought hard for awhile. “Since you just said the runes are the weak point, we can replace the runes?”
“With what?”
Rebecca continued to use her brains. “Actually the way these runes function is very simple. They are just raising the temperature, controlling the air flow, impurities and the like. These are the types that are very weak. If you use real magic circles instead, the efficiency can be increased by several times. It can also dissipate the energy by itself, so even with continuous operation, it would not be damaged…”
Gawain raised his brow. “Carve a magic circle on each iron furnace?”
“But it won’t work in practice,” Rebecca stuck out her tongue. “Aunt Herti and I can help to carve a few magic circles, but… the blacksmith and his apprentices won’t be able to use them!”
Chapter 53: The Magic Web
The reason why Rebecca said that it “could not be used” was simple.
Ordinary people did not have the capability to power the magic circle or control it at will.
The professional magic circles made by mages were vastly different from the simple symbols carved on rocks by the commoners. The latter was like using a wooden stick found on the streets as a walking stick while the former was like using skills to make a wheelchair out of the same stick. The difference was in the starting material and products. Although the power of the symbols on the rocks was weak, they could work continuously without external aid, however, the magic circle… was something more complicated.
Running only required two legs but if one wished to reach 70 miles per hour, the bare minimum was to buy a car, pump petrol into the car then get a driving license. It worked the same for magic circles, because even the simplest array needed to be powered and required professional people who knew how to activate and shut it down.
Herti and Rebecca did not mind the task and could go to the smithy to carve simple magic circles on every furnace. However, they could not stay there for the entire day to power the furnaces every single time a new batch of resource came in and control the flow of energy in the arrays either.
“If you want to carve the magic circles on the furnaces, there will be a limit to its efficiency. Even with Aunt Herti’s power, the most she could do was power grade-two magic circles.” Rebecca explained with a serious face and she tried to appear professional. “In addition, it was impossible for such a small magic circle to power itself. For an array to be able to take in magical power drifting in the air, it needs to be at least as big as a tent, hence someone has to power the arrays in the furnace. Even the simplest array needs to be activated or shut down but ordinary people cannot do it…”
From Gawain Cecil’s memory, Gawain knew that there were some very complicated theories behind how magic circles operated. Even without taking the confusing technical knowledge into account, they could be generally classified in the following ways:
In terms of scale, they could be classified into: small, medium, large and mega size. The smallest magic circle could be carved onto armour or weapons. The two largest magic circles in the world were located in the north at the City of Thousand Towers in the Violet Kingdom and in the south at the “Stars Sacred Temple” built by the elves respectively. The two magic circles were the base of the city and they were outlined using the roads in the city. The scale of the two arrays was so huge that it was intimidating.
In terms of the complexity of its functions, arrays could be classified into single or multifunctional arrays.
In terms of ways to power arrays, there were self-powered or externally-powered arrays. The self-powered arrays have complicated “absorption” structures which allow them to take in the drifting magical power from the outside world to power themselves. However, other than at magic focal points, the quantity of natural magical power was quite limited. Therefore, all the self-powered arrays were extremely huge in size and all small scale arrays needed to be powered by external forces.
 
In addition, in this world, self-powered arrays were hardly used because of their low efficiency.
The component that controlled the intake of a self-powered array usually took up 80% of the total area but the efficiency was less than a branch of a magic focal point. The mages could have squeezed a few complex written charms into the same area, therefore, considering the efficiency, mages would rather power the arrays by themselves and not choose a massive self-powered array.


That was why all large scale magic circles were located near magic focal points: it was more convenient to power the arrays.
Gawain touched his chin and watched the furnace in front of him.
Then he asked two questions.
“Must you carve the symbols on the furnaces in order to power them?”
“Must you put all the functions into one magic circle?”
Rebecca was stunned and blinked in confusion. “Otherwise, what do I do?”
Gawain faintly felt that he grasped the heart of the question: the people in this world seemed to use their magical power by brute forcing their way or simply focused on how it could be used on individual tasks. They never considered how to use this “superpower” in more extensive and quite frankly simpler ways.
“Draw a massive self-powered array and let it take in the magical power in the environment, then create an “outlet” in this array so that it could power smaller arrays. This will solve the problem of powering the arrays. As for activating and shutting down the array… you can control the connection between the furnace and the self-powered array, when the connection is cut off, the smaller arrays would stop working while the larger array could release the magical power naturally without having to worry that it would overflow and burst…”
Rebecca understood Gawain’s idea using her own way of thinking. “Do we split up the magic circle and use it by parts? We can actually do this?”
“This is a possible idea.” Gawain nodded. “I feel that we can discuss this further with Herti after all, she’s the expert.”
Rebecca agreed. Although Aunt Herti’s spell accuracy was low and she could only sketch a person’s silhouette, in terms of theoretical knowledge, she was probably better than an intermediate mage!


Therefore, Gawain brought his men and left the place quickly. Their rapid departure left the old blacksmith, Hummel and his apprentices and workers gazing at each other blankly.
“Master, what do we do next… do we still turn on the furnace?” An apprentice asked carefully, he did not dare to breathe in front of the Grand Duke and Viscount Rebecca but now that they had left, he finally had the courage to speak.
  The blacksmith glared at the apprentice and yelled, “Nonsense! Of course we have to turn it on! Don’t think of skiving, whether we get to eat meat tonight depends on this furnace!”
On the other side, Gawain had sent Amber to ask Herti to come to his tent. However, this elegant lady shook her head after listening to his idea.
“It is a good idea to power an array using another one but it would be too difficult to execute the plan… the output of magical power requires great precision, once some problem happens to the “connection”, both arrays would be destroyed. The efficiency of the self-powered array is a big problem. The power supplied by an array with the size of the garden in the smithy would be insufficient for even a few magical furnaces…”
Gawain looked at Herti and he obviously knew that she had such doubts. Therefore, he had the solutions ready.
He smiled and he realised that he finally found the right path they should take after he thought more deeply about the question. Therefore, he pushed the pile of drawings on the table to one side and spread out an exceptionally big piece of paper filled with symbols and lines on the table.
He had completed those drawings a few days ago but he only realised the use of it until today.
“Take a look at this.” Said Gawain.
Herti looked at the magical symbols on the table in shock and her first reaction was to be impressed by how talented and knowledgeable her ancestor was. “Ancestor… you even know how to draw magic circles?!”
“I only know a little and I did not create this magic circle.” Gawain deliberately kept her guessing and continued, “Take a look first and tell me your thoughts.”


Herti lowered her head and analysed every symbol and pattern between the different symbols carefully. She started frowning and said, “All of these are the most basic symbols… the arrangements and combinations are the most fundamental ones as well, it seems like it is at most a grade-two array?”
Gawain nodded. “The person who left this magic circle before could only control grade-two magic circles.”
Herti looked at him in shock, she lowered her head again to look at the drawings again and could not help but feel impressed. “All the designs are completed using the most basic symbols… creating such a large scale magic circle using the most basic symbols… this is an incredible creation… it seems like a structure which can absorb the drifting magical power in the air? Then what is the point of these extra and complicated structures…”
Gawain pointed to the repetitive structures at the centre and said, “Expand.”
“Expand?” Herti widened her eyes and came to a sudden realization. “That’s right! You can expand it in this way… furthermore, the structure here can purify the drifting magical power… in this way, these fundamental symbols can absorb the drifting magical power more efficiently, this is really… really…”
 
Herti kept repeating the word “really” because she could not find a more suitable word to describe the feeling which this magic circle had given her. Gawain seemed to know what she wanted to say and he said, “Really hard working, right? It’s like a crippled man travelling across the whole world with a walking stick and a defenseless man carving poems onto rocks using a wooden stick. This has transcended the limits of hardwork. It is a miraculous array made up of grade-two symbols and it can impress even an archmage.”
“Those archmages probably won’t be impressed, they would not even bother to look at it.” Herti bitterly smiled and shook her head. “Although this array is very creative, it is still crafted using grade-two symbols. No matter how efficient it is, it would never be as great as the power which the archmages could supply to the arrays…”
“However, it was an original model which could be improved constantly. It only has grade-two symbols, what if you make use of this thought process and change the grade-two symbols to grade-three ones? What if you change the complexity of the combination to grade-three? How much more efficient would it be then?” Gawain said as he pointed to a few special nodes. “Other than the efficiency, look at these components which are even more crucial?”
“This… seems to be a magical power passageway?” Herti frowned. “I saw them just now but I did not see the corresponding power consumption unit, is it because the magic circle is incomplete?”
“No, it does not have a power consumption unit and its only function is to supply magical power, that is to supply magical power to a weaker human. As a result of this, it was different from the internal connection points of other magic circles and the ‘compatibility’ of these passageways is so high that it could connect to any power consumption unit.” Gawain said slowly. “Now, can this magic circle supply energy to the blacksmith store?”
 
“If all the symbols can work successfully… no, they definitely can work successfully, they have reached the extreme of the theoretical calculations!” Herti became more excited gradually and she finally thought out of the box of a traditional mage and realized how incredible the array was. “A highly efficient self-powered array which has a relatively wide range of ‘frequencies’ to transfer power out and it can even sustain the smithy, it could even… supply power for more things!”


She could not wait to ask, “Ancestor, what is the name of this ingenious magic circle?”
Gawain found a tattered notebook, “I don’t need to name it because it’s creator has already named it.”
He flipped open the notebook and on one of the pages was a short note.
“Annie, I have finally completed the ‘Magic Web’ today. I hope that it’ll bless you with great health.”
Chapter 54: The Rogue Mage’s Inheritance
After she saw that tattered notebook. Herti finally understood the root of it all. “Were these… left behind by that rogue mage?”
“Yes. He was a novice mage who was stuck at grade two for his entire life and was discriminated against by the mainstream mages. However, his talent was beyond our imagination, if he had been born at any other time…” Gawain sighed as he looked at the notebook in his hands. “I recently read some of his research notes and in my opinion, this notebook is worth at least half the title of a duke.”
“Ah?!” Herti cried out, dumbfounded.
However, Gawain had not exaggerated at all. The truth was, from a technological development standpoint, the inheritance left by the nameless rogue mage would become more and more valuable as time passed by. Even though most of his research was still at its infancy, Gawain was very certain that when it came to many revolutionary ideas and thoughts, the foundations were the most important.
Gawain placed the notebook on the table and looked up at Herti. “His daughter, Annie, is likely to have suffered from the shadow-related elemental assimilation disease, the rarest type out of the many magical diseases. As a mage, you should be familiar with this type of disease.”
“Elemental assimilation… that is a unique disease from the Violet Kingdom. The chance of catching it is low, but it is incurable.” Herti nodded her head slightly. “I guessed it when I saw the journal.”
In this world where magic existed, there were many things that were completely different from the world in Gawain’s home. There were both pros and cons about this place—-elemental assimilation disease was one of the worst.
These types of diseases which were caused by the invasion of magic, occurred mostly in areas where magic was thick and the elements were active. During the era of the Gondor empire, they took place in the Well of Deep Blue region of the capital. Even during the peak of the empire, it was considered as one of the diseases that were practically incurable. Now, in this era, it was the “specialty” of the Violet Kingdom in the North.
If superpowers were a gift from nature to humans, then the elemental assimilation disease that accompanied it would be the evil in that gift.
Elemental assimilation only appeared in newborns, it was a mutation caused by magical radiation while they were growing in their mother’s womb. Children who had this disease could grow up normally in the beginning. However, as they grew older, signs of specific elemental invasion and assimilation would gradually emerge. The patient’s body would undergo changes during this process and experience partial elemental assimilation, then as normal biological tissue started to undergo elemental assimilation, they would be rejected by the main physical world – other than the very few groups of people who had special innate abilities, any biological elements would not be able to survive in the physical world for a long time. That was one of the fundamental laws of this world.
 
This process would speed up as the condition worsened and it was irreversible. After more than half of a person’s biological tissues had undergone elemental assimilation, he would be ‘exiled’ by the physical world and pushed into the elemental dimension which corresponded to the element of the elemental assimilation disease.
The person would then die in the crack between the physical world and the elemental world—the remaining biological tissues in the patient would make this process abnormally terrifying, making them feel like they were being torn apart.


The daughter of that rogue mage, Annie, probably had this disease, and it was the shadow type elemental assimilation: the rarest of all the elemental assimilation diseases.
Mages and scholars had conducted a lot of research regarding the different elemental realms with the exception of the mysterious shadow realm, where research was difficult.
“There is no cure for elemental assimilation disease, it can only be slowed down and the best way to do it is to bind the patient’s body using magical power. It’s similar to how elemental summoners use magical shackles to force an elemental being to stay in the elemental world.” Even though Herti was just a novice mage, she was quite knowledgeable about the theories behind this disease. “However, this is harder than binding an elemental being as elemental assimilation disease would worsen, hence there is a need to pump in more magical power throughout the whole process…”
“A grade two mage, especially one who is discriminated against by the Association of Mystics, would not have the power and money to afford such an expensive treatment.” Gawain nodded his head and continued, “Hence, he used his own method: to build an unprecedentedly efficient self-recharging magical formation. He broke the rule that such arrays could only undergo inner looping and made it into an array that would ‘charge’ his daughter. He was pretty much at his wit’s end, since the high level focal points had already been used and the lower level magic focal points scattered in the forest were unable to provide enough power. However, he used his own unique intellect to solve this problem.”
“However, the sudden surge of unusual magic destroyed his magical formation…” Herti suddenly remembered. “If that’s the case, wouldn’t this self-recharging ‘magic web’ have a very huge flaw? It can’t withstand surges of magic…”
“No, it was not a magic surge that destroyed the structure of the magical formation, it has very complete safety precautions.” Gawain shook his head. “When I witnessed the structure of the magical formation, I was sure that it was intact even until the end. According to the diary of the rogue mage, the problem that occured at the end was not the magical array but the ‘Shadow Transformation’ ritual that he started. Magic binding can only slow down the process of elemental assimilation, but it cannot eradicate the root of the problem. At that time, Annie was already on the verge of losing control, hence the rogue mage conducted a very risky ritual that he was unable to control. In the end, he lost control of the magical power created by the magic web during the magic surge.”
“If that’s the case… I have no need to worry any further.” Herti nodded her head slowly before looking at the notebook left behind by that rogue mage with a complicated expression. “I can’t believe it, a downtrodden rogue mage was actually capable of doing such a thing….This large scale magical array pieced together using basic units is different from any other magical arrays that I know of. It basically abandoned all the complex and difficult structures, while bringing out… simplicity to the extreme.”
“Please call it ‘universality’.” Gawain smiled. “The job of setting up an experimental ‘magic web’ in the smithy will…”
As he was talking, he began hesitating between Herti and Rebecca. A technical job like setting up a magical array would obviously be more suitable for Herti. However, Herti was already in charge of overseeing most of the construction work in the campsite. Although she was very competent, there was still the job of building a magic laboratory waiting for her. Gawain really did not wish to continue adding onto her burden. It should be okay to hand the job to Rebecca. Although she only knew how to release fireballs, setting up magical arrays was different from casting spells, especially for such self-charging magical arrays where she only needed to follow the blueprints and build them. This would only need a grasp on the theoretical knowledge as well as computing abilities, but how should he put this…
Everytime he looked at Rebecca, he could not help but look at her as if she was a doofus… can she really do it?
  As though she could see Gawain’s hesitance, Rebecca did not wait for Herti to speak before jumping up. “Ancestor! Ancestor! Give it to me! Give it to me! I can do it!


“Are you sure?” Gawain gave her a deep look. “The importance of this project is far greater than you can imagine. It can be said to be a foundation, the preface to many of my plans for the future… Can you handle it?”
Rebecca stopped jumping momentarily and thought about it seriously before looking at Gawain fearfully. “Then… if I spoil it, would you hit me?”
“…Forget it, Herti, it’s better for you to do it…”
Before he finished, Rebecca mustered up her courage and said with her head held high, “But I still want to try!”
Gawain looked at her interestingly. “Oh?”
“This magical array… I think this magical array is very interesting, there are many areas which are… very good, maybe I can… can…”Rebecca started to stutter and could not continue from her ‘can’ even after a long time. Hence she decided to just be thick-skinned and continued, “Even though I only know the fireball technique, my grasp of theory is very good! My computational skills are great as well! Besides, Aunt Herti is so busy lately and I haven’t been doing anything other than assessing the soil quality and burning the wastelands. I think…”
Looking at Rebecca’s nervous expression, Gawain could not contain his laughter and looked towards Herti. “Herti, what do you think?”
“Rebecca’s theory and computational abilities are strong. Actually, if we don’t consider casting spells, she has better innate abilities than me.” Herti looked at Rebecca with a slightly grudging expression. “Of course, it would be better if she was slightly more mature.”
“I’m definitely mature!” Rebecca puffed out her chest, but her eyes remained fixated on the blueprints that Gawain had laid out on the table, making Gawain curious.
“Are you very interested in this magical array?” Gawain could not help but ask.
 
“Yeah,” Rebecca scratched her head and continued, “In fact, I thought about this a long time ago. If I could simplify those complex and difficult spells and make the casting of spells simpler, perhaps I could do more than just the fireball spell… this array gave me a lot of inspiration!”


Gawain stared at Rebecca suddenly, causing her to get goosebumps.
However, after a few seconds, Gawain smiled. “Great, you will handle this matter then.”
Rebecca was exhilarated. “Really?!”
“Of course.” Gawain pulled out another piece of paper from beneath his table. It was a rough draft that he drew up for the ‘smithy’. “Just follow this scale, and make sure that the whole courtyard is within the coverage of the ‘magic web’. Also, build the first batch of furnaces here at the same time. You can get the materials necessary for making the magical array from the treasury on the mountain, there are ready-made ones in there. Although the scale of this magical array is large, it is a ‘basic array’. I believe that the ready-made mage metal and the quartz sand which Knight Philip brought back from the Tanzan Town stored in the treasury should be enough for you to use.”
 
“This is an experimental magic web, let’s name it ‘Magic Web 1’.”
Rebecca, who had been given a huge responsibility left happily while Herti went back to continue instructing the serfs and commoners who had just arrived at the campsite on the construction of tents, leaving only Gawain and Amber in the big tent.
“Why do you look so happy?” The half-elf young lady asked as she sized up Gawain. “You weren’t even this happy when you took the document from that old king—-Is flirting with your great-great-great… great granddaughter so interesting?”
Gawain: “…”
Would it kill her to say something nice?
Chapter 55: Laying Foundations
Amber’s words had always ignited feelings between wanting to punch her and really wanting to punch her in other people. If this was any other day, Gawain would already have drawn his Sword of Pioneers and pinned her against the wall. This time however, he did not squabble with her.
Because he was in high spirits right now.
He was even in the mood to discuss a slightly more serious question with Amber. “Do you know how invaluable this magic circle is?”
“How invaluable it is?” Amber blinked. To be fair, this half-elf miss was quite confident of her magical accomplishments—she was so convinced of her ignorance on this subject that she was not ashamed to admit it. “I can’t even read the magic runes that have been used, so how would I know what their value is…”
Gawain was not expecting her to be so frank and almost choked to death right in front of her. Luckily, he had lived in the Internet age in his past life, and had encountered even more ignorant people than her. Thus, he adjusted his state of mind quickly and said, “Let me ask you in a different way then. What if everyone was able to use magic, or ‘borrow’ it? How valuable do you think this ability will be?”
Amber was momentarily stunned. In disbelief, she only spoke after half a minute. “So you mean… the magic circles can change or transform everyone into a magician? Have you gone mad from looking at the sun for too long in the last couple of days?”
Gawain ignored the latter part of her response even though she deserved to be punched for it. Instead, he shook his head good-humoredly and responded, “They won’t be able to turn everyone into a magic user, of course, but they’d allow everyone to access an extraordinary power. I’m afraid that Herti hasn’t realized the true significance of the magic circles. They aren’t as simple as ‘something a bad caster creates out of basic runes’. Their significance lies in the three words, ‘universality, commonality, and accessibility’. In order for his daughter, who has no magical talent, to receive magic, the rogue mage drew up a magic circle that could provide a constant and adjustable output of magic. And before this… no distinguished mage in the world had thought of a concept like this, because these mages had always completed this process with their own hands.”
Amber was unable to understand Gawain’s train of thought. “Isn’t it more powerful to be able to control magic with your own, rather than borrow power from a huge magic circle like that rogue mage?”
Gawain looked into Amber’s eyes. “A giant mountain ape is able to crush a brown bear’s head with a slap, but a human can only do the same thing with the aid of a warhammer. Who do you think is more powerful?”
Amber uttered, “… Huh?”
 
Gawain did not reply to Amber, who was in a state of shock and thought. Instead, he stood up and went towards the opening of the tent.
The treasure left behind by the rogue mage not only included the magic circle, but also extensive research notes in his notebook. As an “underachiever” who was extremely limited in his spellcasting ability, he had to make up his shortcomings with calculations and progressive ideas, which were detailed in his notebook. Gawain had been deeply surprised when he had first read it. He was in disbelief that they had been recorded by a person who had lived in the Middle Ages of ignorance and repression.


Automatic operation, compatible transmission interface, a control interface designed for “dummies”, and even rune arrangements based on geometry, simplified rune formulae…
If it had not been for the open-mindedness he learned from his other world, these “uncivilized struggles” would have probably been swept into the trash as he adopted the views of the majority here. This was because any caster who reached a mid-level casting ability would actually be able to skip the stops recorded in the rogue mage’s notebook directly as a result of various metamagic skills. These spellcasters would never have entertained the fantastic thought of “allowing untalented magic users or the ungifted to gain the ability to control magic”.
Those formidable mages who could single-handedly wave around big fires or lightning were perhaps deserving of fear, but to Gawain, it was only until an untalented rogue mage separated magic from being a “gift” to a tool and liberated it from his own hands, that this mysterious and powerful skill became sublime, for it transformed from a fist into a weapon.
It was a breakthrough akin to the first time humans tied a stone to a stick and killed beasts a few times larger than themselves.
What was unfortunate was that the humans of this world were still making warhammers after hundreds of thousands of years.
Gawain felt like it was time he equipped a rocket booster onto this warhammer…
Aside from having to study how to construct the treasured magic circle with Rebecca Cecil, the process of clearing what would be the Cecil’s land began when most of their manpower arrived on the third day.
Food, clothing, shelter and transportation. No matter how many noble plans Gawain had that involved steam powered engines and rocket-propelled hammers, he had to first ensure that the stomachs of his people were filled.
They had procured sufficient supplies of food in Tanzan Town, and the King had even promised to supply the territory with food and cloth for their first year. However, these were only for transitional usage, and long-term survival required self-sufficiency. Although it was not impossible to use resources from the mines to purchase grain from neighboring lords, Gawain, as a pioneer from China, had the same compulsion that most Chinese people had—
An obsessive compulsion with regards to avoiding food shortages.
  Till the land! Sow the crops! How dare he sleep before ten acres of land were tilled? How could he have the shame to declare that he had claimed a territory without planting two vegetable gardens in the backyard? Since ancient times, there was only one standard to ensure expansion and permanency in a territory—that is, to create agricultural land!


Of course, this thought was natural. However, in a world of extraordinary power, Gawain was well aware that he still had a lot to learn.
There was a piece of simple logic to it— after learning that it was possible for the human race in this world to make iron by burning straw with only the power of runes, who could guarantee that a pile of manure could surpass local primitive technology?
What was more, in a situation where he was uncertain about the physics of this world, Gawain could not be certain that the memories and knowledge he gained from his time on Earth was also useful here. What if even the behavior of the microorganisms of this world was not even in accordance with his understanding of the basic laws…
But whatever the intricacies, the basic idea of farming as an indication to settle was always a good one.
Gawain walked over to where the land was being reclaimed. Everything here was still at their initial stages—Rebecca had taken some time to visit the day before and had shot fireballs amongst the weeds and shrubs in this wasteland, creating a perfectly charred piece of land. Today, the farmer serfs were digging deep into the soil, turning the rich ash into the ground as they removed the stones that were buried inside as well.
Gawain was delighted to see the performance of his orders here. A wooden plaque was inserted into the ground of the vast wasteland every hundred paces, dividing the whole reclaimed area into many homogeneous plots. The laborers worked within the boundaries of their plots, while several other groups of people traversed across the plots in preparation to excavate ditches. On the edge of the reclaimed land, a temporary wooden shed had been set up, and this was where Herti and a few others stayed to keep track of work progress and also record the withdrawal and return of tools by the various groups of workers.
Also, a large pot on a stove was in the wooden shed, and the reclaimants ate their lunch nearby.
The laborers were no longer surprised by Gawain’s appearances—this “eccentric aristocratic Lord” was always hanging out in the noisy and rambling construction sites and even making it a point to talk to the mud-covered men. At first, this made many feel uneasy, but now…
Even though they were still anxious, their unease had faded tremendously especially after Gawain had instituted the two promises that “all hardworking laborers will be fed” and “exceptionally hard workers will have meat in their meals” that went into immediate effect. Since then, the commoners and serfs on the land had put their trust in their trustworthy and famed Lord and became quite familiar with him.
Gawain made his way through the busy fields to the wooden shed at the edge of the field. There, Herti was standing with a dark-skinned farmer and the two of them were discussing something seriously while Knight Philip was standing guard beside them.
 
Gawain, who was almost two meters tall, had plenty of presence. As he approached, Herti looked up and stood. The farmer, whose back was to him, turned around as well. Upon seeing that it was his Lord, he bowed hurriedly. “Your Lordship…”


“Don’t be nervous.” Gawain waved a hand. “I’m only here to see what’s going on.”
He then turned curiously to the man who looked like a farmer, but had been discussing something with Herti. “Are you a farming expert?”
In the language of the Loren Continent, “expert” and “scholar” were the same word. Upon hearing that Gawain had addressed him as such, he shook his hands nervously and fearfully, saying, “I cannot be compared to great learned persons… I am only a farmer…”
“His name is Norris.” Sensing the situation, Herti made the introductions. “He’s a farmer and is skilled in his work. I was looking for someone to answer questions with regards to clearing and farming the land, and found him.”
 
Gawain looked Norris over. He looked like a typical medieval farmer with his tanned skin, skinny frame, large hands and heavy feet, and a humble expression on his face. He seemed like he was about forty or fifty, or maybe even older, but Gawain was unsure of his real age—every person who labored hard and suffered from malnutrition aged prematurely in spite of the fact that the humans in this world lived longer than Earthlings because they had better health. The aristocrats had an average lifespan of a hundred to a hundred and fifty years old (this was before magic was even used to prolong life), but in reality, more than 90 percent of the population in this world was unhealthy and many laborers looked aged despite only being in their twenties.
The commoners in the Cecil Clan had been at least able to feed and clothe themselves and live a longer life than those of other clans, but premature aging brought on by laboring was still something that was unavoidable.
Norris the farmer rolled his neck nervously under Gawain’s gaze and smiled humbly.
However, it was this humble smile that startled Gawain a little.
How long had it been since had seen such a smile on the faces of the poor in this world?
Chapter 56: The Problem of God
Like the vast majority of commoners of this age (referred to as lower class by the nobles), Norris had a natural fear of the nobles. Even though the current Viscount Cecil and Gawain, who had only become the new lord recently, were friendly enough, the habits that had accumulated over the decades could not be changed so easily. It took him great effort to finally be able to communicate normally with Herti, now that Gawain appeared, the farmer could not help but become nervous again.
But besides the nervousness and humbleness in his expression, Gawain saw in Norris’ eyes something different from other civilians. At first he did not realize what it was until half a minute later. He did not see the apathetic look on his face that was common among most of the civilians.
He was nervous, timid, humble, reverent, but not apathetic. There was still a lively glimmer in those pair of sunken eye sockets with wrinkles accumulated from all the years of labor.
No wonder Herti found such a farmer to discuss the cultivation of land. Norris did possess the capability to “discuss”.
“How’s this land?” Gawain asked in a gentle tone.
Norris extended three fingers like a seedling and made a gesture of prayer at his chest. “May the Goddess of Harvest, Eve, bless this place. I never thought that there could be arable land in the Dark Range. The terrain is flat. The water is easy to access. The soil is very fertile, and there aren’t many stones in the soil. There is really no better place to open up for agriculture. Now that we are halfway through Harvest Month, it is too late to grow rice, but we can plant sweet-wood roots and fire-leafs. By planting the sweet-wood roots in the soil over winter, a good harvest can be obtained in the coming spring. Fire-leafs can be planted beside the sweet-wood roots. With the fertility of the sweet-wood roots, the fire-leafs would be able to grow very quickly and we can harvest them once before Fog Month this year. Next spring, the rhizomes of the fire-leafs and the vines of sweet-wood roots will decompose and become fertilizer. With that, we can grow grains. As long as the rain can keep up, everyone could be well-fed.”
The sweet-wood roots and fire-leafs that Norris mentioned were crops of this world. In fact, most of the plants and animals that Gawain saw in this world were very different from his home world. Even if the names were the same, the real thing was completely different. He could only rely on the “memory of the ancient” stored in his mind to help him understand these things. From Norris’ answer, he confirmed that the agricultural technology of this world was not as poor as he imagined it to be. At least the farmer understood the concepts of mixing crops to increase yield, using waste such as rhizomes and leaves as fertilizers, and the proper use of fertile lands. Although this knowledge was likely to be limited to his own experience, not rigorous enough to form a body of study, it was enough evidence to indicate that people in this era were not simply casting out seeds and hoping for the best.
Unfortunately, the Gawain Cecil’s memories did not include everything. Even the fiercest pioneering heroes would not be knowledgeable in all things. In agriculture, Gawain realized that he could not simply rely on the memory stored in his brain. Thus he had to rely on the expert before him.
He roughly understood the expected yields of several crops, and Norris continued answering. At the end, the old farmer added, “These are the yields that we can obtain by using the plant fertilizers in addition to the land’s original fertility. And this way of farming would deplete the land’s fertility quickly. No matter how fertile the land is, the land should still be rested every two to three years. Actually, the yield isn’t that high… ”
Gawain frowned. He knew that the world had no concept of “artificial fertilizers”, neither did he see the possibility of local raw materials being used to produce the artificial fertilizers. The periodic table might not even be compatible. So he asked, “How do people typically increase production and maintain fertility?”
 
Herti responded, “It would be best if you could reach out to the Church of the Three Goddesses of Fertility, the Goddess of Harvest, Eve, the Goddess of Spring, Flora, and the Goddess of Nature and Life, Gaia. Their priests are proficient in the rituals involving nature and plants. But in the desolate southern borders, which has never been an important food-producing area, the main shrines of the fertility gods are centralized in the Plains of the Holy Spirits in the central region. And with the current state of our territory… I’m afraid it will be difficult to attract the attention of the priests. ”
Just then, Knight Philip suddenly piped up, “There is a small church for the Goddess of Nature in Tanzan Town. Perhaps the priests there could be of help? I remember we used to send someone to Tanzan Town every three to five years to request the priest to bless the land…”


“That priest will be returning to the headquarters of the Goddess of Nature at the Plains of the Holy Spirits this year to receive a ‘revelation’ and will only be back a year later.” Herti shook her head. “We can’t count on it.”
Gawain frowned slightly. He never thought that the problem would involve gods.
He knew that there were many gods and churches in this world. Even back then when he was hovering in the sky, he had seen religious wars occur several times. Although he could not hear anything, he could easily tell what was going on just by looking at all kinds of religious symbols and the many churches and temples present. Although this continent had undergone many changes, to have even experienced a disaster such as “The Dark Wave”, which was akin to as a reshuffling of civilization, religions continued to tangle themselves around mortals like vines.
The gods were a part of this world’s civilization.
However, as a transmigrator, or a transmigrator who had been hovering over the sky for many years, Gawain naturally maintained an attitude of keeping a respectful distance from gods.
It was not that he was so stubborn to the point that he would firmly reject the notion of gods in fantasy world like this. There was already magic in this world, and his two great great great great… great granddaughters could even cast huge fireballs. Moreover, there were also those priests who were proficient in real rituals. Thus, it would be futile for him to reject these gods.
It was just his instinctual response of not wanting to deal with something that transcended knowledge, experience, and logic.
Having hovered over the sky for many years, he saw countless people fighting and killing in the name of gods. Gawain Cecil had lived for 35 years. During this time, he witnessed up close priests performing rituals. It was a kind of power totally different from magic. There was no need to chant incantations or skills. Instead, it required a pious heart and a lifestyle that strictly adhered to various religious disciplines. By using these methods similar to practicing “self-restraint” and some specific “spiritual gifts”, humans would be able to use divine, supernatural power.
  It was said that all the rituals in the world and all the knowledge about gods originated from the ancient “eternal stone tablet”, and that legendary stone tablet had been broken and lost after the period of the first settlement. Now, there were only a few large churches in the world called the “central sects” which keep the scattered fragments of the stone tablet in their headquarters, but even though the stone tablet was already broken, the knowledge and power of the gods were still working today.
However, Gawain had never seen a real god.
At least not in this continent. The sky… He did not know if there were any in the sky. After all, he was not able to look up then. Thus, he could not know if there might be a white-bearded old man holding a spotlight standing in space…


But no matter where the gods actually lived, Gawain maintained an attitude of three parts respect and seven parts cautiousness toward these powers that were hard to understand with logic.
Magic power could still be studied and understood through calculation and reasoning. Although it was supernatural, it was actually still a natural power that could be analyzed. However, rituals required that you devote yourself to the belief, even to the extent of aligning one’s personality and thoughts to “god’s spiritual nature” so as to only gain a little insight. This meant that if he wanted to study gods, he must first become a believer and be infinitely reverent toward gods. Once he had entered this state… how could he still study gods?
Gawain shook his head and tossed these questions aside for now. In any case, it would be very difficult to get the church’s attention on account of this inhospitable environment. He looked at Herti and continued to ask about increasing the production of crops, “If we can’t count on the three goddesses of fertility, is there any other way to solve the problem of increasing production?”
“Increasing production… To be honest, with the conditions of these lands, and the first year of food provided by the King, actually we are not short of food.” Herti frowned. “There are only about 800 people in the territory. We can feed all of them.”
“But we can’t just have 800 people forever. In fact, I have already planned to increase the population by purchasing serfs and attracting pioneers.” Gawain shook his head. Herti obviously still did not understand the value of people. “The food problem is a fundamental problem that we would have to deal with sooner or later.”
Herti did not understand the value of people, but Norris understood the importance of food. He thought about it seriously and replied boldly, “In addition to rituals, another way is to ask the druids for help. The alchemical potions made by forest druids can effectively increase food production. Although their potions are less effective than rituals, it is better at protecting the soil. In addition, they usually also have some plant-based spells, which are very helpful for crop growth.”
Hearing that, Gawain’s eyes lit up. This option sounded great!
 
And upon hearing that druids made alchemical potions to increase the fertility of the land… Could those alchemical potions be this world’s equivalent of artificial fertilizers? Or something of similar effect?
In any case, if it could be prepared using a fixed method (and with the potential of mass production), be easily used, produce a relatively stable gain in crop yield, regardless of the nature of the alchemical potions, Gawain decided to name them “fertilizers”!
Besides, this kind of “fertilizer” actually had a role in protecting the soil!
He asked eagerly, “Where can I find the druids?”


Norris looked at Herti awkwardly, and Herti frowned slightly. “This is another problem… There are not many druids living amongst humans. They are usually centralized in the west near Moss Woods, and in the south… you could say that they are very uncommon in these parts. The Cecil territory has almost never made any deals with druids before. I don’t know where to find them either.”
 
Gawain showed a disappointed expression while Knight Philip said thoughtfully, “But because of their legacies, druids and elves have been close. Almost every druid legacy can be traced back to elves, including gray elves and silver elves…”
The gazes of those present fell upon Amber, who was behind Gawain. Then Amber’s pointed ears suddenly quivered.
Gawain’s face instantly drooped. “Come on. You call this elven disgrace an elf? Which druid would care for a dishonorable…”
Before he could finish speaking, Amber’s voice rang, “Speaking of which… I think I really do know a druid!”
Gawain, “?!”
Chapter 57: Elves, Coins, and Irrigation
As soon as Amber’s voice fell, Gawain turned his head and stared at her fixedly, giving her the creeps. “What… what’s the meaning of that look of yours…”
Gawain looked as if he was staring at an alien. “Why would you know a druid?”
“Why can’t I know a druid!” Amber had her arms akimbo. “At the very least, I’m a half-elf, okay? All the druid factions in the world originated from elves, don’t you know?”
If it was anyone else with pointed ears who said that it would have been convincing, but not when this elven disgrace said it. Gawain looked up and down for awhile at the bandit girl still looking bold and confident in justifying herself, then he finally came out and said, “You mean you know him in the sense that you stole something from this guy, and he tried to chase and kill you?”
“That’s an insult!” Amber jumped up instantly. “How could anyone catch me stealing!”
Gawain: “…”
Why did it seem like there was something off about her rebuttal?
However, although he verbally doubted her, from the look of her, she seemed like she really did know a druid, and she even introduced him like she was a salesperson, “Lemme tell you, this guy I know is not just a druid, but a scholarly druid. He knows a bit of everything. His druid faction is the proper ‘Forest Heart’. He is particularly good at dealing with plants and animals. He is absolutely reliable…”
Gawain could finally believe her words, but he did not probe about how Amber and the mysterious druid came to know each other or his name and origin. Obviously, it would not be polite to ask these questions now. After listening to Amber’s sales pitch, he asked only two questions, “Can you still reach him now? If so, how long will it take you to bring him here?”
“It’s easy to reach him even though people say that druids are hard to find, but this guy that I know of has a rather fixed area where he operates. He’s just in the area along the southern borders. As for how long it will take to bring him here…”
 
As Amber continued talking, she kept giving Gawain the meaningful look. “I could use shadow walk when getting to him, but to get back, I’m afraid I would have to come back using the normal way and hurry the pace. How fast we come back will depend on the means of transportation, you know?”
Gawain immediately understood what she was meaning to say. With a wave of his large hand, he placed a few coins in her hand. “Go and buy new shoes.”


Amber stared at him. “… I won’t take this! And you should at least give me some money to give the guy a down payment, right? Even if we are acquaintances, you still have to pay to employ him, okay!”
“Why didn’t you say that earlier?” Gawain was only joking with Amber. After all, it was fun to see the girl jumping up and down, but putting jokes aside, he grabbed some more gold and silver strips that were compressed into uniform sizes from his other pocket. “Take it. Get it done, and whatever remains is all yours.”
Amber immediately took the glistening treasures.
Because the mint required to make coins was not yet ready, “Cecil currency” was still merely a concept. Thus for the time being, Gawain asked the craftsmen to get some gold and silver from the treasury and turn them into smaller pieces for trading with the rest of the world.
Using precious metals directly for trading was not uncommon in this world. Moreover, trading was still very primitive. Gold and silver with a certain degree of purity were considered as currencies. Usually, gold and silver were made into coins just because it was easier to carry, inspect, and count. But merchants also accepted using gold and silver directly for transactions. It was just that this type of transaction would include the additional process of inspection of purity and calculation. Thus when buying goods directly with gold and silver, the price would be increased slightly.
Of course, this was all based on the premise of the currency’s credibility. If there came a day when the impurities in the nobles’ coinage reached a level that could hurt the merchants, then the unofficial gold and silver bullion would in turn prevail over the currencies issued by the royal family and the grand dukes and become the main form of currency, and if you used gold and silver coins to buy things, it would instead be more expensive.
This was why the emblem of the god of trade was a pair of scales. On the two sides of the scales were placed a pair of scissors and an eye. The scissors and the scales were both things that the merchants carried with them. The former was used to cut gold and silver strips while the latter was used for weighing. As for the eye, merchants needed good eyesight in order to tell the purity of the metals.
Actually, if not for Gawain’s obsessive-compulsive disorder, that he wanted to cast the metals into refined and unique coins, he could totally use a simpler and cruder method to make the coins. He just needed to cast the metals into round rods, then cut them into thin slices. Then use a steel seal to apply Cecil’s emblem. In Anzu’s year 536, the Grand Duke of the West used this method in order to save time and labor and reduce the cost. The coins in that year were thusly nicknamed “the miser’s extortion toll money”. It was because at that time, the western law required that all merchants entering the western region must exchange one-third of their coins for the western coins. And whenever crossing any checkpoints, they had to use these inferior coins to pay the tolls.
This world’s currency and economy were just so perplexing.
Amber left happily, and the half-elf girl almost ran away floating as everyone watched. Herti could not help but worry. “She’s not going to run away with those pieces of gold and silver, is she…”
“Embezzling funds?” Gawain muttered. In his brooding, he wondered if that elven disgrace might actually be capable of such a thing…


Never mind. At this juncture, he should just have some trust in her. He had nothing else to count on anyways.
There was no one else who claimed to know druids, was there?
  After Amber left, Gawain turned his attention back to the issue on the cultivation of the land.
Norris, the old farmer, had kept his head down quietly and waited, unlike the ordinary poor people who would fidget, glance around, and rush to speak. Instead, he seemed as if he was waiting for Gawain to ask questions.
“Is there any other problems in this land?” Gawain asked. “It is best to bring up any problems that might arise as early as possible.”
“If I must say, I would say that the land is higher than the river bank, making it hard for the water to be channeled into the canals. We would have to dig ditches from upstream or wells,” Norris replied. “But the good thing is that during torrential rains, we don’t have to worry about flooding of the land.”
Channeling water… If there was a pump or some lifting machinery, this would be an easy problem to solve. Or perhaps, they could rely on the “characteristic technology” of this world by finding a mage specializing in water elements to perform the irrigation. But obviously the second way is unreliable. Once the the camp starts normal operation, there would only be increasing amount of responsibilities on Herti’s plate. She would no longer have the opportunity to come over and serve as a human water pump. If they were to hire an official mage to be responsible for irrigating the land… Not even the Violet Kingdom in the north or the elves in the south would do something so extravagant. Besides, even if there was no limit to Cecil’s monetary resources, how many mages would be willing to do “dirty work” that only the lower class would do?
They would rather take half the compensation to set off fireworks for banquets at the King’s or nobles’ castles to please those aristocratic madames and misses who stuff themselves with pills to the extent of getting the deathly pale complexion that made them look neither humans nor like ghosts.
Thus Gawain immediately dismissed the idea of finding a mage to be a human water pump, and instead considered the solution from a mechanical perspective. Of course, if he were to do things the way that was usually done in this world, the way that the nobles would solve such problems would be to put more serfs to work. But in Gawain’s opinion, it was too much of a waste to use manpower on such matters.
Just then, an ancient and effective machinery came to mind. “Have you ever heard of something called a waterwheel?”
Herti, Norris, and Knight Philip were all dumbstruck.


Sure enough, no one had heard of such a thing.
Gawain looked at Herti. “Do you have pen and paper?”
After getting the pen and paper, Gawain began to make a simple sketch. It was a tall wheel-like structure supported by spokes. On the outer edge of the “wheel” were fixed neatly arranged inclined drums and wooden boards. On the side of this “wheel” was drawn a water channel that extended outward.
Due to limited time, he only drew a part of the waterwheel’s structure, and it was a rough drawing. But this simple yet astounding machine had an amazingly simple principle. He only needed to give a brief explanation. “This thing is a waterwheel. The river water flows underneath, pushing these wooden boards, driving the rotation of the waterwheel. Then the waterwheel will carry the water-filled drums to the top, and the water is poured into this channel. This process will continue, resulting in the water being raised to a higher ground. How high it can go depends on how big the waterwheel is, and as long as the materials are strong enough.”
With that said, he added, “Of course, this is just a sketch. The principle is also very simple, and many different models can be built based upon this principle…”
 
Herti was speechless as she was totally enthralled by this simple yet incredible contraption.
She could easily deduce that this machine would absolutely be useful. But before seeing this sketch, she really never thought that such a thing could exist.
It did not need manpower, nor did it require any extraordinary powers. It could work around the clock, perform work that would otherwise require lots of serfs, and it was driven by the power of nature.
She suddenly experienced “beauty” upon seeing such a machinery, a word that would normally not be associated with such a crude structure.
However, Gawain still sighed. “Unfortunately there is no bamboo here, otherwise it would be much easier to build…”
 
Herti did not catch what he said. “Ah? What did you just say?”


“No, nothing.” Gawain waved his hand. “Do you have any thoughts about this machine?”
Herti was about to say that it was a genius design when she saw Norris pick up a pen and draw something on a blank piece of paper. The old farmer said as he sketched. “If we were to set it directly at the river bank of the White River, it would be prone to be affected by the river’s condition. It would not be useful during the dry season. If another channel could be dug from the river, during the dry season…”
Noting the sudden silence around him, Norris quivered and immediately threw the pen away fearfully, trembling as he stepped back, “Lord, I was only…”
However, Gawain’s response surprised him. “Can you write?”
Chapter 58: Norris’ Story
Gawain’s sudden question put Norris in a moment of stupefaction. He was ready to be reprimanded, but he did not expect to be asked such a question. Should he answer yes or no? Had he broken the law?
After thinking about it for a long time, the old farmer decided to be honest. Because there was more than one person who knew that he could read and write. If the Lord were to seek out others to learn about the truth, he would then be really breaking the law.
“Yes… Lord,” Norris said nervously, clutching the buttons at his chest, “I learned… to read and write.”
Gawain raised his eyebrows and thought that it was just as he had suspected.
Although Norris had not written a word just now and only drew a sketch, from his form while holding the pen, it was easy to make some inferences. There was a huge difference between how a literate person and an illiterate person held a pen. In a world that was mostly filled with illiterates, he had already seen how illiterate people held pens and drew lines on paper in a clumsy way. The way that the farmer held the pen was obviously of a proper form.
Even Herti looked at Norris a little surprised. It seemed that she had only just noticed that.
“Don’t worry. Being able to write isn’t a violation of the law. Teaching others to read and write isn’t against the law either.” Gawain realized that his sudden questioning might have scared the docile farmer. Thus he said in a gentler tone, “Who taught you to read and write?”
With the Lord’s word, Norris felt a little more at ease. He rubbed his hands and gave a slightly embarrassed smile. “Lord, you might laugh… but I almost entered a church and became a priest to serve the Goddess of Harvest. I learned to read and write from a teacher back then…”
The son of a farmer almost entered a church and became a priest?
Gawain was immediately interested in such a peculiar story, so upon his inquiry, Norris’ story was finally made known.
 
Norris did come from a peasant household. They were a family of freemen who lived in Cecil territory for generations. Although they had some plots of poor land, but like most commoners of this era, he lived a life with just enough food and warm clothes. Originally, like most commoners, he would be tied to the land all his life to work on the planting and irrigation, and the only way he would come into contact with the priests and churches, of the higher classes, was to go to church in town every so often to pray, or to listen to priests who came to the countryside to preach. But at the age of eight, an opportunity came knocking before Norris and his parents.
A harvest goddess priest on a missionary trip from the Plains of the Holy Spirits came to Cecil territory and temporarily resided in the village where Norris lived. To the farmers, it was very rare and lucky to see the priests of the three goddesses of fertility come by. So everyone in the village immediately gathered their money, and in accordance with the rules of the three goddesses of fertility, the village elder took a few children to offer as a “gift” to the priest, so that the priest would bless the village’s arable land.


Then the priest looked at Norris, who was eight years old, and said, “This child can bring blessings to the land. He is favored by the goddess of harvest.”
Just because of what the priest said, after the priest left, Norris’ parents almost sold all the valuables in the house, and the old people in the village were also finding ways to gather money. They also went to the old knight in the manor and asked for a travel pass. Finally, they sent Norris to the Goddess of Nature’s church in Tanzan Town, making him a “slave apprentice”. Although the three goddesses of fertility were of three independent sects, they had close ties. The Goddess of Nature, as the highest goddess among the three goddesses, her shrine usually also enshrined the Goddess of Harvest and the Goddess of Spring. And the candidates to become priests of the three goddesses would generally receive the same teachings before their formal blessings. After completing the education, they would choose, according to their “spiritual gifts”, which goddess to worship. Thus, when there was no church of the Goddess of Harvest around, sending Norris to the church of Goddess of Nature was the only option for his parents at that time.
Norris studied in the shrine for five years. After that, he obtained the appraisal results from a higher-level church.
“The apprentice does not have the spiritual gift for the goddesses of fertility.”
To this day, Norris still remembered how joyful the people in the village were when this result was sent to the village, because they were totally illiterate, and the messenger who sent the message was dead drunk and did not tell the villagers and Norris’ parents what the letter said.
It was not until Norris returned to the village with his own luggage that everyone knew that the letter was not good news from the church.
Norris told his story quietly. The wrinkle-filled face did not show joy nor sorrow, but there was only calmness in his deeply set eyes, as if those things were indeed things of the past and no longer mattered to him. “The few years after were very difficult to get by. We had not repaid our debts. We had no more money at home. My father did not survive that winter, but our lives still had to go on. We still had to repay the debts owed to everyone.”
  “Thus my mother took my brother and sister to visit the castle of the viscount. Oh, the Viscount Cecil then was Lady Rebecca’s father. We went to kowtow to the viscount, told him that we could not get by any longer. The viscount was very kind and waived off the field tax that we had to pay and lent us seeds and a half-pocket of foodstuff. We relied on those seeds and food. With also the exceptionally good crop yield for the vegetables that year, we managed to survive.”
“After that, I worked the land honestly and helped people with odd jobs. I did work that would take two or three people by myself. I also knew how to read. Whenever merchants came to the village, I would help to calculate the weight. In that way, I could also exchange it for a few loaves of bread. After a few years, we repaid the debt, and also the seeds and food that the viscount had given us…”
Norris slowly looked up, with a face filled with pride. “During the year when my mother died, our family had a feast of meat.”
Norris’ story came to an end. Gawain only frowned, but Herti could not help but hold her chest. “I… I never knew this happened in our territory… We have been doing our best to give alms…”


“Alms can’t save anyone, because it doesn’t solve the problem at its root. Moreover, this kind of thing happens every day. It’s just that you can’t see it in the castle.” Gawain shook his head. Then he looked curiously at Norris. “I noticed your hand gesture… You still believe in the Goddess of Harvest even now?”
“I do. Why shouldn’t I?” The wrinkles on Norris’ face piled up. “The Goddess of Harvest protects. A good or bad harvest would determine the lives and deaths of the family. Which farmer doesn’t believe in the Goddess of Harvest?”
Gawain looked at him quietly. “Even after you suffered so much because of this belief?”
Norris was silent for a moment. Then his head drooped. “Lord, it’s just my lousy life. How can I blame it on the gods? And compared to others, I have at least learned some things and know how to read even though knowing how to read is not very useful for people like us.”
“Knowing how to read will not be useless.” Gawain looked at the farmer seriously. “Norris, you have good farming skills, right?”
 
At the mention of this, Norris was even more proud. “Lord, I dare not claim any other achievements, but when it comes to farming, my craftsmanship is excellent. If not, how could I have survived those arduous days?”
Gawain asked again, “You are also literate in language and in numbers and have received education from the church, so the new rules that I asked Herti to read to all of you and the forms I designed to record the workload should be easy to understand for you, right? If I were to ask you to fill out forms and calculate the land and yield, can you do it?”
This time, Norris first nodded, and then hesitantly asked, “Lord, are you going to let me be… a supervisor?”
Up to this point, due to Gawain’s implementation of a labor system that required counting and evaluation, those supervisors who used to brandish their whips but were illiterate were already irrelevant. The supervisors in the territory were all warriors of the clan that Herti personally took charge of (part of the clan’s warriors were knight’s chamberlains, whom at least were a little numerically literate and could write some simple words). Thus Norris could not help thinking about this upon hearing Gawain’s question.
“No, not just a supervisor. In fact, if you can do it, I plan to let you manage the whole process of opening up the land for agriculture and even the food production in the later stages,” Gawain said, “Of course, I cannot give you so much authority at once, nor can I allow you to do it however you please. I will have Herti ‘assess’ you and tell you what you need to do.”
 
Norris’ expression suddenly changed. “Lor… Lord! I don’t quite understand… Are you making me your butler? But butlers don’t just manage food…”


“This is a job, but it’s not a butler,” Gawain laughed. “If you need a title, you can call it… Agricultural Manager. And I have to tell you this first. This position is different from all the positions in the past. You cannot pass it on as a title from generation to generation unless your child has enough talent. It is not permanent either. If you do not perform well, or if you violate Cecil law using your position, you will be removed and punished. From now on, this will be the same for the many positions I will establish. Do you understand?”
If Gawain did not warn them about the many conditions, perhaps Norris might still be afraid to accept this “good fortune” because this good fortune seemed very much like the priest, whom when he was eight years old, came to the village and said that he could “receive god’s favor”. But with Gawain’s warning, he instead gave it serious thought and determined that it should be real.
An ordinary poor man would not think like him, but Norris would, because he had been educated, and even if this education was nearly the death of him, he also learned “logic” from this experience.
So after thinking for some time, the old farmer nodded vigorously. “Lord, if you trust me… Norris will take care of every field you assign to me, and every food that grow on this land!”
Chapter 59: Management Issues
Gawain knew that Norris had no idea what the “position” actually meant or what kind of new administration would soon be implemented in this land. He was still in a confused state, caught in the joy of soon becoming a “respectable person”, but this old farmer probably could not even imagine the lifestyle of those respectable people in towns and cities.
But that was fine because what Gawain wanted to establish in this world was an unprecedented new order. It was not only Norris who could not imagine it, even Herti and Rebecca also could not imagine it.
He knew that he had to be cautious and take things steadily and under control as they moved forward in order to prevent being too impatient and be caught in the backlash from this era’s conservatives, but he had no choice but to do it. The recent alerts from the satellite monitoring station still rang in his ears. If the Dark Wave was truly inevitable, doing something was better than doing nothing.
When Norris left, Herti finally could not help but ask, “Ancestor, do you really intend for him to manage your fields?”
Gawain knew that Herti would have doubts, so he was not at all surprised. He only looked at her with a faint smile. “Anything wrong with that?”
“Although he is literate, he…” Herti was going to say that he was poor, but on second thought, she rephrased it, “I’m afraid that he might lack the knowledge, and he does not know of the rules of the upper class. If you let him manage your fields, I’m afraid he will screw things up and even get punished for no reason.”
Gawain just looked at Herti quietly until she appeared to show unease, and then he asked, “Where is this upper class you’re referring to?”
Herti was stunned.
Gawain smiled and pointed his finger to the surroundings. “Look around. In this empty piece of land, there is no upper class, nor are there any aristocratic etiquette or rules of being a lower class citizen. Throw all those old ideas into the scorched soil of the old Cecil territory! In this land, everything starts from scratch. Rules, laws, guidelines, everything will be brand new!”
Herti stared blankly at the land that was being opened for agriculture and the camp that had already begun to take shape in the distance. Here, there was no towering castle or the poor people’s small houses. The camp was being built according to the strict principles of “orderliness, hygiene, efficiency, and space for future development”. Here, there were no rules like “houses of the poor are not to face the castle”, ” noble estates must be separated from the homes of the poor by at least one street”, “serfs are forbidden to live in the intermediate or inner districts”.
 
She vaguely understood what Gawain meant.
Gawain looked at Herti. He knew that her traditional aristocratic views were not deep-seated. Being a noble of a declined clan, the tough situation was the best motivation for one to start using their brains more. Cecil Clan had been excluded from the core circle of nobles in recent generations. Thus, they would become more and more “unlike aristocrats”. Take Herti for example, she would even go to the construction site to help with work. Thus there was absolutely no problem with how flexible her mentality was. It was just that the habit and social constraints brought by being an aristocrat were not easy to deal with, so she instinctively thought that a farmer from a poor family would not be qualified to help Gawain manage the territory even if he was literate with language and numbers, even more so since his position was to manage the most important problem of food.


Seeing the change in expression of this descendant, Gawain knew that she had already understood roughly, but she still needed a little push, so he went on to say, “As to whether a poor farmer can become a manager, do you know of the ancestor of the Franklin clan of the west and what he used to do?”
“Grand Duke of the West?” Herti was stunned for a moment. “I remember the history books saying that Franklin’s ancestor was in charge of steelworks, and was the “Iron General” of the expedition force…”
“Yes, he was a blacksmith but with monster-like strength. And he was talented and fortunate enough to grow up during the northern expedition.” Gawain smiled. “What do you think I used to do?”
Herti was already shocked upon learning about the truth of the original Grand Duke of the West. Now, she could not speak as confidently, “I remember in the history books… I think it said that you were a knight among knights, the first of all famous knights…”
“Yes, I was a knight apprentice. When I was fifteen, I finally learned my first combat skills, but before my teacher could write a letter of recommendation to the Lord, he got drunk and fell into the river and drowned. I was left with no other choice. So I wrote a recommendation letter myself, used the teacher’s stamp, and brought it to the Lord. But before I could get there, the Dark Wave broke out, and the Lord died. Then I met Charlie, who was escaping with a group of people. He said that the south had already turned into a huge mess, and to go south would only lead to more deaths. I told him, ‘I still have to be named a knight. I have been studying for years and finally managed to pass.’ Then, Charlie said a few wise words to me in front of everyone.”
Gawain paused deliberately, sure enough, Herti could not help but ask, “What wise words?”
“Let’s just name ourselves knights. The lords of the south are all dead anyways.”
Herti, “… Name yourselves?! You can do that?!”
“However, that was how it happened,” Gawain put away his smile as he looked at Herti. “A youngster with delusions of grandeur, proclaimed himself as the leader of the northern expedition, led a group of blacksmiths, carpenters, apprentices, and unemployed people who then identified as pioneering knights. They forced their way across the entire wasteland of Gondor and built a kingdom here. Do you think it was because we had noble bloodlines? Or were we all blessed by gods?”
Herti: “…”
“In the beginning, there were no nobles, but it was the ones who first got up and took things for themselves who became nobles.” Gawain pressed Herti’s shoulders (she was older, and he couldn’t just pat her head like he did with Rebecca), “Putting aside this difference, Anzu is just a kingdom established by a bunch of peasants. Now the land before us is exactly what Anzu was like when we established it. And I am going to implement some new rules on this land.”


Herti frowned slightly. She felt vaguely apprehensive, but she did not know what was off about it, “I… I can’t imagine what the future would be like if we really do it…”
“Yeah, it’s a bit too early for me to tell you about this.” Gawain nodded slightly. “But I believe you will be with me on this.”
  “Of course!” Herti replied without hesitation. “You are the cornerstone of this land! You are also the only person that Rebecca and I can count on…”
“Then I promise you one thing. Everything that I do will be to bring about prosperity and civilization to this land. As long as you follow me, you and Rebecca will witness an unprecedentedly powerful Cecil Clan,” Gawain said seriously, “Do you accept this promise?”
Herti nodded vigorously.
“Then let’s get back to the issue of management,” Gawain laughed. “The issue about allowing normal citizens or poor people to be involved in the management of the territory.”
“You have more ‘positions’ prepared?” Herti had guessed from earlier conversations what Gawain had in mind. “Although I don’t think there is anything wrong with it now, is it really necessary?”
Gawain looked up and down at Herti. This beautiful and graceful lady had been overworked in recent days that she was looking quite haggard. She had not even bothered to wash her face today, let alone talk about looking elegant.
She was responsible for almost all the work within the camp. With such an exhausted countenance, she actually did not realize that they had a lack of a management team…
“Do you think you can take care of all the internal affairs by yourself?” Gawain asked.
“It is getting quite tiring. But after all, we are in the starting phase. When we reach normal operation…”


“When we reach normal operation, you would not be able to handle it because you have never ‘managed’ before.” Gawain glanced at her from the corner of his eyes. “Have you ever done demographic statistics? Have you done production statistics? Have you done economic statistics? Have you done purchasing, sales, storage in previous years or developmental plans for the coming year? Let’s not even talk about this. Have you ever once understood how the cash flows into and out of the territory?”
Herti had swirly eyes. “… Huh?”
“Sending people to check how much grain is left in the granary at the end of the year and counting how many people still owe rent when they collect tax paid in grains does not count as much of the management of internal affairs.” Gawain gave an awkward chuckle. “I asked you and Rebecca to collect the names, ages, occupations, and family situation of those 800 people. Tell me honestly, what do you think of those forms?”
Herti submitted cheerfully. “It was indeed very convenient to use. For the first time, I was able to easily understand how many people we have in various occupations. And when assigning people for production, I can simply use the information from the forms instead of sending people to find out where those various kinds of craftsmen are…”
“There might come a day when the territory will have 8,000, or even 80,000 people. Are you and Rebecca still going to count them yourselves? There might come a day when the territory expands to the south of the Dark Range. Are you still going to cross over the mountain and knock on each door to ask about each family?”
Herti: “…”
 
“If you want to keep up the convenience, you have to have a ‘management team,'” Gawain spread open his hands. “And to build such an organization, we have to involve the citizens.”
Herti thought for a moment and frowned again. “But most people in the territory can’t even write their own names, so how…”
“That is the next stage of my plan,” Gawain said with a smile. “Teach them to read.”
Herti: “…”
She was probably left speechless more times today than over her whole lifetime.


 
Gawain gave Herti some time to think about it while he looked at the people not too far away who were reporting progress to their supervisors.
Results could not be obtained overnight.
It would take time to establish a new order. To build a society in this new order would be even more difficult. And to build a kingdom on top of that… would probably take many more years.
There were only 800 people in the territory now. It was true that Herti managed to deal with it on her own. Perhaps with Rebecca, who was not quite competent, there could be fireballs to liven things up…. and clear the wasteland or whatnot, but if they wanted to work towards the long term plan, there were some foundations that must be established step by step from now on.
==========
Chapter 60: Rebecca’s Big Project
Herti did not know what her seven hundred-year old ancestor was thinking about at this moment and was doomed to not understand the plans that she thought was too remote and grand. However, she, too, seemed to be affected and motivated as she followed Gawain’s gaze and looked towards the lively and energetic campgrounds.
A land built from scratch, an entirely new order, a promising future—Herti thought she had passed the stage of impressionable girlhood, but at this moment, she still could not help but hope and look forward for better things to happen on this land.
This was what set her apart from traditional aristocrats—traditional aristocrats could not anticipate change.
“Just keep to yourself what I told you today, for now,” Gawain reminded Herti as he whipped his head back suddenly. “These matters are too progressive. The people would not understand if they hear about it, but if the aristocrats were told… and don’t understand it, they’ll regard you as a lunatic, and if they do, they will think you a deadly enemy.”
Herti was startled, but she was intelligent and understood Gawain’s meaning quickly.
The new order, even though there only appeared to be glimpses of it for now, there were enough issues to strike a nerve in the sensitive aristocrats. It might indeed bring prosperity to the land, but that prosperity might not be palatable to the traditional aristocrats.
After all, they were unlike the Cecils, and were still living splendid lives.
“I understand, but can I tell this to Rebecca?” Herti nodded, but pursed her lips and shook her head immediately after. “That child perhaps may not be able to understand something so complicated…”
“No, you’ve underestimated her.” Gawain laughed. “Rebecca is actually smarter than you think, just that her intellect has not been expressed through the right outlet. Recently, I’ve seen her…”
Before Gawain could finish speaking, a little shadow appeared in his vision out of the blue. Betty was sprinting on the embankments of the field towards him. The little maid with her lovely freckles came up to him, panted for a while, before bowing awkwardly. “My Lord! Miss Rebecca is looking for you!”
 
“What does she want me…” Gawain stopped mid-sentence. “Oh, you must have forgotten.”
“I haven’t this time!” Betty stood up straight and crisply, “She says it’s about to start, and she wants you to see what happens!”


Herti walked up from behind. “What’s about to start?”
Betty thought for a while before shaking her head. “I forgot!”
Gawain and Betty: “…”
“Well, I know what it is.” Gawain did not know whether to laugh or cry as he patted the girl’s head. “She’s been working on the magic circles for the past few days, and it looks like she has finally finished the ‘magic web’— I’d actually thought she needed more time. How about coming along to see it? There’s nothing here that is particularly urgent to settle anyway, why not go and see how Rebecca’s first ‘project’ has turned out?”
“To be honest, I’m a little worried about how she’s doing. After all, for an untalented mage who only knows how to make fireballs to create such a large-scale magic circle… even though those runes are elementary.” Herti smiled as she shook her head and turned towards the wooden shed. “Knight Philip, I’ll head over to the smithy to see what’s going on, so I’ll leave you to take care of things here.”
The young knight stood up straight in an instant and knocked on his breastplate. “Leave it to me!”
Overseeing the reclamation works was only a small job, yet he had declared his commitment so epicly… Gawain could not help but sigh with emotion. How was this young knight behaving so old-fashionedly, to the point of conforming to strict rules like a classic knight… was this really the power of faith?
Gawain and Herti left. Betty looked around and decided that it was nothing to do with her and slipped into the wooden shed. It was still too early to make food and she had already done the laundry, so the bored little maid’s interest was piqued by the things that had many words and pictures on the wooden table.
Knight Philip observed the little lady’s movements and kept a close eye on her, in case she messed up anything of importance—he was ready to stop her at any time.
Meanwhile, Betty was looking at a piece of paper with a drawing of a waterwheel on it. However, her interest quickly shifted to the records with the names and numbers. She moved closer to the table and pointed to the stationery. “May I write?”
Knight Philip moved to shift the stationery away. Looking seriously at the little lady, he asked, “Can you write?”


“I can’t write.” Betty shook her head and added, “I don’t know how to read either.”
“Then you’re not allowed to touch them,” Phillip said a little sternly. “The Lord has spent money to purchase the stationery. It’s not for you to play with.”
Betty paused for a while. Disappointed, she nodded, “Oh…”
Knight Philip frowned as he saw her disappointed face. He thought he might have been a little too stern, but protecting the assets of the Lord was his duty—especially when everything in the territory was in short supply. Even a single piece of paper or pen had to be brought in from Tanzan Town, so he could not let the little lady waste the precious stationery.
In the end, he consoled Betty for a while, but the little lady still went away disappointed and sorry.
As he watched the disappearing silhouette of Betty on the embankment, Phillip could not help but remember what he had heard in the conversation between Grand Duke Gawain and Lady Herti earlier.
  To teach them to read and write.
To teach everyone to read and write.
Could this really happen? Was it really possible? Would they really do it?
If they really did it, then the little maid would be able to write too.
Upon his arrival at the “smithy”, Gawain discovered that this had become a construction site. The wide yard was filled with many busy “construction workers” and there were a few soldiers guarding the pile of various resources in a corner of the yard. Rebecca was standing in the middle of the yard with a bunch of papers in her hand, familiarizing Hummel the old blacksmith with something, while Hummel’s disciples stood by, listening attentively.


It looked like it was important, and it was also evident that Rebecca had only called for Gawain to come after the construction had begun successfully.
“Ah! Lord Ancestor!” Rebecca spotted Gawain’s almost two-meter tall frame from far away before noticing Herti beside him. “And Aunt Herti…”
This girl was quite in awe of Herti.
“I wanted to come and see your progress..” Herti smiled mildly. Even though she still did not know how well Rebecca would perform, she felt like she had to at least smile and encourage her because of how orderly the place was. “Looks like you’re very confident.”
“Yeah! I’ve been at it for a few days!” Rebecca placed her hands on her hips as she said. Even though she had burned the midnight oil and seemed a little out of it, she was still full of energy. “This magic circle is super awesome! And those formulas… Lord Ancestor, let me tell you how easy it was to use them! They’re so much better than those rigid rune permutations and spell models by a hundred thousand times, and they are applicable to anything, and this magic circle even…”
“Stop, stop, stop. We didn’t come here to hear you brag,” Herti quickly interrupted Rebecca’s boasting. She knew that her niece was very good at calculation and theory, but she was afraid that she would bore her ancestor to death by talking so much. “Just tell us how you intend to complete the magic circle.”
With that, Rebecca nodded vigorously. “Oh okay, I’m going to bury it under the ground…”
“Bury it under the ground?!” Herti was stunned. “I saw all the holes you dug, but you’re really going to bury it under the ground?!”
Gawain had seen Rebecca instructing people to dig those ditches in the ground as he walked into the yard. The lines were curved, straight, crossed each other or were parallel, and formed the rough shape of a magic circle. Also, there were stakes placed around as markers where nodes seemed to be, with auxiliary white lines drawn around them and considering that all of the laborers were illiterate, these guides and markers must have been placed by Rebecca herself.
Firstly, she would draw the lines on the ground before telling the laborers where to dig and how deep to dig. This was probably her work process.
After hearing Herti’s words, Gawain shifted his attention from the ditches and looked at her curiously. “What’s wrong with burying the magic circle underground?”


“No… there’s no taboo regarding that.” Herti shook her head. “It’s just that most magic circle are exposed, because on the one hand, it would take more effort to bury it, and on the other hand, it would be troublesome since the mage would need to control how the circle operates and monitor it.”
What she said was common sense. As a third-level mage (even though she only knew how to cast fireballs), Rebecca should know this. However, she still did this, which meant that jumpy brain had lost control once again… Herti was feeling uneasy and was afraid that Gawain was going to scold Rebecca because of this, which might unfortunately destroy her hard-earned confidence.
 
However, this child had been through many hardships growing up. She should be fine after a while, right?
Just as Herti’s thoughts were running wild, Gawain spoke again, “Let’s not talk about why you’ve decided to bury the magic circle underground first—I want to know how you managed to get it precisely onto the ground.”
Rebecca was stunned for a moment, not understanding what this old ancestor meant by his question.
Gawain had actually asked this question with great dismay.
Rebecca had drawn a magic circle full of geometric shapes with high precision on a plain up to a 100 meters in diameter using only her naked eyes, which should have produced errors!
 
In Gawain’s home world, such a thing was not difficult at all. They had countless mapping instruments and mathematical tools which could draw out such diagrams. In this world where magic existed, these things could be accomplished as well—mages usually used the Eye of the Mage or Eagle Vision to obtain an aerial view and then completed their large-scale magic circles, which were both simple and crude methods. However, could Rebecca even use them?
Except for a few stakes and auxiliary lines, she had no advanced tools. No perfect mathematical or geometric system existed in this world to help her either, and other than fireball casting, she was ignorant of other forms of magic.
She was not even capable of casting the Eye of the Mage, a second-level mage skill.
Then how did she do it?


Gawain repeated his question once more. “How did you draw it out on the ground so accurately?”
Chapter 61: Pride of Cecil Clan
Rebecca didn’t know why Gawain would be so interested in this problem. But at least, it didn’t seem like the ancestor was going to criticize her. She heaved a breath of relief and said, “I am calculating and drawing at the same time… It will be much easier to treat the entire yard as a piece of paper.”
The answer was too vague. Gawain frowned and asked, “More details?”
“This side of the yard is a line. The other side is another line.” Rebecca made large gestures with her arms. “With these two lines as a reference, I’m treating the entire yard like a piece of paper. Every line of the magic circle is separated into crucial points, and every crucial point can be calculated with the distance between the two sides of the yard… This is just enlarging the scale of the manuscript, and the calculation is a mage’s expertise!”
The calculation was indeed the mages’ expertise, but regular mages couldn’t calculate like this!
Gawain looked at Rebecca with a dumbstruck expression… The way this lass was speaking was so messed that not even Heidi could understand. Instead, it was Gawain who understood: she was setting up a coordinate system and using it as a foundation to enlarge the proportion of the magic circle.
There wasn’t a need to look from a high place. One simply had to calculate the positions of the crucial points before referring to the crucial points according to the manuscripts and connect them.
It wasn’t enough to merely think of this idea; it actually required Rebecca’s very incredible geometry imagination and calculative abilities in order to achieve it. Because this world didn’t have a comprehensive mathematic or geometry system, Rebecca would either have had to forcefully deduce it with arithmetic or perhaps even create her own formulas!
Of course, Rebecca’s method wasn’t the best. Gawain knew plenty of methods from Earth that could be used in this situation, but so what?
In this world and in this era, it was already a miracle for Rebecca to do this!
 
“Did you think of this method yourself?” Gawain felt as though he had discovered a rare treasure and was looking at Rebecca with sparkling eyes.
Rebecca scratched her head and replied, “Not entirely. I read some of it on the rogue mage’s notes. The other parts were thought up by me…”


So that was the case.
Gawain had a clear understanding. Gawain had also read the rogue mage’s notes thoroughly. There was indeed plenty of superficial geometry and mathematical knowledge. Even though there wasn’t an organized system, it could be said to be some sort of ‘foundation’. If Rebecca had this aspect to her talent, then it wouldn’t be weird for her to receive some enlightenment, allowing her to achieve such things today.
Even if she was enlightened by the rogue mage’s notes, her achievements were still unbelievable.
“Very good, a very good method.” Gawain nodded with satisfaction before saying, “Next… Why would you choose to bury the magic circle underground?”
“Oh, that is because Lord Ancestor said that this magic circle is to be laid down for the blacksmith store.” Rebecca nodded and said, “I thought that since the blacksmiths and their apprentices were different from mages, the way they do things would also be different from mages. During the process of shifting materials between the furnaces and creating the ironware, they could destroy the magic circle’s structure very easily. Furthermore, burying the magic circle underground wouldn’t affect its function and wouldn’t affect future constructions on the surface. As long as it is within the range of the magic circle, it would be very convenient to add in new furnaces, or to remove or modify the current furnaces. How should I say this…? It is simply more convenient this way.”
Function, allocated area, energy source, energy consumption, crucial system encapsulation, possible expansion… Gawain’s brain emerged with plenty of terms that could be used to replace Rebecca’s words. Finally, he had a thought that was even more important.
Rebecca had realized that this magic circle would be meant for ‘normal people’ like blacksmiths and had fixed her design on being ‘usable for normal people and also to be used in a safe method’. Even though she was just simply burying it, her thoughts were extremely appropriate.
A mainstream mage would never consider a magic circle meant for normal people to use, but Rebecca… She was a non-mainstream mage who had taken five years to learn a fireball spell. Her thoughts didn’t follow the thoughts of a regular mage!
Gawain suddenly came back to his senses after a short daze. He saw Heidi’s thoughtful expression and couldn’t help but laughingly ask, “Did you have such thoughts?”
“I’ve… never thought of such things before.” Heidi had a complex expression while replying. Rebecca’s thoughts were too irregular, but at the same time, Heidi was aware of the logic behind these designs. She could even subtly sense the importance of the magic circle being ‘usable for normal people’, and this seemed to be the direction that the ancestor was attached to. “This is indeed very amazing, but if you bury the magic circle, how are you going to monitor it? This magic circle might be formed with fundamental symbols and isn’t as precise or fragile as high-level magic circles, but basic monitoring is still required. Moreover, if it really broke down, how are you going to mend it?”
“I have left many stakes like this.” Rebecca pointed at those wooden stakes inside the yard. “The stakes with ropes are the monitoring points. Later, I will switch them with mithril-plated rods. The bottom part of the metal rods will be in contact with the most crucial parts of the magic circle’s symbols. If there is a problem with the magic circle, the corresponding symbols will be extinguished. Furthermore, after long-term use, mithril will turn black after losing its energy and will produce heat for a period of time. A single glance will be enough to see which part of the magic circle has a problem. When repairing it, only the corresponding section will need to be dug up… It might be a little more troublesome than traditional magic circles, but at least, the entire yard wouldn’t have to be dug up.”


As Rebecca was speaking, she revealed a pleased smile and waved the stack of paper in her hand. The papers were filled with symbols and lines which were obviously sketched by her. “Moreover, this magic circle isn’t going to break down so easily. Lord Ancestor, please take a look. I have rearranged the symbols’ structure… Of course, I didn’t change the fundamental parts. I simply extended the symbols from the rogue mage’s design that could stack functions and connected them layer by layer…”
Goddamnit, a redundant system…!
  The corner of Gawain’s eyes were twitching before he looked at the stakes that Rebecca had prepared in advance to use as monitoring points… Primitive sensors!
Once Rebecca started blabbing, it was very hard for her to stop, especially when she was showing off her achievements. At this moment, she even said, “… This way, the entire self-sufficient magic circle’s efficiency will be slightly improved. Furthermore, even if a part of a symbol is damaged, only the energy supply will be lowered. The consumption parts that are connected to the magic circle will not have a huge impact… Because the magic circle is constructed with the standard to produce more energy than required…”
Rebecca spoke a bunch of words with excitement before finally stopping. She seemed to have realized that she was speaking by herself; as such, she looked at Gawain with an anxious and frightened expression. “Lord Ancestor… are my ideas too reckless?”
Gawain didn’t know what kind of expression he should make right now. After some thought, he pressed down on the young lass’s head and said, “No, you are a genius.”
“Ah?!”
“Furthermore, I have a suggestion.” Looking at Rebecca’s sketches, Gawain pointed at some redundant connecting parts and said, “The symbol connections at these parts can be easily severed and merged together. If the symbols are damaged, the connections can be directly severed during repair and connected again after the repair. This way, the entire magic circle won’t need to be stopped during the repair.”
Rebecca’s eyes lit up. “That’s right! Why didn’t I think of that…? Lord Ancestor is indeed very intelligent!”
Gawain’s eyes twitched. He knew that Rebecca was speaking sincerely, but he still felt very diffident…
Young lass, you are the most intelligent one!


After dazing for a moment, Gawain couldn’t help but turn to Heidi and ask, “Didn’t anyone notice Rebecca’s talents?”
“Her calculative abilities and imaginative ideas have always been very… outstanding.” Heidi was considering her words. “But these abilities had never been put to good use. The standard of a mage’s strength has always been determined by spellcasting, and in this aspect, she has always been a… bottom feeder.”
“What a waste of talent.” Gawain frowned and didn’t reserve himself while giving an evaluation. “Is spellcasting really the only standard? Then, why not compare strength only to gorillas?!”
Even though Gawain said it, he knew very clearly that it was actually reasonable and logical in the current state of affairs.
In an era when technology was unable to facilitate a leap in civilization, it was very normal to judge a person’s value by their individual capabilities. Especially in a world where extraordinary powers and demonic beings existed, exceptional combat strength that would guarantee survival was a prerequisite. When one’s survival was still at risk, was there a need to talk about technology and innovation?
If individual strength was the standard, it wouldn’t be a big problem for generations to continue. At the same time, the intelligent communities lacking strength would also be unable to transform their intelligence into power, or perhaps, they just weren’t able to generate enough power. If that was the case, then the current standard of judgment might continue forever.
 
‘You are unable to prove that your intelligence will make you strong in the future, but I can already prove that my strength can guarantee my existence.’ This was what was happening.
But didn’t this mean that humans would need to arm-wrestle with gorillas forever?
Rebecca had extraordinary talents indeed. Gawain had finally confirmed this point.
She was an unconventional viscountess that everyone looked down on. She had been ostracized by the aristocrat community… because she was a descendant of the Cecil Clan. She had been scorned by the mage community… because she couldn’t even execute the illumination spell. She had been the topic of gossip for the merchants and residents of other territories… because she was truly a terrible leader who issued bold and imaginative decrees but was unable to make her territory or herself prosperous.
It was because no one could see her talents. In fact, they couldn’t even understand.


 
In a society where people made a living relying on nature and where the poor would retrogress, no one was able to value her calculative abilities. In a society where mages could be hired, especially mid or high-ranking mages in the upper echelons, no one required her calculations… ‘Convenient’ magic could indeed solve everything, and if it couldn’t solve something, one simply had to use stronger magic.
With Eagle Vision and Eye of the Mage, was there a need to calculate the coordinates on the land? Professional mages could simply use their senses to control large-scale magic circles. Why would there be a need for sensors? Furthermore… an inferior mage who only knew how to use Fireball wouldn’t have the chance to take charge in the construction of a magic circle.
It was why Rebecca was so happy when she obtained the approval from Gawain. This was the first time in her life she had been given the authority to do the thing she specialized in.
“Lord Ancestor…” Rebecca looked at Gawain with an uneasy expression. “Do you think that I—”
Gawain smiled and placed his hand on her head. “You are the pride of Cecil Clan.”
Chapter 62: Magic Web 1 and Blacksmith Store
Feeling the large hand smoothing the top of her head, Rebecca felt a little confused.
Her first reaction was that she had heard wrongly. Her second reaction was that Lord Ancestor had said it wrongly. Her third reaction… was that this was some kind of consolation.
It couldn’t possibly be sarcasm, right?
The young viscountess who had never achieved anything from a young age would never have imagined that she would be so praised.
After seeing Rebecca’s reactions, Gawain repeated his words again before laughing. “Don’t be startled. I am seriously praising you. It is probable that you aren’t even aware of your incredible talent.”
“Really?” Rebecca was at a loss before she blinked her eyes with embarrassment and said, “But I am just clever in these trivial matters… Such things wouldn’t be needed in normal situations.”
Such exceptional talents had actually been categorized as trivial… Gawain was truly a little speechless.
Rebecca was born a little too early, but it was fortunate that Gawain came in time and would have the chance to bring out these innate talents.
Gawain took a careful look at Rebecca’s modified magic circle… He might be a knight but back then, Gawain Cecil was considered half a scholar and had studied magic circle theories quite a bit. Coupled with the fact that the Gondor Empire was rather magically developed, basic magic knowledge was therefore fairly widespread. As such, Gawain didn’t have a hard time understanding the basic runes used to form this magic circle. After taking a serious look, he was certain that Rebecca’s modifications to these runes were feasible. This magic circle had turned from a rough concept into something that matched his expectations. It could be used as the foundation of a ‘prototype’, and if it was going to be perfected, it would need to go through practical tests first.
 
Gawain raised a question. “Have you considered how to expand it further?”
“Expand it further?” Rebecca paused for a moment before asking, “What expansion? Draw it bigger?”


“No, I’m asking whether you can connect it with other self-powered magic circles that are similarly structured but of different scale. Or even to use a certain magic circle as a unit in a foundational structure that can connect endlessly and that can expand to finally form a large network covering a vast region.” Gawain looked at these orderly arranged runes and could subtly see a plausible combination and shadows of repetition. He couldn’t help but propose a rather bold idea. “Every magic circle wouldn’t be independent and are all connected together… Can you understand what I’m proposing?”
Rebecca might have outstanding mathematical talent and creativity, but such a grand concept was still rather profound to Rebecca. She was trying hard to ponder but finally frowned with distress and asked, “Lord Ancestor, the thing you are saying… Could it really exist?”
“Just treat it as my incredible imagination.” Seeing Rebecca’s confused expression, Gawain knew that he must not be too eager for rapid results. Hence, he stopped the topic from going in this direction and instructed, “Construct Magic Web 1 first and let the blacksmith store start running it. We will talk about other things in the future.”
“Okay!” Rebecca nodded with delight. “Earlier on, I was discussing the blacksmith store with Hummel…”
“Oh?” Gawain raised his brows. He had indeed seen Rebecca in a discussion with Hummel, but the pleasant surprise of Magic Web 1 had nearly made him forget about the matter. “What were you discussing?”
“About the new furnace.” Rebecca raised her head and said, “I was thinking that if Magic Web 1 started up, the furnaces would be able to produce proper magic circles, and we wouldn’t need to use runes that are hard to use. If that was the case, the furnaces could be modified further, right? But I don’t know how to forge, so I could only discuss it with Hummel and ask if he had any ideas to improve the furnace or workflow…”
The old blacksmith Hummel was staring in reverence at the nobles. His head was lowered as he listened to the Viscountess and the Duke discussing the problems. For a commoner like him to stand in this place and to participate in conversations with nobles, he was feeling honored and nervous at the same time. When Gawain shifted his attention onto Hummel, this old blacksmith’s back was truly perspiring with cold sweat. He would have never dared to imagine that the noble lord who had never used the bellows to come and guide him on the construction of the blacksmith store. But Hummel had no choice but to cooperate; thus, he was already prepared for Gawain to propose a bunch of outrageous requests while Hummel and his apprentices would have to work desperately to complete the tasks…
In fact, such things weren’t strange. It was rumored that there was a viscountess in the north who had a sudden impulse to guide the gardeners on pruning. She had set a rule that every golden fleece’s blossom should have two flower buds instead of three… Because of this, over a dozen gardeners had suffered for a long time until the Viscountess had lost interest in this matter.
“There’s no need to be nervous.” Gawain could see Hummel’s anxiety and spoke in a calm manner. “Give me your opinion on this.”
“I—I don’t any opinions.” Hummel lowered his head and spoke humbly, “The young Viscountess is truly knowledgable and intelligent. These things that she designed are things that poor people like us would never understand in our lifetime. It is already taxing just for me to learn how to use it. How can I possibly have any opinions?”
Gawain looked at Hummel and shook his head. “Of course, you wouldn’t understand the parts on magic. But you know the most about the furnace and the anvil. You are the professional for this part, and we will respect your opinions.”


Respect… a commoner’s opinion?
  Hummel thought he was hallucinating at first, but after seeing the particularly serious expressions on the faces of Gawain, Heidi, and Rebecca, he finally confirmed that it was true… At least, the Lord Duke had said so.
Thus, he could only brace himself and said, “I feel that— I feel that since the furnace is going to use real magic to increase the temperature, instead of just modifying the furnace, why not just start over and make a brand new kind of furnace…”
Gawain raised his brows. “Brand new?”
Hummel nervously grabbed his own arms and tried his best to use a clear and obvious way to explain his idea. “Since we are using real magic, the previous restrictions of those runes would no longer exist… Firstly, the furnace can be bigger, allowing more metal to be smelt at once. Secondly, since the magic circle wouldn’t have the problem of shattering, the furnace wouldn’t need to put out to cool off. Perhaps, it could constantly burn, and it would save us the time and effort of reheating it. But doing so would mean that it had to constantly be in use…”
Gawain listened intently and would only interrupt when he felt he could make a suggestion. Hummel was then able to speak all his opinions.
At first, Hummel was stuttering and speaking with error due to his nervousness. But soon enough, he was speaking smoothly and fluently. When he was almost finished, he felt very surprised. He didn’t expect Gawain to really listen to all his opinions so seriously. A duke was true nobility and was a figure that commoners would not dare to think too much on. But this duke was actually standing in this messy place and listening to the opinions of a commoner. Furthermore, Gawain wasn’t pretending to listen as he would nod while listening and would even raise questions and suggestions for some of the minor details!
Of course, these questions and suggestions would make Hummel bewildered from time to time. Was this noble lord in front of him truly someone who had never used the bellows and iron hammer? How could he ask so many questions related to smelting and smithing?
Although there were plenty of questions that Hummel felt were rather bold and imaginative, without a doubt, these questions were all closely related to actual situations of smithing and smelting… It definitely wasn’t nonsense like ‘golden fleece’s blossom should have two flower buds instead of three’!
When Hummel finally finished, Gawain let out a light breath and looked the old blacksmith in the eyes.
The old blacksmith got nervous. “My—my lord…”


“How many years have you been a blacksmith?” Gawain suddenly asked.
“Thirt— About thirty years,” Hummel replied quickly. “People like us don’t remember months and years very clearly…”
“An old blacksmith with thirty years of experience. I didn’t expect that you would have so many innovative ideas.” Gawain was a little puzzled. “According to logic, these ideas will normally only be thought up by youngsters who aren’t restricted by reasoning. How are you able to think of so many ideas?”
Hummel opened his mouth and only spoke after a few seconds, “… My lord, I’m not afraid of you laughing, and these ideas didn’t suddenly appear just now. They were accumulated over many years…”
 
Gawain revealed an interested expression and said, “Tell me.”
“After being a blacksmith for decades, I have a full understanding of furnaces and iron. If this is a habit, then it has indeed been very accustomed.” Hummel’s wrinkled face forced out a smile as he added, “But I remember when I was still an apprentice… Back then, my father was the village blacksmith, and I was learning the art from him. There was a year when the feudal lord wanted us to forge a batch of high-quality iron, and I volunteered to take control of the furnace. My father felt that since I had been learning for so many years, it was time for me to take charge. Therefore, he allowed me to try, but there was a hiccup…”
Hummel paused before saying, “I was too hasty, and before the furnace had enough time to cool down, I reheated it… and caused the runes to be shattered.”
“Once the runes were shattered, the furnace would be completely useless. It was the blacksmith store’s most valuable and most important tool. My father was enraged and hung me at the entrance of the store to whip for half a day, nearly whipping me to death. He said the only reason he didn’t whip me to death was that if I really died, no one would be able to help out with the work at home, and no one would be able to inherit the blacksmith store…”
“That year, we were unable to finish the feudal lord’s order, and my father suffered dozens of lashes in the castle…”
 
It was obvious that the incident during his apprenticeship had left a deep stigma in Hummel’s heart.
After being berated by his father and seeing his father getting punished at the castle, many ideas about smithing and smelting had started to germinate in his heart.


It was fortunate that after 30 years, those ideas didn’t wither in Hummel’s heart. Perhaps they had already withered, but after seeing Rebecca’s plan to ‘replace the furnace’s runes with a magic circle’, this old blacksmith’s heart was surging with hope.
For new hope to surge, it was already a rather promising breakthrough.
Since this old blacksmith wasn’t an inflexible person that was unable to accept new ideas, some of the things seemed like they could be prepared in advance.
Chapter 63: Abnormal Change
The construction of Magic Web 1 was very successful, and Rebecca indeed had a great talent for this aspect. However, because the ‘Magic Web’ needed an arrangement consisting of only the most fundamental runes, the rogue mage had used calculation and innovation to simplify this unbelievable magic circle to the extreme. In fact, the materials required for the magic circle had been downgraded to an inconceivable degree. The quartz gravel that even commoners could buy was actually used as the main material. As for the crucial points, they merely required a little bit of mithril and obsidian as conducting materials. The budget was entirely within Cecil Clan’s capability.
After all, that rogue mage was extremely unconventional, and if the Magic Web couldn’t be simplified to this stage, he wouldn’t have been able to do any of this.
The currently smooth undertaking meant that the relevant pressure would soon follow suit…
In Gawain’s vision, the territory would first need to maintain a sufficient stock of steel. With enough steel, there would be weapons, equipment, tools for labor, and basic facilities to produce a higher grade of products. Construction of the smithing facility was only the first step. It was more important to complete the eastern mining area to ensure a constant supply of ores.
The construction of the mining area would need even more materials. With the lack of heavy machinery, they could only rely on manpower to mine for ores; thus, they needed more manpower.
At the same time, the construction of the camp on this side also had to be hastened. The switching of tents to wooden houses was just a makeshift plan. A firm and proper camp should not be constructed with wooden blocks. But in this era, this was the fastest construction technique and material?
After all the problems were placed in front of his eyes, Gawain felt that building up from nothing was a very difficult task. Even with the support of magic and the ability to neglect the problem of funds temporarily, it still wasn’t easy to construct a new home in a piece of empty land.
At this moment, Gawain couldn’t help but look forward to the aid that Francis II had promised. Food and clothing were a factor, but most importantly, it was the 100 artisans and apprentices. A hundred individuals. Even if they were unlucky individuals who had been ostracized and forced to go south for the land claim, it was still 100 skilled talents!
To the Cecil Clan who only had a total of over eight hundred individuals, what was the concept of having 100 skilled people?
 
It was enough to make Gawain smile in his sleep, frightening the nearby soldiers that were on night watch.
It was a pity that at least two weeks were needed before they would arrive.


When mentioning talents, Gawain recalled that Amber had already departed for two days… Why wasn’t there any news? That disgraceful being that lacked moral principle wouldn’t possibly abscond after taking a few gold bars, right?
In the large tent at the center of camp, Gawain’s mind was filled with complicated thoughts. He was trying his best to concentrate on the blueprint in front of him while Betty was seated in a nearby cushion and dozing off little by little.
The blueprint in front of Gawain was the new type of furnace that he was designing. It had a similar shape and structure to the blast furnace on Earth, but the mechanism within was entirely different. There was a need to reserve space for the magic circle; there was also the need for the magic-conducting structure of the furnace to be as close to the buried ‘Magic Web 1’ as possible. At the same time, the smelted molten iron should not damage the magic patterns of the furnace…
This was an entirely different thing as compared to the magic web and waterwheel. Gawain had to combine the knowledge of both worlds in order to complete this furnace design. If the ‘Magic Web’ was the Cecil Clan’s foundation, then designing this peculiar ‘hybrid furnace’ would be Gawain’s ‘foundation’.
Gawain knew clearly that only by completing the new furnace would it then be possible to realize all the bold and imaginative ideas in his mind. This was something that no one could help him with.
He had already completed the combustion chamber and molten-iron drainage. According to Gawain Cecil’s knowledge, a space for the magic circle had been properly reserved. Gawain rubbed his temple and reached out to the side. “Betty, bring me that sheepskin bag to store the blueprint… The one with the red string.”
There was no response from the side apart from light snoring. Gawain turned around and saw a fatigued little maid who had curled up into a bundle on the cushion and was sleeping soundly.
It seemed like it was truly a boring matter to accompany him in this.
Gawain shook his head and didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Just as he was preparing to stand up to take the sheepskin bag, he saw Betty suddenly opening her eyes and standing up. She then walked towards the corner of the tent dizzily and opened the chest to retrieve the sheepskin bag before she wobbled towards him…
She had executed the entire process with nearly closed eyes…
Gawain laughed as he received the sheepskin bag. As he was storing the blueprint, he looked at Betty who was trying to keep her eyes open. “If you’re tired, you can sleep first. I don’t know how much longer I’ll have to work.”


Betty suddenly sobered up and forcefully opened her eyes while shaking her head. “I am not sleeping. If my lord doesn’t sleep, I won’t sleep!”
She then lowered her head and looked at the sketches on Gawain’s table with a serious expression. Gawain felt a little curious. “Are you able to read these?”
“I can’t read…” Betty shook her head. “I’m illiterate…”
“Oh, then it must be very boring for you to read these,” Gawain said laughingly. “No wonder you fell asleep earlier.”
“I didn’t sleep!” Betty quickly shook her head before she looked at the manuscript that was filled with words and asked, “My lord, you know many words, uh…”
  She was obviously very tired, but when she saw the table that was covered in manuscripts, her fatigue seemed to have vanished. Gawain couldn’t help but feel intrigued and asked, “Do you wish to learn to read?”
Betty subconsciously nodded before she quickly shook her head anxiously. She pinched the button on her maid dress and said, “Madam Hansen said that maids don’t need to learn how to read and simply need to know how to work.”
“That is unreasonable. Everyone can learn to read!” Gawain immediately corrected before he had a sudden impulse and said, “If you wish to learn, I can teach you.”
Betty’s eyes couldn’t help but drift to the manuscripts again. But this time, she shook her head first and said, “But Knight Philip said that paper in the territory is very precious and can’t afford to be wasted by me…”
Gawain was startled. He initially wanted to say there was plenty of paper here, but he immediately realized that Knight Philip’s words were rather reasonable. The territory was still not self-sufficient, and any communication with Tanzan Town had to be done with messenger riders. It was best to use as little of such resources as possible, and it would truly be rather luxurious for Betty to use it for writing practice.
Furthermore, it was still unknown if this lass would truly be able to learn. What if she was just playing around?


But seeing the little maid’s blank expression, Gawain couldn’t help but laugh and said, “Wait here.”
He ran out to pick up a tree branch. He brushed his hand across the tree branch and used the power of a knight to clear up the spikes and small extensions. He then used a small knife to trim one of the edges before handing it to Betty. “Use this to practice on the ground first. We will talk about it when you get better at it.”
Betty received the branch with a startled expression. She then saw Gawain turning back to the study table and writing on a piece of paper. Soon enough, he started writing some letters… The yellowish and rough paper was soon filled with large letters, the fundamental alphabet. Below was a large word.
Gawain handed the piece of paper to Betty and said, “This is the alphabet, and below is your name. Practice accordingly… If you have any questions, you can ask me.”
Betty had a reaction as she received the paper like it was some treasure. She was so happy that a snivel nearly flowed out.
The tent was pitched over soil, but it was tamped down firmly. Gawain marked an area beside his table and designated it as the place for Betty to practice.
After loosening the soil for the little maid, he went back to his table, while the little maid squatted at the side and started to practice the fundamental alphabet clumsily.
She seemed to be rather diligent.
Gawain’s mind flashed to a lesson that he had once attended in his previous life. He then shook his head and laughed. After this interlude, he felt his spirit feeling a lot more relaxed, and his train of thoughts was much more energetic. He took out another piece of paper and prepared to solve the other problems.
But this peaceful atmosphere didn’t last long. A short moment later, Gawain heard a noisy clamor outside the tent.
He soothed Betty and asked her to practice here at ease before he walked out of the tent quickly.


Knight Byron was running towards this place, and his face looked rather anxious. Gawain knew that something must have happened.
 
Gawain asked before the knight even spoke, “What happened?”
“My lord, the soldier guarding the treasure vault in the mountain sent a report. The report mentioned a strange commotion at the treasure vault, and something seemed to be grinding the wall or banging on something… But the doors of the treasure vault are sealed, and they cannot enter to check on the situation inside. They had no choice but to deliver the news first.”
A problem at the remnants?!
Gawain could only feel himself perspiring with cold sweat. ‘Everything can be discussed, but nothing must happen to that treasure vault!’
‘That is truly my funeral funds!’
 
Immediately after, he composed himself. If this news had come earlier, he might have been in more of a panic. But fortunately, he had been constantly arranging men to shift the important resources to the camp. Even though it had yet to be completely shifted out, they had moved at least one-third of it. Even if something happened to the treasure vault or even if it collapsed, it wouldn’t be the death of him…
After some self-consolation, Gawain managed to calm down completely… It was very dark now, so Byron didn’t notice the cold sweat on his lord’s forehead.
—Insert ‘Old Ancestor’s Reputation Is Saved.jpg’
Gawain was wondering whether to investigate immediately or to wait until tomorrow morning. But he quickly came to a verdict: ‘How can I sleep! Who can actually sleep with such a problem hanging?! If it was Rebecca, she might have already collapsed!’
“Let Knight Philip take charge of the camp’s defense. Look for a few elite soldiers and follow me to the mountain. Also, call Heidi too. Her support magic should be rather useful.”
Chapter 64: Depths of the Remnants
Actually, Gawain intended to call Rebecca too, but she had been busy with the construction of ‘Magic Web 1’ and hadn’t had a good rest for many days. She was finally able to rest a little earlier today; thus, Gawain didn’t wake her up.
In any case, an additional Fireball launcher wouldn’t be of much use either… It wouldn’t even be as powerful as Gawain slashing someone himself.
Heidi had yet to rest. She was still studying the systems and the plans that Gawain had written. After hearing that there was a problem in the treasure vault in the mountains, she immediately put on her coat and rushed over.
Seeing that she was a little anxious, Gawain consoled her, “Don’t panic. It was just some abnormal noises. Perhaps some of the ancient facilities in the remnants had budged… If it was really going to collapse, the noises wouldn’t be that subtle.”
Heidi nodded with a deeply worried face.
Knight Byron quickly picked the elite soldiers and followed Gawain’s lead to pass through the mountain paths and arrive at the main entrance of the ancient stronghold.
The temporary wooden sentry post had five fixed soldiers that would guard this entrance in rotating shifts. The fire that illuminated the entrance of the remnants had made the situation clear… Apart from the nervous-looking soldiers, nothing looked strange.
“My lord.” A soldier came over and bowed respectfully after seeing Gawain. “There were another two series of echoes from inside.”
“Mm, I will take a look personally.” Gawain then walked toward the entrance while saying, “Everyone is to stand guard outside. Without my orders, no one is to enter.”
 
Standing in front of the remnants, Gawain used the platinum disc to activate the ancient Gondor magical runes. As the heavy purple steel door started opening in a splendid display of magic, Gawain heaved a sigh of relief. At least the magic channels are working normally. It means that there aren’t a lot of changes inside.
At first, Heidi had subconsciously gripped her staff and drawn the spell mold of Ice Arrow, but she undid the magic immediately after. She changed it to support-type magic instead. It would have been embarrassing if my magic missed the target.


The purple steel door was gradually opening when the magic crystal situated in the center of the hall lit up. Gawain placed his hand on the Sword of Pioneers’ hilt and entered with caution.
The hall’s interior seemed normal as those metal ingots, weapons, and armors that had yet to be shifted were still in their proper place. The consistent and bright illumination of the magic crystals reflected off those metallic objects. The entire hall didn’t show any signs of movements or collapse, and everything seemed normal.
But after scanning the entire place, Gawain immediately noticed some changes… A few doors in the depths of the hall were opened.
The ancient remnants didn’t just consist of this hall after all. Inside the mountain, there were even bigger structures, and from the scale of this entrance and the walls of the mountain, one could already estimate the construction’s structure. But as of now, Gawain and the group merely made use of the entrance hall… It wasn’t because they didn’t wish to go deeper, but the doors that led into the depths had all been locked.
Seven hundred years ago, when the northern pioneers discovered the remnants, the doors that led deeper were already locked. Furthermore, it used an entirely different magic seal as compared to the entrance. Back then, the pioneers were able to break open the magic lock of the main entrance but were helpless towards the doors in the depths of the hall. Hence, they merely treated the hall as a treasure vault and put down a new seal before leaving. Seven hundred years later, Gawain led the Cecil Clan’s pioneers and revisited this place, but he and the people he brought were still unable to do anything about those doors.
Heidi had once studied the doors in the hall for an entire day and was still unable to unlock them… These seals were made with magical techniques during Gondor Empire’s peak, and it was far beyond the capabilities of a level 3 mage like Heidi.
Gawain had originally planned to leave these doors alone and would only reconsider dealing with them after the situation was stable. He didn’t think that these doors would actually open up by themselves today.
Heidi had also noticed the doors and restlessly tugged on Gawain’s clothes. “Ancestor, those doors…”
“I saw them. Heavens know how they were opened,” Gawain replied with a frown. His mind couldn’t help but recall the red-spot burst and the surge of magic a few days ago… Could it be that the surge of magic had reached the remnants and unlocked these seals? Afterwards, when Gawain asked Heidi and Rebecca to use the platinum disc to open the doors to move more items, had they somehow activated the doors on the inside?
According to Gawain’s knowledge of the Gondor Empire’s magical techniques, it was highly possible.
Gawain led a few soldiers to those three doors and started to ponder.


According to tropes, if someone was to explore an ancient site that suddenly opened in the middle of the night, the explorers would generally die in the process. But it would also depend on the setting… If this was an American TV series, everyone who entered would die. But if this was a Japanese TV series, there would be a possibility of encountering a female ghost before they died. But if this was a Chinese TV series… it was highly possible that the female ghost would do something to him…
Gawain looked at everyone. This group of people was wearing armor and helmets, or a magic staff. No matter how he looked at it, this was an American TV series.
If they didn’t enter, they would certainly die, and they wouldn’t even get to see the female ghost.
Just as he had made his decision and prepared to close the doors for now, with the thought that he would come back to explore when the conditions and timing were a little more suitable. However, he heard Heidi muttering something. “There seems to be a magical response from the inside… In a very deep place.”
  Gawain’s eyebrows rose up. “Magical response? Deep inside?”
“It is coming from the depths of this door.” Heidi pointed at the door in the middle. “Previously, the flow of magic must have been obstructed by the door, and I wasn’t able to sense anything. Now that the door is opened, I can vaguely feel something inside… It might be a magic circle or something that is circulating mana. But the response is very very weak, and it is constantly weakening. It might completely vanish at any moment.”
Gawain: “…”
His impulse to turn and leave had been forcefully rejected. He let out a long sigh. Humans are creatures that court disasters indeed.
No matter what was inside, it seemed like they had to see it before leaving.
Wielding the Sword of Pioneers, Gawain silently used knight skills to give himself a few additional layers of protection before he led the way.
The depths of the remnants didn’t have any light, and it was darker as they walked through the door. Heidi lifted her staff and chanted a few words quietly. A glowing magic ball floated on the top of the staff and illuminated the path.


The ability to cast the Illumination spell… a true mage!
Seeing the extensive hallway with a tall and wide space, Knight Byron couldn’t help but click his tongue in wonder. “No wonder this place was created during the prime era of the Gondor Empire… How big is this place?”
“Only the Heavens know. This was a stronghold constructed during the Meteoric Era of the Gondor Empire. They could empty an entire mountain to construct such a large-scale stronghold.” Gawain’s mouth twitched as he added, “I wonder if Amber has truly taken the funds and escaped… It would’ve been good if she was here.”
“For this kind of ancient remnants constructed with such high expertise, not even a brilliant rogue would be able to deal with it, right?” Heidi looked at Gawain with a puzzled look. “Unsealing this kind of place would normally take the expertise of a mage…”
“Not really. If Amber was here, I could throw her to scout ahead, and I wouldn’t have to experience this tension,” spoke Gawain casually. “Furthermore, she has excellent escape skills. And if she ran back, I could always throw her forward again…”
Heidi had a flabbergasted face. If the Ancestor spoke with such a lack of moral sense, what could the juniors do?!
Gawain took another glance at Heidi and smiled. “I’m just joking… It’s mainly because Amber has the Shadow Walk skill. In this place with plenty of shadows, she will be more adept in finding hidden paths than us.”
Heidi let out a breath of relief while Knight Byron nodded and said, “I know that Ancestor is a role model for knights and definitely wouldn’t do such a thing to a lady…”
Gawain’s mouth twitched. Amber…? If it wasn’t for her face and breasts, who would associate her with a lady?
To be honest, her chest wasn’t that closely related to most ladies either…
 
After a casual conversation that alleviated the tense atmosphere, everyone still remained vigilant. With the illumination of Heidi’s magic light sphere, Gawain looked closely at every detail and didn’t miss out on any possible trap or the occasional ancient writing on the wall.


These mostly had commonly used words of the ancient Gondor Empire. The languages used by the four great kingdoms now were developed from these writings. Due to the span of a thousand years, the writings would have some changes over time. Furthermore, the ‘Meteoric Era’ was the great revolution of the Gondor Empire; hence, only Gawain would be able to understand the ancient writings here.
Heidi could only partly understand the writings.
The scale of these mountain remnants was indeed massive; even Gawain was rather surprised.
As they advanced in the center hallway, the group encountered plenty of forks, bends, and stairs. They went deeper into the mountain, and were constantly descending. During this expedition, Heidi had tested the flow of air and was certain there was a comprehensive set of air vents in places that couldn’t be seen. It was almost expected with how incredible the ancient Gondor Empire was in its construction skills.
 
During the process, they had also discovered plenty of rooms and other halls.
The rooms and halls seemed to be constructed with rock-like materials. But after Heidi appraised it, she realized they were not rock-type materials after all but something man-made that was more durable than rock. Every room and hall was empty apart from some crumbling shelves or metallic tools that were about to turn into scrap. Basically, they were ancient objects without any value… It was obvious that the people who had been in this place had plenty of time to evacuate in an orderly manner.
This also fitted Gawain’s judgment of the ‘Meteoric Era’.
But Heidi felt rather regretful. She assumed she would find some antique treasures inside. Even if they couldn’t be used, they would still be things that ‘came from the Gondor Empire’s Meteoric Era’. Just those words were enough to turn a piece of scrap into a highly contested treasure.
The group didn’t have time to explore each fork and room; thus, Gawain could only order a marking made for the places they were unable to explore for now. In the future, when they had more manpower, they could slowly explore the place. The group continued on, led by Heidi’s sense of the magical echo.
Chapter 65: Ancient Facility
Another hour passed by, and the group was still advancing into the unending hallway and passage.
The scale of this thousand-year-old facility had already surpassed Gawain’s imagination.
Even during the Gondor Empire’s prime in the ‘Meteoric Era’, it was very rare for the empire to construct a facility of this scale… Even if it had the dual functions of a military stronghold and research facility, the scale was still far beyond Gawain’s expectation. It seemed like the entire mountain had been emptied for the construction, and there were more downward slopes and stairs awaiting them. Gawain even suspected that it wasn’t just the mountain that was hollowed.
The magical discharge was still steadily being emitted, but it was rather weak. Due to the multiple forks and hallways, Heidi’s guidance wasn’t very reliable anymore. She was only able to judge the rough direction and used spirit-summoning and divination spells to determine which path on the fork they should choose. Even then, the group still made many detours and discovered plenty of deadends.
Even though Knight Byron had been putting down markings along the way and also asked Heidi to mark out signs with magic, the soldiers were still rather uncomfortable after exploring the ancient remnants for such a long time. After noticing the discomfort, Knight Byron walked over to Gawain and said, “My lord, if we continue exploring inside, we might get lost… Everyone’s sense of direction is in disorder.”
Gawain frowned. In fact, he had also considered the problem of losing their way. But he was more confident than everyone else… With his satellite spirit’s excellent memory in use, he was able to remember nearly all of the forks they took and nearly every detail. His mind actually had the rough sketches of a map too, but it wouldn’t be good for him to reveal such abilities. Even if he mentioned it, it wouldn’t be able to put everyone at ease.
After all, this place was truly too huge.
It would be great if Amber were here… She would at least be able to scout ahead, and she could even run around using the shadow realm. She was adept at lockpicking and infiltration and definitely wouldn’t be trapped in the remnants like normal people. She had already proven herself in the Cecil Clan’s ancestral tombs.
This time, Gawain had seriously considered this matter.
 
It was a pity that Amber wasn’t here right now. Gawain could only shake his head and said, “Your concerns are reasonable… We will walk a little further and make a few more markings. It doesn’t matter if we have any discovery or not later. We will head back first before coming again next time.”
The lord didn’t immediately order a return, but Gawain’s ambiguous instructions allowed the soldiers to heave a sigh of relief as it felt as though they had received a kind of guarantee. The group then braced themselves before advancing again.


After a section of path that was a descending stairway, there was another hall at the front. This hall had something additional as compared to the ones before: there were giant obsidian cubes that were arranged in an orderly manner in the hall. They were like stone tablets that were leaning on the wall. Below the cubes, there were metallic ducts or ‘rails’ that extended outwards. These all converged in the center of the hall where a strange hemisphere-shaped device was placed.
Gawain frowned and walked to the side of the hemisphere-shaped device. He used his iron gloves to rub the surface of the device. The dust and oxidized substances on the surface were scraped off, revealing a silver metal underneath.
“What is this?” Heidi came over with curiosity. This room’s facility obviously couldn’t be taken away as it was a ‘fixed installation’. It was rare to see such things in the remnants, and all those obsidian cubes and metallic connectors had given her a strange intuition that this was all related to magic.
“Magic Gathering Array… I want to call it a Magic Capacitor.” Gawain was saying something that a person of this era wouldn’t understand after mixing in some inexplicable terms. “These obsidian cubes are linked to the facility’s magic well. This hemisphere can gather powerful energy and produce a short-term, high-intensity energy flow. It will then go through this main duct”—Gawain pointed at a thick duct that was extending out from the hemisphere device and ultimately burrowed into the wall—”and transfer the energy to the required location.”
Heidi’s eyes were widened slightly. As a mage, she couldn’t help but feel excited for the ancient magical devices that were left behind from a thousand years ago. “Gathers powerful energy? So this is a weapon?”
“No. This is a type of subsidiary energy source for the research facility. It is normally used to provide a temporary ‘ignition’ for those facilities that require huge energy consumption. Like the Rainbow Lens or something.” Gawain shrugged his shoulders and continued, “During the Gondor Era, magic wasn’t just used for fighting… It might have been one of its important functions, but magic was also used for many other things. In my opinion, the mages should be putting their knowledge and magic into such research.”
“Research…,” Heidi mumbled while feeling befuddled.
She wasn’t unfamiliar with the term ‘research’ as mages were also known as researchers. Researching the mysteries of magic and analyzing the rules of runes were the work they were most proud of. But no matter what kind of research was undertaken, it would ultimately be on how to increase spellcasting power. A mage who didn’t work on increasing one’s spellcasting power would be viewed as a shoddy researcher.
Heidi instinctively felt that the ‘research’ that Gawain mentioned was probably not the kind of research that she was familiar with.
This old ancestor seemed to have the habit of putting his vision in a very wide and far angle. He would always mention ‘generalization’ and ‘mass-production’. However, the mages’ focus on themselves — and even deliberately hiding their research — seemed to be in the opposite direction of his thoughts.
Heidi shook her head, putting all these unimportant thoughts to the side, and heard Knight Byron asking, “Madam, is the magical response coming from this place?”


  Heidi concentrated her senses for a moment and shook her head, “No, but it is already very near.”
“Note down this place,” Gawain spoke. “This ancient device is already completely nonfunctional. There is no need to consider repairing it… But it can be taken down to provide us at least half a ton of mithril and seven to eight tons of obsidian. There is also a large quantity of adamantine, purple copper, and purple steel.”
“Wait a moment…” Heidi quivered for a moment and looked at Gawain with astonished eyes. “Ancestor… Are you planning to break down this priceless ancient magical device?!”
“Why not?” Gawain looked at Heidi and replied, “This device requires an extremely pure magic to be ‘ignited’. Right now, there isn’t any corresponding technique to increase the purity of magic. Furthermore, even with the appropriate energy source, this thing has been in here for a thousand years, and the composition of the inside is already rotten to the core. Repairing it would be the same as constructing a new one.”
Heidi was startled before she spoke with a queer expression, “Ancestor might not feel a thing since you are from seven hundred years ago, but, to us, this thing is an antique…”
Gawain’s face trembled as he said, “This item was already an antique before I died… We need to view this practically. This thing doesn’t have any value just sitting here. Only by smelting it will it obtain new life.”
After hearing Gawain’s words, Heidi realized that nothing she said was going to be of use. As such, she could only nod with an agonized expression.
There was a saying, ‘The child doesn’t feel any pain when selling the grandfather’s fields.’ But why did it seem like the grandfather didn’t feel any pain when he sold his own fields too…
The magic gathering device being here meant that the research facility was very close. From linking this place with the magical response that Heidi had sensed earlier, the source might be a research device that was still operating.
Gawain calmly activated the knight’s ‘Danger Detection’ skill so as to defend against a possible magic trap or an ancient weapon that might still be operating.
As they continued to advance, he casually asked Heidi, “That’s right. I hear them addressing you as Madam instead of Young Lady or Lady… Are you married? Where is your husband?”


Gawain had been wanting to ask this question for a long time, but he wasn’t able to find a chance to ask.
Heidi paused for a moment. It was normal for the ancestor to be worried about her marriage, so she answered, “I’m not married. But when I reached adulthood, I converted my religion to the Magic Goddess Milmina and forsook my right of inheritance, so the right of inheritance was given to Rebecca’s father. According to clan laws, adult women who had forsaken their right of inheritance due to religious conversion are all viewed as married, which meant that they had devoted themselves to religion. Originally, I still had my nobility and was a baroness without succession rights. But there was a year when the territory was in difficulty and I… I sold my title to a merchant…”
 
Gawain nodded and responded with an “oh”. At the same time, the information about Magic Goddess Milmina had appeared in his mind.
Magic Goddess Milmina was also known as the Goddess of All Magic or the Mysterious Lady. She was believed to control the power of magic and was also the world’s first giant dragon and first elf master mage… As such, the legendary dragon-language magic and the current elf magic were also created by her.
She didn’t have an official religion or faith as almost all those of the spellcasting professions were her ‘shallow believers’. But less than 1% of the mages officially converted their religion to this goddess. This was probably related to the spellcasters’ general fondness for unraveling mysteries and a lack of divine beings to revere.
Among the 1% of believers, there were plenty like Heidi who simply wanted to show that they had forsaken their right of inheritance.
The Anzu Royal Clan’s Princess Veronica who converted her religion to the God of Holy Light also did it for similar reasons. But that princess wasn’t like the Cecil Clan’s descendants who were so disappointing that they had no choice but to sell their nobility status. As such, she was still addressed as a princess (or her corresponding clerical status).
 
After Heidi gave her reply, she was rather anxious and frightened. She was mainly afraid of two things. Firstly, it was whether the ancestor would be angry when he found out that the disappointing Cecil Clan’s descendants actually had to survive by selling their nobility titles. Secondly, it was whether the ancestor would be angry when he found out that she was still not married at such an age. Especially the second point… What if Gawain suddenly turned around and said, ‘Why are you still not married? When are you planning to marry? What do you think of that XXX person?’ and then press her to get married?
Oh my god! An ancestor from 700 years ago pressing her to get married would be much worse than her own parents pressing her to get married!
In fact, Heidi wasn’t really worried about getting a beating for selling her nobility title…
However, Gawain merely gave an “oh” reply and didn’t say anything else.


Heidi’s wild imagination didn’t persist for long as she finally sensed that the magical response was in front of her.
Chapter 66: Ball
Heidi finally sensed that the magical power was right in front; perhaps there was only one last intersection left. Meanwhile, after roughly estimating the distance that the party had covered and the terrain of the Dark Range in this area, Gawain believed this to be the center of the mountains.
The Gondor construction team might have really emptied a section of the mountains to build this inconceivably massive facility!
What exactly was here that was worth building such a monstrous-level facility — for research or keeping guard over something?
However, regardless of what was here, they had ultimately given up this place.
Heidi replenished the energy for the magic ball of light again. The ball of light that had begun to dim lit up the large areas around them once more. Gawain saw that ahead was a neat corridor laid using gray stone slabs. Magic crystal lamps that had lost their efficacy were mounted on the walls on both sides of the corridor. There were also some tightly shut doors. And straight ahead, at the end, was a door leaf casted in bronze. The symbol of an eye and a triangle was carved on that door.
The bronze door was not completely shut; a very wide gap was left open. Gawain initiated his Danger Detection ability and did not find any traps or potential threats such as toxic gases and the like behind the door.
However, this did not mean they could let down their guard. Before pushing open the door, Heidi first summoned a rune resembling eyes that radiated a faint glow. This rune drifted gently past the gap. A soft light floated in Heidi’s eyes at the same time.
“It’s a circular, empty room inside. It’s very big. There are many broken long tables and shelves… I can see lots of pipelines on the walls. The center of the room is a sunken pit… There is an odd, spherical item in the pit. Right in the middle of the ceiling, there are also numerous hanging chains and tools.” Heidi frowned as she described what she saw, but all of a sudden, she cried out under her breath. The magic was cut off following that.
“What’s going on?!” Gawain instantly focused on Heidi nervously.
 
Heidi rubbed her eyes, sounding extremely embarrassed. “I crashed into a wall.”
“…Uh, was there anything that appeared dangerous or resembled a trap?”


Heidi shook her head. “No, it just looks like a laboratory, but it is many times bigger than the laboratories I know of, and there are many pieces of equipment that I can’t figure out. Besides, I’ve confirmed that the magical power is coming from the sphere in the center of the room. However, this energy form is something I’ve never come into contact with before.”
Having confirmed that there weren’t any traps or out-of-control ancient magical puppets, Gawain heaved a sigh of relief. As for the odd energy form that Heidi spoke of, they could only study it in detail after entering.
Two stout soldiers came forward and, together with Knight Byron, pushed the ancient, dusty bronze door hard. The rusty and weathered hinges let out a creaking noise from their forceful combined push. In this silent and airless space, the sound of hinges turning was especially piercing, and it resounded very, very far out along the corridor.
Heidi instinctively grasped her staff tightly as she turned back, looking towards the dark corridor. She was almost afraid there would be some indescribable ancient monsters in the darkness that could be roused by the sounds of the bronze door opening and spring out of the shadows. But in the end, nothing happened.
The door was pushed opened. Gawain stepped in, and in next to no time, he saw the things that Heidi had seen — a circular hall, damaged long tables, shelves spread along the hall, the magical power ducts, a depressed floor in the center, and a big rock-like ball lying in the pit.
Gawain stood before the sphere. From a rough estimate, its diameter was about 1.5 meters. Its shape could be considerably well-defined, not taking into account the coarse and uneven surface; this could almost be a standard sphere. While its material seemed to be rock, under the shine of the Illumination spell, it also showed hints of a metal-like texture.
It was somewhat like a natural ball-shaped rock, yet also too round. However, if they were to say it was a man-made magical equipment, it was entirely different from the creation styles of the Gondor Empire. Moreover, there were neither runes nor metal connection points on its surface. It didn’t seem like an ancient magical equipment no matter how they looked at it.
“The magical power is indeed coming from inside this.” Heidi was frowning as she continued, “But it’s too weird. I’m even finding that it’s not quite like magical power, but a kind of… distinct energy wave? Ancestor, was this also produced by the ancient Gondor Empire?”
“No, it doesn’t seem so.” Gawain’s brows were furrowed as he reached out and tapped the ‘rock ball’. It felt about the same as a real rock, very hard. “Judging by the circumstances here, instead of saying this was something they had created, it was more like something they were researching…”
“Was this entire facility built to study this ball?” Knight Byron found it very inconceivable. “The Gondor Empire spent so much effort just to study a ball?”
Gawain thought for a moment and felt that even if it was the Meteoric Era where magical power was free, the people then probably wouldn’t be silly to that extent. “No. When this facility was evacuated, the people here took almost everything that they could with them in an orderly manner. It’s unlikely that they would instead leave the most important item behind. This ball was probably an item they were studying, but most likely just one of the items and a not-too-important one, something they’d decided to give up on. Presumably, they had not had much progress after studying it for some time, and just as they were preparing to dispose of it, orders to evacuate came from the top, so this was cast aside here.”


“So we’ve gone through such a long hassle and only found this thing.” Knight Byron rubbed his chin. “Your Excellency, how shall we deal with it?”
Gawain was slightly troubled too. How were they supposed to transport this rock ball out? He reached out a hand and pushed the surface of the ball as he muttered, “It occupies so much space and is heavy too. No wonder the people of Gondor back then had—eh?”
With a push from him, the rock had shakily rolled out of its position.
Gawain felt slightly embarrassed at once. “It’s not heavy?”
The weightlessness of this ‘rock ball’ was beyond imagination!
Initially, Gawain had thought that this lump had to weigh at least a ton; he never expected it to shift with a light push. When he tried again, he estimated that the rock probably weighed only a bit more than ten kilograms. To the extent that even Heidi could easily push and walk with it; this showed that it wasn’t made of rock at all!
Either that, or its inside was hollow…
  Suppressing the urge to break it open on the spot to look inside, Gawain formed a judgment according to the scale of this research laboratory and the remaining traces around the ball. This ‘rock ball’ should have been a research object of ‘first species of safe wondrous items’ and ‘harmless with peculiar attributes’ in this research facility. Hence, he decided, “Let’s bring this thing out, transport it back to the camp, and properly study it… Hold on, it’s not appropriate to put it directly in the camp. For safety’s sake, put it on the newly leveled piece of land beside the camp. Send two soldiers to watch it. We’ll specially build a tent for it tomorrow.”
The Gondor Empire and the current era had several levels of generational difference in technology. A safe, harmless object of research then might not still be harmless today; therefore, it was better to be slightly more cautious.
They were nervous on their way in but were now pushing a ball on their way out. One had to say, the scene of pushing a ball within the team allayed the soldiers’ nervousness immensely, yet it also gave Gawain a deep sense of conflict. He felt that the atmosphere of his ‘first alternate-world relic exploration that didn’t come easy’ had been ruined by such a ball. It was like you were wearing the legendary armor, carried the best sword in the village, accepted the title of ‘valiant hero’ bestowed by the emperor, and even teamed up with four sages. Then, all of you started ambitiously on the journey to exterminate the demon king, but in the end, the demon king turned out to be Patrick Star 1.
The people of Gondor in those days really had nothing better to do: why were they studying a ball?!


With Heidi’s magic marks and the almost hack-like map in Gawain’s mind to show the way, the team’s speed on their return was many times faster than before. Although they were now also pushing a ball, this unbelievably light thing couldn’t be considered much of a burden. When it came to upward slopes or steps, Heidi would directly summon a Sculpture Hand to lift it.
The team went back the way they had come just like that. Very soon, the faint light of the exit appeared ahead.
Meanwhile, the soldiers outside had been waiting for a long time and were even starting to feel uneasy. The sounds of footsteps and commands that came from deep within the central door finally had them heaving sighs of relief. However, the noise coming together with the footsteps made them stare at one another. That sounded like something rolling on the ground…
The sight of two soldiers pushing a ball appeared before their eyes. As a matter of fact, one person was enough for the job; this was mainly to maintain balance.
“Let’s end it here and get back.” Returning to the entrance hall once more, Gawain let out a long exhale. He rested a hand on the rock ball. “This is the result.”
The soldiers looked at one another.
The next day, everyone who moved about at the edge of camp all saw this odd sphere.
It had been parked on an empty area of land outside of camp with several fully armed soldiers keeping guard beside it. The surrounding ten-odd meters around the sphere was circled by wooden stakes planted into the ground and linked using rope to form a partition.
It looked utterly embarrassing, the bunch of soldiers keeping guard must have lost at cards; such murmurs of discussion spread among the people.
Rebecca heard this news after she woke up and quickly rushed over to watch the fun. Seeing that both her ancestor and Aunt Heidi were present, she squeezed her way in, also looking curiously at the ball. “Lord Ancestor… this was what had been brought back from the remnants last night?”
“We also had some metal samples and whatnot. There was a considerable amount of good stuff that could be dug from the ruins,” Gawain said with a nod. “But it’s just this thing that we can’t figure out.”


Rebecca curiously circled the big ball twice, then came back to ask, “Can I touch it?”
Gawain waved his hand. “Don’t throw big fireballs at it. You’re free to do anything else.”
Although this ‘rock ball’ was strangely light, it was actually really solid. He had already tested it. Under the premise that no superpower be used, striking on the sphere using ordinary swords caused almost no damage; hence, giving it a few knocks should be no problem.
However, throwing fireballs at it would not necessarily be so; especially given Rebecca’s stubborn temper, she just might throw a super fireball the size of a bathtub at it…
 
Rebecca curiously placed her ear on the surface of the sphere while tapping on it twice with her staff. She turned and shouted to Gawain, “It’s not hollow!”
“Yes, it is solid, yet it’s also unbelievably light.” Gawain shrugged. “Your Aunt scraped bits off it and found that it’s a compound material with extremely high metal content. If the entire ball was made of the same material, it’d definitely be able to kill a man with its weight.”
“Perhaps the outer layer is only its shell, and the inside is actually an extremely weightless material?” A deep interest in research emerged in Rebecca. “Shall we cut it open and have a look?”
Gawain laughed. “That was what I’d been planning on, but not now. We’ll first use all sorts of methods that won’t cause damage to study it. If there are really no results from it, then we’ll consider cutting it open. After all, the Gondor people back then had used so many tools to study it but ultimately did not break its outer shell. There’s probably a reason for that.”
Rebecca appeared to be slightly disappointed. “Oh…”
 
Gawain glanced at her with a smile. “Compared to researching this ball, I have something else I would like to have you do… if you have the time.”
Rebecca’s eyes lit up instantly. “Ah? I do, I do! I’m not personally needed with Magic Web 1 for now. The craftsmen and apprentices are currently digging ditches to smelt quartz sand. I’m idle now! What do you want me to do?”


“Bake rocks.”
Footnotes:
Ch 66 Footnote 1
Fictional character in the SpongeBob SquarePants series
Chapter 67: The Steelworks Plan and Amber’s Return
Often, Rebecca found that she couldn’t quite understand her Ancestor’s thinking. However, there was something good in being a stubborn girl, and that was not forcing herself to understand stuff that she could not. Anyway, Ancestor can’t be wrong; she’d just do as he said.
Watching Rebecca who’d happily left after receiving the order but did not even inquire why she had to burn rocks, Gawain could not help but rub his chin and muttered, “Indeed, the innate gifts that every person was born with are limited. Having more or less of it all depended on the dice. In Rebecca’s case, she’d probably rolled once and topped up her gifts in mathematics and imagination, then she was born with everything else at number one…”
But that didn’t matter since the blueprints and operation method had been assigned to her, he’d let her figure it out herself. The actual case of project Magic Web 1 had proven that other than being candid, stubborn, having low EQ, and occasionally coming up with thoughts that were asking for a beating, this young lady really had an astonishing talent in mathematics and creation. Such a gifted player should be thrown out and left to crash headfirst into it. As long as she didn’t fail, there’d usually be unexpected gains, and giving her a bunch of restrictions and fetters would instead easily restrict the outcome.
Besides, even Gawain himself wasn’t sure how many of those indigenous methods that he’d restored through his memories of Earth could succeed…
After casting the mission of ‘burning rocks’ to Rebecca, Gawain headed to the farm to have a look at their cultivation progress and confirm that production of the waterwheel had begun. Following that, he made a trip to the blacksmith store and tossed the modern furnace he’d designed to the old blacksmith, Hummel.
The old blacksmith revealed astonishment towards the blueprint that Gawain took out. He was truly surprised.
Hummel knew that the Lord was concerned about the modern furnace, and he remembered that Gawain had gathered some opinions and suggestions regarding the production of modern furnaces from him a few days ago. However, in his concept, coming to this extent for an aristocratic lord was already the utmost limit. Subsequently, he would, at best, send several craftsmen over to help him with the building of the new furnace and check on the progress occasionally. He’d never expected that Gawain would come to him directly with the blueprint.
Upon hearing the lord’s words that the blueprint for the furnace was ready, Hummel’s first reaction other than shock wasn’t surprise; neither was he very touched; instead, he felt nervous and troubled.
He maintained his stance. A duke, a great aristocrat, a figure who ought to be seated in a castle and eating using golden bowls, did he really have proper knowledge of forging, of building furnaces? Could the blueprint that he’d come up with really work?
 
What should he do if it couldn’t? Who would dare to comment? But if they were to forcibly use it… whose responsibility would it be?
The old blacksmith took the blueprint that Gawain handed over with a slightly woeful look. He quietly made up his mind: if this furnace was too impossible, he must not reveal it. At the worst, he would first agree, then work hard to build a furnace with a similar outer appearance but entirely different on the inside. If the Lord were to discover anything fishy and questioned him, he’d claim that the illiterate apprentices and slave laborers were too stupid, that they could not build the new furnace properly…


This thought lasted until he had a clear look at the blueprint with deft structures and a logical layout.
Gawain took in all of Hummel’s reaction and smiled.
He was not a blacksmith. To be honest, even if his experiences in his previous life had nothing related to smelting or forging, which internet powerhouse coming from an era of information explosion wouldn’t be able to come up with a bunch of theoretical knowledge?
Of course, an internet powerhouse with only theoretical knowledge would not come in handy, but that was all right; he still had the memories of Gawain Cecil.
Gawain Cecil was not a blacksmith, but the first Duke of the East was. And an important piece of bragging material for the Duke of the East when he treated everyone to wine was knowledge in smelting. Add to that their intimate friendship, Gawain Cecil had numerous experiences of being dragged by the Duke of the East to the furnace to practice his skill. He naturally knew what kind of structure a qualified furnace ought to have.
With two layers of knowledge combined and suggestions from Rebecca and Heidi, as well as minor damage to his hairline, drawing out a blueprint was at least possible.
However, confidence was confidence; Gawain wasn’t at the extent of being blindly conceited. He knew the drawbacks of a non-professional leading the proficient and understood that his identity could easily keep the true specialists from giving their honest views. Hence, he volunteered, “This blueprint is just something I modified according to some furnaces from the Gondor era, so it might not suit the current situation. It’s only meant to give you a line of thought. As for how this furnace could be operated, it’s your business. Feel free to reconstruct it as you wish, as long as it fulfills my demands.”
“No, no, no, this design is already very logical,” Hummel said hurriedly. “It has all the components that a furnace should have, and they all seem to connect very well. And this idea of continuous smelting… So long as there is a steady flow of ores into it and the slag is cleared, it can burn on?”
“That’s right. It’s continuous.” Gawain nodded. “But in doing so, the work pattern of ‘a blacksmith and a few apprentices rotating around a furnace’ might no longer be suitable?”
This evidently had not come to Hummel’s mind before this; he was still immersed in the intriguing concept of the modern furnace. With this reminder by Gawain, he was suddenly aware of what an extremely efficient furnace that didn’t need to be extinguished meant.
As if it was a certain instinct stemming from his occupation, he realized that a deep gap had appeared between the former clanging blacksmith stores and this furnace before his eyes.


And he associated that with those huge courtyards with lengths of a hundred meters that could hold tens of furnaces. He looked at Gawain with wide guys. “Lord…”
  “Steel—steel is the basis of everything. Of course, we will still have to take into consideration all sorts of strange metals,” Gawain said as he pulled out another item from his chest for Hummel. “I’ve asked around. You’re literate, so you should be able to read these.”
Blacksmiths were an upper class amongst the civilians. Though they were still civilians, these people who held hammers had a roughly similar standing to clan warriors or even training knights with swords or whips in hand. Moreover, several generations within the Hummel family had been tasked with smelting steel and forging weapons for the Cecil Clan; their status was all the more exceptional. Hence, Hummel was literate; his father had been very liberal in this aspect.
Taking the sheet of paper from Gawain, Hummel merely glanced through it briefly before his eyes widened in surprise.
“This way—this way, is it still a blacksmith store?”
“No, this is Cecil Steelworks.” Gawain looked the old blacksmith in the eyes, “I want a large amount of steel. It could even exceed the total amount of steel you’ve seen in your entire life. The modern furnace and Magic Web 1 are merely foundations within the foundation. And all of this can only be sustained by a completely new set of production structures.”
This was the change from a workshop to a plant. Even Gawain himself wasn’t sure what results such a rigid, top-down revolution would bring. However, he could not continue waiting in leisure. He could not wait for this society to slowly develop the sprouts of capitalism and an industrial revolution. Even if he was willing to wait, the Heavens might not be.
While you’re caught up in farming and have yet to set up a base, and a flood of aliens and the Dark Wave is thrown at you, can you still go on?!
The progress of Magic Web 1 showed him an opportunity to greatly expand their productivity, or should he say, their productivity had come to a point where it could be expanded considerably. Only, in this world where magical power existed, it had been stuck in place. Magic Web 1 was the hope of breaking these shackles.
Failure could be a magical power. But so could success.
Hummel had sunk into deep thought yet realized that nothing came to mind. This had exceeded his world view; he, who had been forging metal his entire life, could not find a place for himself among the metals for the very first time. “Lord, if we really were to go according to your plan and had this many steel furnaces… how many blacksmiths would be enough? I am the only blacksmith in this territory now…”


“The smelting of ores and steel processing will be separated into two parts sooner or later. For that, I have subsequent arrangements.” Gawain glanced at Hummel. “After seeing the blueprint of the modern furnace, you should know this isn’t some sudden, fanciful idea.”
This dangerous thought had appeared in Hummel’s mind before, but with a reminder from Gawain, he recalled the bold yet logical furnace design.
Several seconds of silence later, Gawain deliberately went on in an even tone. “Did you think I was some foolish aristocrat with my head full of all sorts of naive, funny ideas and a wild imagination but with absolutely no idea of reality?”
 
Hummel broke out in cold sweat instantly. “No, no, how could you be…”
“It’s only normal if you had such a thought, because I see that more than ninety percent of the aristocrats in this era are seen in the same light.” Gawain chuckled. “Living in castles, superior, luxurious yet naive, unaware of how grains are grown, and without any knowledge about forging, building houses, lumbering… Yet, they love to carelessly give absolutely impossible orders. Am I right?”
Hummel stared speechlessly at Gawain; it took him a long while to keep himself from letting out the two words, ‘soul mate’.
How could this lord from 700 years ago be this incisive in his evaluation of the aristocrats?
“You must be wondering why I’m so sharp in my assessment. Very simple. I am Gawain Cecil. Seven hundred years ago, when this land was still barren, I was already leading pioneer teams here.” Gawain looked Hummel in the eyes. “We weren’t living in castles then. Speaking of production, I’m afraid many craftsmen in this territory are no match for me.”
 
Hummel’s expression changed slightly, and he slowly nodded.
Gawain rested a hand on the shoulder of this old blacksmith. “So, go do as I say. The first step is to finish building the modern furnace.”
From the corner of his eye, he saw Betty who had jogged the entire way here.


“Lord!” The little maid first panted heavily for air and then bent over clumsily yet exaggeratedly. “Miss Amber is back! She also brought a—a—”
Betty thought hard for a moment and then said loudly, “A dirty old man!”
Chapter 68: Druid?
Returning after leaving for a few days, Amber, as expected, found that the scale of this camp was now bigger than before. There were now many houses constructed from wooden planks between the tents, and some drying yards, work sheds, and warehouses distributed around various areas of the camp. A new sawmill had been built by the White River, close to the simple temporary pier. Firm roads connected the camp to the various facilities along its perimeter; this place had taken on the form of a permanent residence, beginning the transformation from camp to territory.
The labor system that fellow had come up with turned out to be very effective.
That muddle-headed little maidservant had dashed off to inform her master. Meanwhile, Amber was in an idle daze in Gawain’s big tent, and beside her stood an old man dressed in dirty gray robes and a beret overflowing with messy hair and beard.
This old man, who looked as if he’d been dug out from the slums, was the ‘professional’ that Amber had found. At present, he was standing in the middle of the tent, carefully keeping a distance from all the items around. However, his eyes wandered, just like an unscrupulous merchant in a lord’s castle. Whereas Amber looked around at this tent that had stood up for a good half month and muttered, “Even the masons and carpenters have started living in wooden houses, yet he’s still in a tent. I really don’t know what he’s thinking…”
“Aye, aye,” the little old man beside her suddenly spoke then. “Was what you said true? Is he really the Gawain Cecil from seven hundred years ago? The one who the south has been abuzz with talk of?”
“Of course, it’s true.” Amber rolled her eyes at the little old man. “Could it be false when I was the one to personally dig him out? Let me tell you, the Cecil Clan may be this poor now, but their Ancestor is really impressive. His entire being is a portable treasure house…”
The little old man touched his matted beard. “As long as it’s true. Let me tell you, little girl. In the profession of antique appraisal, my capabilities are…”
Amber was stunned after listening to just half of what he had to say. “Eh? Wait a minute! Aren’t you a druid?!”
The old man immediately froze in the action of twiddling his beard. He looked at Amber with his mouth agape. “I—”
 
He’d just said the word “I” when the tent’s thick portiere was lifted. Bright light cast in then was immediately blocked by Gawain’s almost two-meter tall sturdy build. The little old man and Amber were startled at the same time.
Meanwhile, Gawain had noticed the stranger the moment he stepped in. He was dressed in a dirty robe that was an odd garb in between a tunic and a long robe, where almost all of the edges were frizzy. He also wore a beret of an irksome gray; there were even a number of holes on it. His hair and beard were matted; God knows how long he hadn’t washed them for. His person was old and shriveled, but his eyes were bright…


That’s right. —Insert ‘The True Style Of A Hermit.jpg’.
Gawain silently formed a judgment: this little old man almost perfectly fit his image of a druid living a sequestered life in the forests, with tons of ancient knowledge in grasp. Though if he’d seen him on another occasion, he would have taken him for a beggar in the slums. But Amber had said she was leaving to look for a druid, so what was before him must be a druid’s style.
A certain disgrace to the elves had really brought a druid back (or at the very least, he looked very similar to one). It seemed he had slightly misjudged Amber previously.
After apologizing to Amber internally, Gawain greeted the little old man on wide steps, “Welcome, in the name of the Cecil Clan. This land has been waiting for a true learned man for a very long time. I’m Gawain Cecil. You should have heard of my name.”
The little old man sobered from his temporary daze. An especially bright smile presently appeared on his face; the smile was so radiant that he became totally unlike a hermit. “Ah, your name is known to all on the continent. I am very pleased to be able to serve you and your territory.”
The old man continued, “May I know where the antiques to be appraised are—”
Gawain spoke simultaneously, “The arrival of a druid would definitely bring to this land—”
“Antique?” “Druid?”
The two people questioned each other in sync, with puzzled faces.
“Did I hear wrongly?” Gawain said, bewildered. “You mentioned antique appraisal? What I sent Amber to find was a druid…”
“Druid? Not an antique appraiser?!” The little old man was shocked as well. “I thought I was here to appraise antiques!”


The corners of Gawain’s mouth instantly twitched as his gaze involuntarily flickered to the half-elf girl at the side who was desperately trying to shrink her head into her abdomen. “How did this ‘Miss Half-Elf’ put it across to you?”
The little old man casually replied, “She said that she had dug up an old antique with seven hundred years of history. I rushed over without asking for the details…”
Gawain grabbed Amber’s pointed ears once he reached out; the latter immediately cried out, then instantly wormed out of Gawain’s hand, and disappeared into the ubiquitous shadows.
However, someone reacted even more quickly. Before this bandit could completely enter the shadow realm, Gawain shifted his steps and blocked Amber’s escape route, at the same time activating his knight protective aura. As the shapeless ring of light spread, Amber deliriously left her shadow state in an instant and crashed onto Gawain’s chest. She howled in pain then and there.
The camp’s defenses were inadequate; in order to respond to emergencies at any time, Gawain’s armor never left his body.
  The iron-headed Rebecca had a bump when she crashed headfirst into Gawain, let alone the non-iron-headed Amber. The half-elf was disoriented from the collision. After leaving the shadow state, she held her head and made two circles on the spot before stopping after feeling her ears back in Gawain’s grip. She immediately shouted, “Hey, hey, hey! It hurts, it hurts! Let go, let go, let go…”
“What’s with the ‘antique from seven hundred years ago’?!” Gawain glared at this ultimate disgrace. “Where is the druid that I tasked you to find?!”
“He is the druid! How would I know about any antique appraisal?!” Amber felt extremely wronged. She desperately tried to break out of Gawain’s grip while shouting noisily, “I did casually mention that I’d dug out an ancient from seven hundred years ago, but I didn’t think he had actually misunderstood!”
The old man was dumbstruck as he watched the farce before him. At this point, he vaguely came to his senses, “Wait a minute, the antique from seven hundred years ago was Duke Gawain Cecil?”
“Stop mentioning ‘antique’! He’s about to kill with this grip!” Amber screamed. “Haven’t I told you! Gawain Cecil resurrected! He was personally awakened by me! But I did not ask for you to appraise him. I thought you understood me!”
The little old man stared. “I thought you had also robbed his tomb after awakening this ancient hero! I even wondered how you managed to bluff him into allowing someone to appraise the antiques after you’d robbed his tomb…”


Gawain: “…”
After going through every great name in history that he knew in his last life, Gawain finally suppressed the urge to throw Amber out. He looked at the little old man before him, at a loss of whether to laugh or to cry. “So… you’re not a druid then?”
Unexpectedly, the little old man stroked his beard after hearing this question and straightened his tattered gray robes before speaking in an inexplicable tone, “This would depend on the specific situation and your needs. If your terms here are suitable, I can also be a druid…”
Gawain was taken aback. “There is a ‘can be’ for druids?”
“Then are you a druid or not?” Gawain frowned. “I need a druid to support the construction of the territory’s agriculture, and I do not wish for any problems to surface in this project, so your answer had best be prudent.”
After the farce, he now had serious misgivings towards this little old man with the aura of a hermit.
Yet he saw the little old man crack a smile; then he took out an ordinary-looking seed. He casually threw the seed onto the ground, then picked up a glass from the table at the side, and poured some water on it. Following that, he muttered some incantations, and moments later, a speck of green began to glow from where the seed had been dropped.
The seed sprouted at a speed visible to the naked eye. Although it was a really tiny sprout, it was a great eye-opener for Gawain.
“Look, look! He is a druid!” Amber made a fuss at once. “Quickly release me! It hurts like hell!”
Gawain let go of the half-elf’s ears with a dumbfounded look and then stared oddly at the little old man. “So you really are a druid… but what’s with being an antique appraiser too?”
“I was a druid in my earlier years in the true Forest Heart faction.” The little old man stuck his chest out slightly and proudly spoke, “But an antique appraiser is also my occupation. You could say that there are barely any antique appraisers better than me in the entire southern borders.”


Gawain was puzzled. “A druid who studies flowers, birds, fishes, and insects and an appraiser who studies antique. How did you put these two unrelated professions together?”
 
“Mainly because I had no money.” The little old man shrugged, “I was too poor being a druid, so I started an avocation. And let me tell you, that’s not all I can do. If you’re short of a chef here, I also have some grilling and soup-making skills…”
It wasn’t just the corner of his mouth that trembled; even Gawain’s forehead throbbed for a moment. “As long as the price is right, you can even do fortune-telling. Am I right?”
The little old man held his beard. “That depends on how much you’re paying. If the price is suitable, I can learn it right away.”
Gawain looked up to the sky and sighed. He thought, this was indeed a person brought back by Amber; such a development was truly logical and expected. He had not underestimated Amber’s morals; neither had he overestimated her virtue. This ‘agriculture expert’ perfectly fulfilled Amber’s standards.
An utterly unreliable fellow, yet he really was a druid.
 
“Um… are you okay?” Amber watched Gawain’s reaction cautiously and only dared to speak up after some time. “At least he’s a real druid.”
“Well, it’s better than having none.” Gawain sighed and then lowered his head to look at the little old man. “Then from today onwards, you are the druid of the Cecil territory. I will give you a suitable remuneration… your grade?”
“Grade three druid from the Forest Heart faction. At the same time, also a grade three magic spell herbalist,” the little old man said smilingly. “And also a pretty good griller. Are you really not going to consider?”
Gawain quirked up the corners of his mouth. “No, I have a maidservant who cooks quite well. I will pay you according to the standards of hiring an official grade three spellcaster, but the premise is you have to refine a batch of drugs that boosts growth to prove yourself. We will provide the materials and tools.”
The little old man nodded heavily in satisfaction. “Of course, of course.”
Chapter 69: Failed Project
Looking at the little old man’s gleeful manner, he totally seemed like a person who’d finally secured a new job after going hungry for weeks. This image wiped away every bit of Gawain’s impression of him as an expert in seclusion. Now, Gawain could be wholly certain that his torn old robes, ripped beret, and untrimmed beard were not because of a hermit lifestyle. It was because he was genuinely poor…
Faced with this situation, Gawain could not help but whisper to Amber, “This person you found… Is he dependable?”
“Gosh, don’t you worry. Although his personality may be a little weird, you’ve seen it, haven’t you? At the least, his druid capabilities are real. You aren’t the kind of pompous, rigid aristocrat who judges people by their class origin, are you? Don’t you always claim that competence is the most important?”
He did not expect that the comments he usually muttered were taken to heart by this half-elf and even used to thwart his argument now. Gawain could only purse his lips in resignation and then questioned curiously, “Say, how did you get to know him?”
There was no incompatibility when the little old man, who was probably a disgrace to druids, was put together with Amber, this disgrace to elves. However, Gawain was still very curious as to how these two met. Was it solely because they were the disgraces to their respective communities that they shared the same rotten style?
Gawain’s low murmur was caught by the little old man by the side. The druid with great hearing turned his head and chuckled. “Lord, I am an old acquaintance of Amber’s adoptive father. I watched this little brat grow up. According to seniority, she would have to address me as uncle…”
Amber immediately rolled her eyes. “A fellow like you who has no looks of a senior wants me to call you uncle?”
“I see. There’s still this connection between you two.” Gawain nodded in understanding. He had heard Amber speak of her adoptive father before and knew that he was a human rogue. In actuality, he was probably just a bandit hanging in the bottom rungs.
Amber wagged her head smugly as she said, “This fellow used to be real close with my adoptive father. Back in those days, they even wanted to be the southern border’s greatest bandits under the name of Night Walkers. But they did not become famous at all.”
 
Gawain instinctively frowned for a moment and then looked towards the little old man. “You were once even a bandit?”
“It’s all in the past, all in the past.” The old man waved his hand repeatedly. “I’ve quit. All I’ve been doing these years are decent means of living.”


Gawain found it interesting. “You switched professions also because you couldn’t get by as a bandit?”
“Because his skills were too trendy.” Amber rolled her eyes at a side, wearing a disdainful look. “He would get caught stealing dead people’s belongings and get a violent beating. He’s naturally not cut out to be a bandit. Of course, he’s also not cut out to be a druid. Now, it seems like he’s not made to be an antique appraiser or cook either.”
Gawain was stunned. “How did you get caught stealing from the dead?”
“Mainly because there were also more than two hundred grave visitors there…”
The little old man laughed in embarrassment. Very clearly, despite being an elder, his attitude towards Amber was really amiable. Such roasting by Amber was probably also a frequent thing. Especially on today’s topic, Amber had the confidence and qualifications to ridicule his bandit skills; after all, he received a beating after stealing from the dead; whereas, on top of successfully stealing from the dead, Amber had also resurrected this dead person…
Although the situation then wasn’t considered a ‘robbery’…
After some small talk, Gawain suddenly realized that he had let a key matter slip his mind. “Oh yeah, I still don’t know your name?”
The little old man held a hand to his chest and did an ambiguous salute. “Pittman Lauren is glad to be at your service. Just call me Pittman.”
“Very well, Pittman. You can first have a rest. I’ll arrange for someone to bring you to your lodging. You’ve seen this place. Everything is still in the pioneering stage. The housing conditions may not be the best yet. However, if you work hard like my residents, this place can soon become a well-off and comfortable new home for you.”
Pittman Lauren’s face bloomed with a smile. “For the sake of those glittering little cuties, I will definitely do my best.”
This eclectic learner type of druid left the tent with the guiding personnel that Gawain had arranged, leaving Amber and Gawain to gaze at each other. Slightly noticing the atmosphere, the half-elf girl prepared to sneak out with an awkward smile but was seized by Gawain. “Where are you going?”


“I’m going to help patrol the perimeters of the camp!” Amber shouted noisily on her tiptoes. “Hey, let go of me!”
“First explain the ‘dug out an old antique with seven hundred years of history’ part. I didn’t forget that comment.”
“Oh—”
Everything in the camp was on the right track, but not everything would go without a hitch.
  In a courtyard on the western end of the workshop area, Rebecca was staring blankly at the things before her.
She had an odd-looking kiln in front of her. The kiln had been made using fire-resistant bricks and mud mixed with quartz sand, like a huge bowl placed upside down on the ground. Simple runes used to increase temperatures and control the fire were drawn on the side of the ‘huge bowl’, whereas on the bottom was a newly made kiln door that originally had been sealed up with mud. The model of it slightly resembled brick kilns used to bake bricks, but what was being made inside weren’t bricks.
They were rocks, or rather, a mixture of lime, stone powder, and clay. Ancestor said that the product ‘calcined’ from this combination — mixed with slag from the blacksmith store and ground into powder form — would become a new kind of construction material.
However, it didn’t seem like it had succeeded no matter how she looked at it.
The basket in front of the kiln contained some of the finished product. It was a dark-gray hardened object that looked dirty and unpleasant. Many hard and brittle lumps were mixed in the fragments of many sizes. Rebecca had tried to forcibly grind a portion of the fragments together with slag into powder and then mix it with water according to her ancestor’s instructions. At present, the first batch of experimental compound had dried up. They became a substance that broke when force was applied, almost like rotten wood.
It was totally impossible to build a house using this.
Rebecca sank in thought with her fingers propping up her chin. She was simply too occupied to clean her black and dirty face.


In the last couple of days, she was either at the blacksmith store (now named Cecil Steelworks) supervising the assembly of Magic Web 1 and the modern furnace, or baking rocks here. She was a viscountess yet was this filthy for most of the day, every day. However, the knights and soldiers in the territory weren’t surprised at all; after all, the viscountess had been of similar manner, often for the whole day, in the past. Smoking her own face black as she practiced her fireballs was a common thing. Some days, she would go into the forest to fight the wolves and returned covered in mud. Everyone was used to it…
As for the civilians who rarely got the chance to meet real aristocrats and only got to interact often with Heidi, Rebecca, and the others these days, they’d developed a fairly good and friendly impression towards this busy, always-running viscountess. Gawain was a strong pillar, yet he was too authoritative in the civilians’ opinion. Heidi was intelligent and benevolent; however, to some extent, she appeared reserved and overly stern. That left them with Rebecca, this lady who ran everywhere; she had no airs and greeted everyone with a smile. Thus, everyone subconsciously neglected her identity as an aristocrat.
Another important reason was that Rebecca’s big fireballs were a great help for burning the wastelands and blowing up rocks…
Seeing Rebecca sunken in thought, the few assisting civilians beside her didn’t dare to utter a word to disrupt her. They too did not understand the Grand Duke’s intention in building such a place to bake rocks. However, the waterwheel that the Grand Duke ordered built had revealed its magic, and the planning of the camp was also rather brilliant. Add to that the ease which the reclamation work had been and the existence of the newly recruited druid, everyone was quite convinced by Gawain’s arrangements. Although they could not figure out the use of baking rocks… doing as he said was right.
After pondering hard for some time, Rebecca finally lifted her head and came to a conclusion — she wasn’t suited to thinking about this!
Hence, she waved her small hand. “Carry these things. Bring them to let my ancestor have a look!”
Moments later, Gawain saw the pile of… indescribable substances that had been brought to him.
“This is the… ‘cement’ that you baked?” He watched Rebecca in shock. If he wasn’t the one who personally gave the order, he almost would not have associated these dark gray mounds with the ‘cement’ in his mind.
“Ah? So this substance is called ‘cement’?” Rebecca had her eyes wide. “What an odd name.”
But Gawain had neither the time nor the energy to explain the meaning behind this term. Although he had long been mentally prepared to feel defeated, a subtle sense of frustration still emerged in him at this point. And when he saw Rebecca bring out from the basket another ‘stone’ that looked like a porous rock, he was even more certain of this failure.
 
“This is the outcome of mixing the product with water according to your instructions.” Rebecca blinked. “It did harden very quickly, and its appearance after hardening was similar to stone, but in reality, it’s soft and crisp…”


Before Rebecca could finish, Amber sneaked out from an unknown nook and cranny. “What’s soft and crisp? Let me have a taste!”
Gawain pushed the other party back into the shadows and then turned to those black lumps and sighed. “Seems like we’ve failed.”
He confirmed Rebecca’s operational process over and over again and concluded that there was absolutely no problem from the raw materials to the manufacturing process. Moreover, he’d even learned that Rebecca had specially adjusted the ratio of the various raw materials, the temperature of the fire, the baking times, and all sorts of other parameters. She’d also used four furnaces and carried out several cross tests; she even used lime, stone powder, and clay of different consistencies and places of origin. Yet, the results were all nearly the same.
This world had presented its peculiarity and malice to Gawain once again.
 
The properties of the materials didn’t match. How many of the widely known primitive formulas in his memory were useable?
Gawain decided to experiment with everything he knew in his mind that could be tested using simple and easy methods as long as they had the means. And when he settled on this decision, he was mentally prepared for all the experiments to be declared a failure.
At the same time, Rebecca was still staring anxiously at him. This girl who could finally help everyone out but failed didn’t seem to have ever considered that it could be Gawain’s ‘formula’ that was problematic and instinctively attributed the problem to herself. “Lord Ancestor… have I disappointed you?”
“No, any experiment is an endless process, especially when seeking out a new kind of material.” Gawain shook his head and sighed. “Continue to bake using all sorts of stones and clays. I will give you a few more possible formulas. Take this as a long-term work that you can do in your leisure time. Just don’t let it affect the progress on the steelworks side.”
Chapter 70: When Tricks Do Not Work…
The project of getting iron-headed girl to create primitive cement had failed, but Gawain wasn’t planning on giving up this easily. Applying his experience from Earth mechanically might not have worked, yet this didn’t mean that all ideas from Earth were wrong. Perhaps the formulas of certain things were different; nevertheless, it didn’t mean they were without value. At the very least, an inexpensive, ample, solid, and easy-to-process construction material could be used anywhere.
It was the same even if it had to be renamed as Magic XX in this world.
He sent Rebecca to continue trying out new manufacturing processes and told his general ideas and anticipated goals to her. This was not a slipshod attempt. Although his own manufacturing method had failed, Gawain knew that there was once ‘cement’ in this world.
Deep in the remnants in the mountain, he and the people he led had seen such a material. The engineers of the ancient Gondor Empire had used this man-made material instead of stone to build the stronghold in the mountains. It made the stronghold sturdier and more durable than average stone forts. A thousand years had passed, and it still showed no signs of collapsing.
In Gawain Cecil’s memory, this material had been developed as far back as in the ‘Steel Era’ that came before the ‘Meteoric Era’ and continued to be used for as long as ten centuries. Through repeated modification and improvement, by the late Gondor period, it had become one of the most commonly used construction materials within the empire.
And this was what Gawain found most regretful. After the fall of the Gondor Empire, many skills were lost: some because the skill itself depended on the Well of Deep Blue; some because communities that had mastered the relevant skills suffered mass extinction and did not leave behind information; others because the raw materials (or environment) required had become polluted. The Gondor Empire’s ‘otherworldly cement’ was merely one of the many lost skills.
Due to the chaos in that period, Gawain could not be sure which reason of the three caused such a skill to be lost, but he assumed it wasn’t because of the magic well. Just like producing Earth cement, otherworldly cement also did not require equipment that was too complicated or energy that was too advanced. Thus, it was mostly like due to the extinction of people, loss of information, or problems with the raw materials. Regardless, this skill — which could be considered the most fundamental — should have been one of the cornerstones of civilization but was lost just like that.
Seven hundred years later, the Anzu people used rocks and timber to build houses. The aristocrats who had the means to would indulge in using all sorts of molding spells and alchemical potions from the mages to make their palaces and castles even more exquisite and sturdy. But of course, the latter did not meet Gawain’s request of ‘universality, inexpensiveness, and mass-production’.
However, though the skill had been lost, rediscovering it wasn’t completely hopeless. After all, it was one of the most commonly used fundamental skills in the Gondor Empire then. Even if Gawain Cecil had not made it personally, he had seen it before. At present, there were still segments of the related skill remaining in his mind. He gave them to Rebecca; as for how far the skill could be restored to… that would depend on the iron-headed fireball girl’s capabilities.
 
At this point, Gawain could not help but feel tempted to sigh. How great would it be if the Gawain Cecil from 700 years ago was an intellectual… Even it out by sparing some of his combat abilities to various other aspects, then the situation now would be much better. Forget about the others, but at least memorize the formula for cement!
With the spirit of ‘what does a tens-of-thousand-years-old satellite soul that descended from the sky need to fear’, Gawain recklessly nagged at the original owner of this body. Following that, he began to make a list of all the experiments that had to be carried out.


Then, in the next few days, Amber saw Gawain send for people to transport a huge pile of items into the tent. There were weird ore powder, metal containers connected together, crystal lenses of all sizes, and the magnets and metal wires that mages and seers often used. This clutter of items covered his entire desk. A small part of them had been urgently purchased from Tanzan Town, and the rest had been made with Gawain guiding Heidi and the craftsmen.
Looking at the table full of things, the half-elf girl looked stupefied. “What are you going to do?”
Gawain fiddled with the set of lenses in front of him and answered without looking up, “Experiment.”
“Aristocrats are difficult to understand.” Amber batted her eyes; they then lit up as if she’d finally grabbed Gawain’s little tail. “Oh, oh! I finally got you! You can no longer keep up the pretense. You’ve lost your aspirations and have started to trifle with playthings! I said it, how could an aristocrat in the right state of mind tolerate such a long period of hardship. You are finally starting to exploit the people and drain the treasur— Ow, ow, ow. Hey, it hurts!!”
Gawain released Amber’s ears after giving them a good twist. He looked at this fellow who asked for a beating daily with particular curiosity. “I cannot understand you. Do you not remember beatings or something? Can’t your personality be slightly cuter?”
“You’re spouting crap! I’m a great bandit being locked up by you here to be a bodyguard. Usually, I am either guarding those piles of ugly drawings of yours, or covering the hills and dales to carry out patrols, or standing sentry, or gathering intelligence for you. When I’m occasionally free, you even make me study the ugly drawings with you. Are you respecting my profession or not!”
The half-elf girl argued with reason; the conclusion of all her thoughts only boiled down to the words — ‘I’m idle’.
“You’re not even as motivated as Betty is.” Gawain held his forehead in helplessness. “She comes here to learn how to read every day after finishing her chores. Is getting you to learn simple mathematics that difficult?”
“Oh? So that little maidservant is learning how to write?” Amber batted her eyes and became animated. “No wonder she was always muttering comments to herself when alone these days. And when she has the time, she would scribble on the ground with a tree branch…”
“Alright, alright, alright. Anyway I’m washing my hands of you. If you’re really awfully idle, head out and play on your own.” Gawain waved a hand at Amber. “In any case, you cannot do three things — no stealing, no creating trouble where people are working, and no fighting with other people. Of course, fighting with geese is okay.”
  Having gotten Gawain’s permission, Amber immediately dashed back into the shadows in glee, and as her figure was gradually concealed, she muttered, “You’re really weird. Why are you always emphasizing geese in front of me…”


After Amber left, Gawain finally had the chance to focus his attention on the pile of items.
He had already experimented with a part of them, while the others were still in the middle of testing.
Before sitting back into the chair, he took a glance at the basket by the side and sighed.
In the basket was the indescribable substance that Rebecca had achieved when she attempted to create cement previously. Originally, Rebecca had wanted to throw them away but Gawain kept them. And he specially put them in an exposed spot near him where they would be in his sight at all times.
He had taken them as a form of vigilance, a symbol, a mark to remind him at every moment that ‘this world’ was ‘this world’.
Retracting his gaze from them, he then looked briefly at a certain container on the desk before bowing his head and writing a new record on the paper in Chinese:
“Year 735 of the Anzu calendar, day 46 of Frost Month, 23rd day since the camp was pioneered. Production of gunpowder failed. A classic formula from my knowledge on Earth, as well as various formulas adjusted for magic, turned out ineffective. There is no end product that can create an instant flame and release large amounts of heat in a short period of time or any similar results. The completed product of the classic formula cannot be ignited at all, whereas the end product of the Magic Web 1 formula can burn quietly in the air. However, the flame is dark and weak; burning straw would be better than this. The end product of formula number two also burns quietly, but there is a bright and stable flame. We initially planned to use it for illumination, but it emitted a pungent smell…”
“If we continue experimenting, we may discover a usable formula of otherworldly gunpowder, but I’ve vaguely realized that this route might not be the best choice. The ‘magical power’ of this world is more relevant, and we could probably make more progress with it. Its might is not exactly awe-inspiring to the people here. Researching an explosive rune that could be industrialized and mass-produced might be more dependable than gunpowder.
And besides this new record, there were many others on the paper. Gawain’s gaze swept past them:
“Year 735 of the Anzu calendar, day 45 of Frost Month, 22nd day since the camp was pioneered. Confirmed that electromagnetic induction is ineffective, or at least the process of ‘getting a magnetic field to produce electricity’ was. There was no electric current produced in the coil. It has been verified that magnets exist in the north and south poles, and their properties match those of Earth’s magnets. The wind element runes that Heidi provided could also sense the weakest of electric stimuli. Though the coils were coarse, they still fit the requirements, so the problem could only be with the electromagnetic induction itself. Now, it still cannot be verified that the magnetic-field producing electricity process has also failed, because Heidi’s Lightning Arrow magic is unable to provide a sustained and stable secure electric flow. Her Lightning Palm had almost struck Amber’s hair…”
“It seems like the plan of using an electric generator to provide energy for the wind element array has to be shelved, or we wait till we’ve grasped skills such as thermo-electricity or the likes of it.”


 
“…prepare to give up on the steam engine. The results of this experiment are too confusing. The process of boiling water in this world appears to be similar to that on Earth, but the impulsion produced by the vapor is terribly weak. Perhaps, the factor of expansion in the process when the water became water vapor is much smaller than that on Earth. I suspect the ‘water’ here isn’t even water. It could also be the pervasive ‘water element’ in this world that’s playing tricks. Such an illogical thing has changed the explicit condition of water when it is changing between the three states.”
“… Though I’ve been drinking it regularly, using it to wash my hands and face, and watering the ground and flowers, this cannot prove anything. My body is composed of the elements of this world; my senses are also working according to the rules of this world. Except for a consciousness in my head that is from another world, I have absolutely nothing that can step out this world’s ‘world view’ to carry out observations… Is the blue sky that I’m seeing really a ‘blue’ sky?”
“…regardless, the routes must be adjusted. The part that Earth’s human civilization was the proudest of has suffered a heavy blow. I have no way of ‘boiling water’ here. Without the ‘boiler’, how am I supposed to bring in all of the most-fundamental machinery?”
“Year 735 of the Anzu calendar… Heidi has never heard of ‘coal’; neither has the druid, Pittman Lauren. In reality, it seems there is also nothing of the sort even in Gawain Cecil’s memories… the good news is charcoal can still be produced by burning…”
“… The Typhon Empire produced a kind of ‘burnable stone’. It is not coal but a white ‘flammable stone’; it seems to be a type of seawater sediment. It is more flame resistant than wood and is very difficult to ignite. Moreover, I heard that the burning is extremely unstable, and the smell produced is also unpleasant. Only the poor use it for warmth, take note.”
 
“… Damn it, gold is actually a semiconductor, and pure silver does not conduct electricity… what the hell?!”
“I believe I need an entire team of the best to come up with a periodic table for me… or at least, tidy up the properties of all common materials.”
“However, I do not have one.”
“Let’s wash up and go to bed.”
Chapter 71: Abnormal Changes with the Ball
These experiment logs were proof of crushing defeat when physics from Gawain’s ‘Earth experiences’ and ‘this world’ was put together. He bound them into a book; he then encrypted it using Chinese, taking it as his untold secret.
Amongst all of the experiment logs, close to eighty percent were failures.
This meant that while this world appeared to be very livable and the surface of its natural environment seemed rather similar to Earth’s, it was entirely different from Earth in its underlying physics. Supporting its operation was a system completely alien to Gawain. In this unfamiliar system, the various forms of supernatural powers, which included magical power, carried considerable weight.
No, perhaps he shouldn’t call them supernatural powers anymore. In this world, only chanting an incantation to call out to immortals while rubbing a fireball between one’s hands was considered ‘supernatural power’.
However, Gawain did not choose to wash up and go to bed. On the contrary, this mysterious world left him full of fight.
He believed that all laws could be interpreted. All things should have an underlying regulation; humans should be in awe of nature but should not stop moving closer to it because of this reverence. Since those supernatural powers truly existed in this world, he would treat and research supernatural powers as something definite. Just like the winds, rains, thunder, lightning, and universal gravitational force in his native world, the so-called magical powers here were merely part of nature’s cycle. Although his ‘Earth experiences’ could not be put to use, his mode of thinking… Could a mode of thinking polished in an era of information explosion not be able to compare to those conservative aristocrats and pedantic scholars constrained by the medieval life?
Moreover, some of his experiences could still be utilized.
Gawain picked up the two pieces of transparent lenses placed at the corner of the desk. They were cheap man-made crystals (the low-price was merely in relative terms to magic crystals), the most skillful craftsmen in Tanzan Town had spent two days to polish them into a convex lens and a concave lens according to Gawain’s requests. Gawain put the two lenses before his eyes, one behind the other. He constantly adjusted their positions until a clear image was presented to his eyes.
Although the speed of light could not be determined yet, at the least, light still adhered to a law familiar to him in its transmission.
 
Then at the very least, telescopes could be created; an inexpensive ‘Eagle Vision’ could be popularized for civilian use.
He just had to further lower the cost of constructing the man-made crystals and settle the problem of the low efficiency of manual polishing.


Besides optical phenomena1, the successful operation of the waterwheel also proved one point — in this world, although the basic laws of the microcosmic field might be different from Earth’s, some direct, macroscopic laws of physics probably did not differ much from his native planet’s.
Hence, many things could still be attempted.
After noting down the entry related to telescopes in his memorandum, Gawain let out a long yawn. Only then did he notice that it had totally quietened down outside. Night had fallen; it was time to sleep.
Gawain’s ears were very sharp, and he could catch light snoring and mumbling while asleep coming from nearby. They were Betty and Amber, who were sleeping next door. Hearing Amber, who mumbled about getting rich even in her slumber, he could not help but chuckle with a shake of his head.
It was really time to wash up and go to bed now.
As the night deepened, the last bit of light in the camp was put out. A tranquil darkness enveloped them, just like the draperies of the legendary Lady Night which protected dreamers. Gawain tried to empty his thoughts while slowly sinking into dreamland.
And only when everything had fallen into darkness would some faint glimmer — which had originally been neglected by everyone — have the chance to flower. Beside Gawain’s desk, some extremely subtle rays of light slowly emerged. They came from the big basket by the desk, the pile of waste produced when Rebecca tried to make ‘cement’.
…
In the camp at night, there were some people who were still awake. They were not ‘workers’ of ‘Cecil Steel Works’. Gawain had renamed the blacksmith store and already given the craftsmen some information regarding the new production system; however, at the present stage where all key infrastructure was incomplete and where there wasn’t any electric lighting, no workshop in the camp could be operated round the clock in three shifts. Those awake were the loyal soldiers on night shift.
The militiamen wore armors and helmets as they walked down the paths with burning fire pans and did their handover at the various stations. A small group of militiamen passed through the warehouse area at the southern part of the camp and arrived at an independent tent set on the fringe of the camp. The squad leader was a middle-aged soldier with a full beard. He confirmed the command and identification token with the comrade he was relieving; he then looked towards the tent with a teasing look. “Is that thing sleeping?”
“Duh, what else can a piece of rock do other than sleep?” The squad leader who was about to go rest shrugged. “I really don’t see the point of us guarding here. It’s just a rock ball, and there hasn’t been a stir for so many days. Madam Heidi even uses all sorts of spells to stimulate it every day, but I don’t see any effect…”


“Watch your tongue.” The squad leader taking over reminded. “This is the Grand Duke’s decision. He gave orders to guard this thing. Do you have a problem with that?”
“Of course not, of course not,” The person across him hurriedly replied. Then he bowed his head, only to see the elaborate equipment on him that was full of magical brilliance. “I still got to thank the Grand Duke. I never thought I could be using such good equipment in this life. It feels like an illusion where I’ve become a knight…”
  “Don’t look forward to the day when this comes in handy.” The squad leader relieving the shift patted his shoulder. “Get back and have a rest.”
Their comrades who incessantly yawned finally left. The bearded squad leader took over the security of this area. Leaving two soldiers at the entrance, he lifted the curtain of the tent and stepped inside.
The ‘rock ball’ with a diameter of about 1.5 meters sat quietly in the center. A pit had been dug in the ground beneath it to ensure that the rock ball would remain well in place. And around it, numerous thick wooden stakes were planted. The original thick ropes connecting them had now been changed to ropes weaved with magic threads. These interlaced magic threads radiated a faint fluorescence in the darkness of the night, but its main function was to provide reassurance.
Besides that, there were also several wooden shelves and a desk in the tent. Some magical crystals and alchemical potions were displayed on the shelves, while a paperweight held down some scribbled-on manuscripts on the desk. The ordinary soldiers wouldn’t dare to touch these; they were the study notes that Heidi had left behind.
Pity there was absolutely no progress made in those notes.
“This thing hasn’t changed at all.” A soldier circled the rock ball, he restrained the impulse of using his rifle to tap the rock ball, which could be seeking death. He muttered to himself, “I heard that it’s a relic of the ancient Gondor Empire. I’d thought it would be really impressive.”
The squad leader slapped the head of this soldier. “Cut the crap. Check conscientiously whether there are any cracks on the surface and whether it has shifted. Leave after you’re done, and come in after an hour to relieve me.”
The soldiers began their checks while mumbling to themselves; meanwhile, the squad leader freely surveyed the furnishings in the tent. However, the moment his eyes shifted away from the rock ball, an indistinct feeling like static electricity began to spread on his skin, and some of his little hairs stood up.
Any person who could survive the Cecil catastrophe was no ordinary person. But despite being a squad leader of the militiamen, if placed in the territories of other noble clans, he would have just been a new knight in training. This middle-aged soldier with a full beard was instantly on alert; his hand gripped the longsword at his waist and unsheathed it slightly. “There’s a problem!”


However, in the next second, that ‘static electric’ feeling with all his hair standing on end disappeared. The two soldiers nervously held their long spears in a tight grip for a long time before staring at each other. One of them turned to his squad leader. “Chief… I think you’re too nervous?”
“No, I did feel…” The squad leader himself was also puzzled. He explained himself, but midway through, he noticed that the sheen of a magical halo on the soldier’s enchanted breastplate had gone out. “Locke! Your breastplate!”
The soldier named Locke lowered his head for a look and instantly cried out. “Ah!”
However, the moment he did, the initially dimmed enchanted breastplate returned to normal. A very dim magical halo covered his armor again as if nothing had happened at all.
Following that, the same changes happened to the other soldier’s breastplate — it first went out and then recovered; the squad leader also saw that the longsword in his hand had lost the halo of enchantment in that brief moment.
He immediately unsheathed the whole longsword. “Stay calm! Slowly retreat. This place…”
 
Before he could finish, a peculiar force came from the longsword, as if there was an invisible pair of hands tugging at it. The enchanted longsword which came from the ancient Gondor Empire was abruptly pulled in the direction of the rock ball in the center of the tent. The squad leader instinctively resisted against this force and exclaimed, “Quickly get someone! There’s a problem with this ball!”
The soldier Locke immediately rushed towards the entrance, but midway, a huge force came from his armor: strictly speaking, this force was towing his armor. He was dragged and thrown into the air as a result of this powerful attractive force, breaking past the surrounding fencing and ropes; his entire body was practically flying toward the rock ball.
Locke struggled in terror. He tried to remove his armor to free himself from the pull, but that powerful attractive force had caused the armor’s catch to be stuck together. He could not get out even after several desperate attempts. On the other hand, the squad leader sensed the attractive force on his longsword growing stronger. He finally lost his grip on his weapon; it promptly slipped out of his hand, let out a whistle in the air, and ended up stuck to the top of the rock ball with a clatter.
The tip of the sword and Locke’s head were only half a palm’s width apart.
Locke rolled his eyes and glanced at the sword above his head. He finally shouted at the top of his voice. “The rock ball has come alive!! There’s a problem!!”


 
His shouts spread through almost half of the camp…
The squad leader who’d lost his weapon stared dumbstruck at his empty right hand; he lifted his head to share a speechless gaze with the other soldier in the tent.
The armor he was wearing wasn’t pulled away, and the remaining soldier had everything intact.
This ‘rock ball’ picked and chose which items to attract?
Chapter 72: Signs of Life?
Gawain had been awakened by the noise outside while still drowsy in sleep.
The sounds of soldiers running and shouting roused him from his dreams, mingled with cries of “the rock ball has come alive” and several footsteps that sounded like they were heading to his tent. Gawain who hadn’t been deep in sleep instantly sobered up. He grabbed a piece of clothing and put it on himself while directing his shout outside. “What has happened?!”
Knight Philip’s voice came from outside the tent. “Your Excellency— there’s something wrong with the rock ball you brought back!”
What did ‘something wrong’ mean?
The always clever and capable young knight had used such an unclear description that Gawain instantly realized that the situation might be rather complicated. Hence, he swiftly straightened out his clothes, picked up the Sword of Pioneers which he constantly kept with him, and lifted the screen to walk out of the tent.
At present, there were about two more hours before daybreak. The horizon showed no signs of light; however, the burning fire pans and torches everywhere chased away the darkness in the camp. Once Gawain stepped out of his door, he sensed a figure suddenly wriggling by his feet. Right after, Amber appeared from the shadows. The half-elf girl hadn’t had the time to change into her usual leather armor; instead, she was lightly dressed in a set of normal garments. She blustered noisily while leaving the shadows, “What’s happening, what’s happening? I was sleeping. Why… Ah, ah! I’m stuck, I’m stuck! Give me a hand—”
Gawain was in a cold sweat when he gripped the collar on Amber’s neck and lifted her out of the shadows. It felt like she was as lithe as a cat. “A shadow master like you would actually get stuck in her own Shadow Walk?”
“I was in a hurry and not totally awake.” Amber looked slightly embarrassed, so she quickly diverted the topic. “What’s wrong?”
“Something seemed to have happened to the rock ball I brought back,” Gawain said casually and motioned for Knight Philip to lead the way in front while he followed behind the knights and soldiers with Amber. “Let’s go have a look together.”
 
Upon hearing that it was such an issue, Amber instantly yawned. “Ahhhh, I’m going back to slee—”
Halfway through her words, she was already pinned under Gawain’s armpit and taken away.


The single tent at the south of the camp was surrounded by soldiers and militiamen. A ring of people formed a defense line within a dozen meters of the tent. The burning torches had the area as bright as daytime, and the civilians in this southern part of the camp had been awakened by the stir here, but almost none dared to walk out of their tents to check the situation. Most huddled in their tents in fear; it would be considered good if they even had their heads out of the tents for a look.
By the time Gawain rushed over with this half-elf struggling fiercely under his arm, Heidi was already present. She drew magic runes in the air and set up protective wards with weakening effects around the tent. When she saw Gawain, she could not help but look slightly stunned. “Ancestor, you are…”
Gawain put Amber down. “This rascal’s senses are more acute than ours in the night, but she wasn’t willing to come.”
Amber protested on tip-toes, “You can’t do this! You almost strangled me!”
However, no one listened to her complaints…
“How is the situation inside?” Gawain looked towards the tent and noticed that it was a deserted zone between the tent and the defense line as if one would be in great danger if one got close to the rock ball. “Are there casualties?”
“No casualties, but two militiamen and a soldier are trapped inside.” Heidi had an odd expression. “They’ve been… ‘attracted’ and kept there.”
“Attracted?” Gawain faltered for a second. “Like a magnet attracting metals?”
“Similar, but very strange.” Heidi recounted the situation. “At the start, it was a militiaman who noticed that the enchanted equipment on them seemed to have suddenly lost their magical powers. Then, their weapons and armors were pulled toward the rock ball. However, not all metals would be attracted. The rock ball seemed to be making a selection. Some people remain unaffected when they walk near it fully armored… As we weren’t sure what other changes might happen to it, I forbade anyone from going near it for now. Only the druid called Pittman is inside checking on the three anchored men.
Selective attraction? And it even affected the magical powers? With these properties, it was totally unlike a magnet.
Gawain pondered for a moment. He removed his Sword of Pioneers and handed it to Knight Philip at his side. Then, he tapped Amber’s shoulder. “We’ll go in and take a look… Leave all the metal products on you behind.”


“W—Why am I going too?” Amber instantly looked frightened. “In such a dangerous situation, shouldn’t a knight like you be going first?”
“Yeah, so in a while, I will be walking in front, and you are to follow.” Gawain nodded. “Unless you don’t want your salary for this month anymore.”
Amber gritted her teeth. She threw the metal items that she carried with her with an expression that she was ready to risk everything — two small daggers, two talismans, a small and exquisite pendant, the pocket watch belonging to the old butler in Viscount Andrew’s household from the neighboring Tanzan Town…
Speaking of that, why hasn’t she returned this?!
Gawain’s eyes swept past the pocket watch and stared fixedly at Amber, only speaking up after the latter got goosebumps from his look. “How about your coin bag?”
Amber immediately covered her own waist in horror. “That is an absolute no!”
Gawain continued to stare right at her.
A few seconds later, Amber finally pulled out her coin bag with great reluctance; she held its contents in her palm and counted them again and again. Eventually, she handed them to Knight Philip beside her. “Let me tell you, I’ve gotten a clear count of them! If one is missing when I get back…”
  “I swear by the honor of a knight! I will guard the belongings that other people have handed to me!” The young knight immediately held his head high and declared loudly. In the end, Amber was startled. “Hey, hey, you don’t have to shout so loudly. Actually, there isn’t much money in there…”
“Ancestor, I’ll go with you…” Heidi took half a step forward but was stopped by Gawain.
He looked at Heidi’s eyes and said, “Keep guard here with Phillip. That ball might be able to affect the flow of magic. You instead won’t be of any help if you get close to it.”


Heidi nodded and retreated with a bow. “Then, please be careful.”
Gawain sighed to himself: What wonderful attributes of a wife… Should he find a time to ask when she planned to get married?
As an unrelated thought passed through his mind, Gawain led Amber, who looked as though she was facing a formidable enemy, towards the tent.
In front of the tent, he used his Danger Detection ability to check the situation inside. Roughly determining that there were no threats to them, Gawain lifted the screen carefully.
The first thing that came into sight was the big ball placed in the center of the tent. It looked completely unchanged, still coarse and rock-like. However, three fully armed men were amusingly stuck around the rock ball.
A militiaman, a squad leader of the militia, and an official soldier.
He also caught the figure of the little old man. Pittman was indeed, as Heidi had said, taking care of the trapped soldiers here. When Gawain lifted the screen, the little old man was squatting down in front of the squad leader and speaking amiably. “… So your situation is evidently due to bad luck. Do you really not want to try the changing-of-luck rite of the druid sect?”
“Since when did the druid sect have a changing-of-luck rite? Don’t try to bluff my soldiers here.” Gawain stepped into the tent on wide steps and then lowered his head, glancing at the three soldiers. “Who was the first to be trapped?”
The three soldiers stuck to the rock ball were already in an extremely dispirited and nervous state. After that, a verbose little old man came here and promoted the changing-of-luck rite to them. They were essentially on the edge of breaking down, and Gawain’s sudden appearance instantly eased up all of that. Regardless, the encouragement that the legendary pioneer knight could give them was immense (although only this legend knew how false he was). The three of them promptly exhaled deeply as if they’d been rescued. Then, the squad leader with a full beard tilted his neck to the side with some effort. “Reporting to Your Excellency, Locke was the first to be trapped. At that point, I was standing at the side with my armor on, but I did not get attracted, so I was very curious as to why. In the end, just as I was feeling curious, I was suddenly pulled in…”
The third soldier sighed dejectedly. “Your Excellency, I was attracted when I came to check on the situation.”
Gawain lowered his head and surveyed the soldiers’ condition. He found that the rock ball had indeed attracted their armors; there was also a longsword stuck to the top of the rock ball. But what was odd was that on the ground beside the rock ball was a metal ring that fell off from an armor, yet that metal ring showed no sign of being attracted.


Gawain picked up the metal ring and rubbed it on the rock ball. He did not sense the slightest amount of magnetic force.
Just then, the druid Pittman who was beside them spoke up, “I checked earlier. This isn’t a pure magnetic force. Moreover, it was as if their armors had been ‘welded’. They are in the state where they can’t be moved at all, so they can’t be freed either.”
It seemed like this fellow who was promoting his changing-of-luck rite still did some proper business.
“It sounds like the effect of a certain magic…,” Gawain mused and then turned towards Amber. “Try from the shadows. See if you can get rid of the effect.”
The shadows existed together with the real world but on a different plane. As such, the shadows were very suitable for disrupting the magical power operating in the real world or even carrying out cross-dimensional damage. This was why the rogue profession had the most skills for undoing magic traps and breaking seals. And as a pet of the shadows, Amber was a master in this aspect.
He brought her here just so she could deal with this type of situation.
 
Amber no longer made trouble at this point. Instead, she nodded and very seriously utilized her innate ability.
Her body became hazy and illusory. Her entire being had entered the space between the real world and the shadow realm. Some blurred shadows extended from beneath her feet and gradually blended into one with the shadow around the rock ball.
And as Amber began the process of unsealing, Gawain tried to push the rock ball. He found that it wouldn’t budge an inch.
“Wasn’t this thing practically weightless in the first place…” He frowned, wearing a puzzled look. “Even with the added weight of three people, it’s impossible that even I can’t move it.”
“This is where something is wrong.” Pittman nodded. “I heard of the scene when you brought this rock ball back. A person could easily move it with just one arm, but now… I reckon it’s as heavy as an isometric black gold marble. The abnormally light weight from before might have been a magic effect. This now is its true weight.”


 
Pittman’s voice had just fallen when Amber suddenly ‘leaped’ out of her shadow state and fell onto her butt. “Ouch—”
Gawain quickly reached out and pulled her up. “What’s going on?”
Amber also looked utterly confused. “I don’t know either… There seems to be a layer of an odd energy field around this ball. I’d just extended my consciousness over, and I was directly thrown back—”
“Wait a minute!” Pittman suddenly said loudly. “It showed signs of life earlier!”
Chapter 73: So Could This Be a Trick?
Pittman’s yell stunned Gawain. For a moment, it actually didn’t occur to him what the other party meant by signs of life, until two seconds later — he was referring to the ball.
“When Amber rebounded earlier, weak signs of life appeared inside the ball,” Pittman repeated while carefully moving closer to the sphere. He took out a dried and crumpled piece of leaf. While twisting the leaf stalk, he went on. “But the signs disappeared after a split second… I’ve never seen such an unusual phenomenon…”
Amber rubbed her butt while staring at the rock ball in disbelief. “What the hell…? Could this thing really be alive?”
The three soldiers still stuck on the rock ball instantly looked more nervous.
Gawain, however, was more focused on suspecting the professional skills of a certain druid. “You couldn’t have sensed wrongly, could you?”
Pittman promptly glared. “Impossible! I am a true druid, a professional from the Nature and Soul faction. How could I make a mistake in such a basic domain!”
“… Aren’t you from the Forest Heart faction?”
Pittman was stunned. “Was that what I said the previous time?”
Then he immediately looked towards Amber. “Which faction did you tell people I was from the last time?”
 
“…”
“In any case, my senses are not wrong.” Noticing that the atmosphere was really awkward, even with Pittman’s thick skin, he could no longer sustain it. He could only change the topic stiffly. “Regardless of factions, sensing for signs of life is the foundation for all druids. Without this foundation, one wouldn’t be able to cast any druid spells… Moreover, look, this is proof!”


While he spoke, he showed the originally dried and crumpled leaf in his hand to Gawain. The piece of a leaf had become healthy and fresh; now, it was a bright verdant green as if it had just been plucked from the tree branch.
“Although it looks to be lifeless on the surface, there is a certain form of sign of life internally…,” Pittman said very solemnly and professionally while circling the rock ball. “It seems to be in a very deep, heavy sleep. Or could it also be because it has yet to develop into its complete form?”
Amber batted her eyes. No one knew what thought went through that mind when she suddenly let out, “Hold on. This couldn’t be an egg, could it?!”
“Egg?” Gawain faltered and thought to himself, ‘if the thing that the group of Gondor researchers had been studying for such a long time in the mountains was really an egg, this matter would be exceptionally interesting’. However, he soon grew even more puzzled. “What living thing’s egg would be this big?”
The moment he finished, he jolted and the thought appeared in his mind. He himself answered, “Could it be a dragon’s egg?”
Amber and Pittman instantly went silent. The two of them watched the big rock ball in the middle of the tent with fear and nervousness. Meanwhile, Gawain had entered a troubled state as he rubbed his chin. What development of an ancient joke was this? Obtaining a dragon egg after transmigrating, such a cliché had gone out of trend several years before he’d transmigrated. Had such a prehistoric plot landed on him in the end?
However, he soon thought of another aspect. So what if this was a dragon egg? Heavens knew how long it would take to hatch. Judging by the gigantic dragon’s rumored lifespan of tens of thousands of years, the hatching of an egg itself might take thousands of years. Picking up a dragon’s egg might mean brooding it for his entire life, and his own lifetime might not even be enough. They’d have to brood it for generations, and when it finally hatched, the dragon papa and mama could just come and take it away. And they might not even say thank you before leaving… Perhaps this was the gigantic dragon’s usual trick?
However, if he really were to calculate by the millennium, this ‘egg’ was brought out of remnants that had a thousand years of history. Who knew? Maybe it would be hatching soon?
Probably because the sudden memory of such a familiar trick had triggered some recollections deep in his mind, Gawain simply stood there and entered a greatly dazed state. Amber got no reaction even after calling to him several times. Finally, the half-elf girl jumped and crashed her head onto Gawain’s chest. “Wake up!!”
“Oomph—”
Gawain wasn’t wearing his armor and was almost left breathless then and there. When he returned to his senses, he immediately reached out to pull Amber’s ear. “Do you have a screw loose? How could you use your head to knock someone?!”


“Duh, you had me remove all the metal items on me before coming in. If I had a hammer in hand, would I need to use my head?” Amber nimbly dodged Gawain’s claws this time and retorted boldly, “Why were you suddenly dazed earlier?”
Although he was really tempted to question what exactly she would do if she had a hammer in hand, Gawain still directed his attention back to the rock ball. “I was wondering if this really was a dragon egg… How should I switch off this damn ‘energy field’.”
There were three soldiers still stuck and unable to move.
“An ability that can control metals and affect the flow of magical power. In the legends, a subspecies of gigantic dragons known as metallic dragons or ‘dragons of the land’ do possess such abilities.” As a semi scholar (his other half was chef, bandit, appraiser, and fortune teller), Pittman rubbed his chin and began, in his mind, to toy with the knowledge whose truthfulness was unknown. “If we’re thinking of it as an egg of some kind, then it’s highly likely that this thing is a dragon’s egg.”
Gawain did not expect this old man to actually have some ability. He revealed an interested look. “Oh? Then, do you know how to stop the energy field?”
“That I do not.” Pittman shrugged and rushed to go on before Gawain gave him a beating. “And it’s useless even if I do. If this really is a dragon egg, how could the ability of a low-level druid like me be enough to handle it? Gigantic dragons are a legendary species. This might just be an egg, but gigantic dragons have magical power equivalent to intermediate human mages when they’re still an egg.”
Gawain gaped. What did this absurd, nature-defying setup mean? So after working hard for half their lives, humans couldn’t even compare to a zygote of theirs?
At this time, Amber suddenly looked over. “Aren’t you a legendary hero? You chop up Master Mages like you’re chopping long beans. Can’t you take care of it?”
  “The abilities of knights and mages are different,” Gawain said with furrowed brows. He knew how fake of a ‘legend’ he was. Although he had been getting more adapted to this body and learning how to grasp the abilities in his body and memories, the long sleep had taken too much after all. Moreover, the combat experience wasn’t his own, and it was rather difficult to fuse with his true self; hence, the power that he could truly muster in battle might have to be discounted further. Perhaps he could be the champion in his current territory, but if he were to leave the ‘starter village’, he’d probably die on the way…
Besides, this egg (assuming it really was an egg) was totally out of the domain that a knight’s abilities could handle.
However, after some careful thought, Gawain still decided to give it a try. “Let me try.”


A knight’s abilities were indeed not as varied and convenient as a mage’s. The majority of the skills in Gawain’s memories involved using a knife to hack at someone, totally unlike how mages could come up with seven to eight variations in a mere water creation spell. However, to deal with this egg… Perhaps some basic abilities could come in handy.
Since this egg showed signs of life and could interact with magical power, he’d use magical power to attempt to communicate with it?
In this world where all kinds of things were driven by magical power, all supernatural occupations learned the basic use of it. Knights used magical power too, only in a different way from mages.
However, in the most fundamental levels of sensing, guiding, and more, there wasn’t much difference between the use of a knight’s and a mage’s magical power.
Gawain walked over to the rock and pressed a hand on its rough surface. The three soldiers anchored to the rock ball instantly turned their heads over nervously. They did not know what method their Lord planned to use to engage with this ‘rock’; moreover, they were unsure whether their lives would become sacrifices in this process. Although the lives and deaths of almost all civilians were held by the aristocrats in this era, when it really came to the point, they could not help but feel tense.
Gawain noticed the soldiers’ gazes and reassured them with a smile. “Don’t worry. I’m very steady.”
Following that, he became indifferent to their reactions and focused on sensing the flow of magical power.
An additional ‘field of vision’ emerged in his mind.
This was the distribution of magical power within a certain range of himself. Though he wasn’t ‘seeing’ as clearly as mages in meditation did, it was enough to point out the flow of magical power. He saw that there seemed to be an extremely thin layer of mist shrouding the inside of the tent, and within the mist, there vaguely seemed to be a subtle flow. There were several more obvious ‘convergence points’ inside the mist; the two slightly stronger ones were Amber and Pittman standing nearby, with another three extremely weak balls of magical power gathered together, clearly the three layman soldiers.
What about the ‘rock ball’ that was supposed to be a dragon’s egg?
It was a group of pitch-black holes.


In the ‘vision’ of his magic senses, the center of the tent presented an absolute black color as if space had simply been dug away. It was a darkness that showed absolutely no light, no details. There were only two possibilities: either this rock ball was something that by no means should exist in this word — matter that didn’t have any magical power at all — or the rock ball had absorbed all magical effects targeted at it.
The first reason could be eliminated because Heidi had once sensed magical power coming from the inside of the rock ball. Though the power was very strange and unlike the known forms of magic, it did exist.
So, this rock ball had probably entered a kind of ‘self-protection’?
Gawain guessed while cautiously guiding his consciousness to draw closer to that darkness.
Amber’s unguarded probing of peril had proven the strength of this ‘self-protection’. An excessively violent prodding would very likely cause himself to be ‘rebounded’ like Amber had been; hence, he had to be careful and more careful.
Just like that, after engaging extremely cautiously, he realized that he hadn’t triggered a ‘rebound’ from the rock ball.
 
Not knowing whether a dragon’s egg had the ability to communicate, Gawain could only constantly push forward the thought of communicating and interacting with the attitude of just giving it a try.
At first, there was no response.
But after sustaining it for a few seconds, he heard some buzzing sounds reverberating in his mind. And he was sure it wasn’t just his imagination.
This rock ball was grumbling softly to him.
Gawain’s spirit was instantly revived, and he almost lost the link because of the turbulence in his feelings. But he soon stabilized this fragile connection and sent his first greeting. “Hello, I mean no harm. You can call me Gawain.”


 
The mental fluctuations coming from the ball were becoming clearer and clearer. Finally, the soft buzzing grumbles became words that he could hear clearly. It was a voice with a metallic tone and an indistinguishable gender. “Is the outside safe now?”
Gawain suppressed the agitation in his heart and did his best to transmit his sincerity. “It is very safe here. You can be completely assured.”
“I don’t believe you. Scram.”
“…”
Chapter 74: What’s Glowing
To be honest, Gawain had neither guessed this start nor had he expected this ending. He never thought that he would actually build a connection with a ball, and even more surprising was that the ball would be so in need of a beating…
If it wasn’t because there were people watching and he had to maintain his dignified ancestor image, he would probably have immediately split this unlucky ball into two halves with a champion slash. Though the Sword of Pioneers wasn’t with him, it did not stop such a thought from emerging…
Making great efforts to calm his mind, Gawain resisted the urge to curse and adjusted the ball before him from a ‘frightened young child who needed help’ to a ‘naughty child in need of a beating who deserved to be locked in a laboratory and studied’. He controlled his impatience and said, “What good do I get from lying to you? The laboratory used to lock you up back then has been abandoned for a thousand years. It’s been a thousand years, do you know?”
The ball kept silent for a while, seeming to be in thought. Following that, it replied especially firmly. “Don’t try to fool me into leaving my shell!”
“I’m speaking the truth! If you don’t believe me you…”
“Don’t try to fool me into leaving my shell!”
All the veins in Gawain’s forehead were bulging. “It’s your business if you love to stay in this shell! First, release my men before anything else!”
In the connection of consciousness, the ball sounded a curious voice, “Your men? What men?”
Gawain was stupefied by this curious attitude of the other party that didn’t seem to be faked. “You attracted three of my soldiers to your body. Are you still trying to deny it?!”
 
The ball stayed quiet for an even longer period; then, it was ‘sounded’ utterly shocked, “So there were also people coupled with these steel-plate pieces?!”
“…”


“It must be because my perception has been affected!” This unlucky ball had simply admitted its mistake. As its words fell, he heard a clatter, the three soldiers had been instantly released and fell from the surface of the ball.
They wore looks of apprehension and terror. The first thing they did after landing was to frantically dash to a spot further away from the ball and dump their armors, weapons, and all sorts of metal belongings on the ground.
Gawain still believed that perhaps this strange ball could be communicated with. Hence, he asked, “Why did you attract all these armors and weapons?”
The ball’s response was in a bold and justified tone. “Can’t I get something to defend myself? Heavens know what other vile tricks you mad barbarians have!”
“I have said, the research facility from those days is long gone. How would I know how those people who captured you had—”
“Don’t try to fool me into leaving my shell!”
“…”
For the first time in his life, he had lost so terribly when debating with another. And what made this former know-it-all especially dispirited was — he’d actually lost to a ball!
If this ball was really a dragon’s egg, he would have lost to a zygote…
Subsequently, regardless of whatever he said, this rock ball suspected to be a dragon egg refused to respond directly. Even when it was driven into a corner, it would only respond with “don’t try to fool me into leaving my shell”. This even had Gawain suspecting whether the essence of this ball was a damn repeater.
And no matter what its essence was, the interaction could not be continued.


Gawain removed his hand from the surface of the ball with a somber yet odd expression. At the same time, he ended the magic sensing. Lifting his head, he saw Amber and Pittman staring at him with curious gazes.
Amber had just stood by and watched as the three soldiers gained their freedom a while after Gawain started interacting with the ball. Following that, Gawain entered a state of having his mind elsewhere as his face alternated between a fuming purple and a pale white. This had this half-elf girl thinking that this old dumpling1 was about to pass away again due to excessively utilizing magical power and losing control. She had been in dilemma in the past few minutes, deliberating for a long time whether to run out immediately and announce the division of belongings and disband or to strip everything valuable on Gawain and run away… In the end, before her inner struggle ended, Gawain had ‘revived’.
And he looked furious.
  This made Amber, who had a guilty conscience (well deserved), immediately break out in a cold sweat; even her tone became an octave lower. “Are—Are you okay? Your expression changed really often. I thought you were going to spontaneously explode…”
“I established communication with this ball.” Gawain was rather focused on suppressing his anger, such that he didn’t even notice Amber’s abnormal attitude. “This thing… does have a mind!”
“A mind?!” The most surprised person wasn’t Amber, but the druid Pittman beside her. The little old man rushed to the ball right after but wound up hesitating, afraid to press his hand on it. It would be okay for the legendary knight to touch it, but he was merely a grade three druid. What if he succeeds in seeking his own doom? “A dragon egg would actually possess a mind?! Which means… gigantic dragons are already able to think when they’re just eggs? This is literally—literally the most inconceivable matter. It’s a profound mystery that no scholar or druid in the world has ever discovered!”
“No, we still cannot confirm that this is a dragon egg,” Gawain quickly corrected. Even now, he still couldn’t believe something so utterly plot-like would happen to him. However, his correction was of no use — Pittman had sunken into an inexplicable excitement, and he’d started planning to write this new discovery into a book to be sold to the Sacred Dragon Kingdom in the north.
If he really dared to sell such fictitious ‘research findings’ to those fanatics who worshiped gigantic dragons, Gawain would have no choice but to hire a new druid. Fortunately, Pittman did not have the money to print books; neither did he have money to travel through the entire Anzu kingdom and the northern mountain range in order to do promote himself in the Sacred Dragon Kingdom.
Taking into consideration that the rock ball had refused all contact, Gawain could only opt to continue leaving it here. However, to prevent this ‘dragon egg’ — which was able to control metals and, to a certain extent, affect the flow of magical power — from stirring up more trouble, he changed the original housing measures: all metal items within a 10-meter radius of the tent were moved away; a circle of obsidian slabs was planted around the sphere so as to impair magical power; the sphere was tied up with layer upon layer of strong ropes and thick wooden posts were used to fix it to the ground; the rock ball was told that he planned on buying oranges…
No one understood the last step.
And while he was arranging all of this, Gawain recounted the entirety of his interaction with the ball to Heidi who’d waited outside the whole time.


Surprisingly, the always mature and steadfast Heidi who strived to be realistic also suspected the ball to be a dragon egg.
Turns out this manner of thinking was trendy in this foreign world?
“This dragon egg was probably stolen by the Master Mages of the ancient Gondor Empire.” After listening to Gawain’s description, Heidi shared her own inference, “I’ve heard that the gigantic dragons did indeed appear on the continent a thousand years ago. The Sacred Dragon Kingdom has records of that. Although those mad dragon worshipers have always been a little strange when it came to topics involving dragons, they are the most reliable recorders about when and where gigantic dragons have appeared. This point in time tallied with the construction era of the remnants.
“And judging by the dragon egg’s attitude toward humans, the Master Mages of the Gondor Empire had clearly used underhanded means in the process of obtaining this egg and weren’t exactly amicable to it in the subsequent steps.”
“That goes without saying. They’d left it on the laboratory bench! How amicable could that be?” Gawain pursed his lips. “I suspect it’s been in a slumbering state since. Those Master Mages had probably used some method to suppress its spirit because that ‘egg’ has absolutely no memory of a thousand years going by. When we brought it out from the remnants… I’m afraid we’d destroyed the seal left by the Master Mages a thousand years ago.”
“How do you plan on handling it?” Heidi asked cautiously. “If it really were to be a dragon egg, then we can’t do anything to it. Legend says that gigantic dragons are a species that holds grudges, and they especially value their eggs. The Gondor Master Mages from back then might not fear the vengeance of the dragons, but it’s different for us today. Besides, to the dragons, I fear they can’t even differentiate between us and the humans from a thousand years ago.”
Almost no one living had ever seen a true gigantic dragon, but there wasn’t a lack of descriptions about them. Regarding their temperament, classification, preferences, and even diet, this continent had countless professional books making a fuss of introducing them. A number of them were the accounts of gigantic-dragon specialists from every place, while another came from the northern Sacred Dragon Kingdom. The latter boasted themselves as Aristocrats of the Ice, descendants of dragons. They used lots of resplendent yet terrifying terms to describe the ‘dragon ancestors’ in their hearts, and Heidi chose to believe the most dangerous part of that description.
Gawain rubbed his chin. “That makes sense too… We’ll first leave it alone there for a few days. Don’t have anyone disturb it. Let it believe that there is indeed no one doing experiments on it. Then I’ll think of a way to build up trust.”
 
With that, he let out an uncontrollable long yawn. The drowsiness from being woken up in the middle of the night and the fatigue of intensive concentration came crashing at once as he yawned. “Uahhh… Let’s just do this for today. Everyone is tired from busying around in the middle of the night. Except for the people on night duty, everyone, go back and have a rest.”
The gathered crowd dispersed. A yawning Amber also disappeared from sight through her Shadow Walk. Gawain turned back and took one last look at the ‘dragon-egg tent’ being watched from afar by the soldiers. Shaking his head, he turned and walked toward his tent.
After entering his tent, he sat on his bed but did not go to sleep immediately. Instead, as a habit, he focused his attention and called upon the ‘magical-power imaging view from the sky’ in his mind.


After ensuring that there weren’t many energy distribution fluctuations in the magical-power imaging view, that there were no high-energy reactions nearby, especially near the dragon egg, and that there were no new alerts from the satellite, he then let out a small sigh of relief and prepared to go to bed.
However, the moment before he laid down, his peripheral vision caught some indistinct, faint light in the unlit part of the tent.
 
Gawain rubbed his eyes and verified that this was not an illusion; moreover, the faint light was coming from the big basket beside his desk.
Those were the waste products from Rebecca’s process of ‘baking cement’; the hardened materials whose use could not be figured out.
Gawain leaned over curiously and saw a faint glow coming from the hardened materials.
The glow, though weak, was like stars in the sky.
Chapter 75: Unexpected Result And Unexpected…
Those materials glowing faintly in the darkness swept away most of Gawain’s sleepiness. Disregarding that these dark gray materials would stain his clothes, he began digging directly in the big basket.
Soon, some fragments, evidently different from its surrounding materials, were turned out.
The light set in them was even brighter, more centralized, and stabler.
From the exterior, these pieces were still dark, hardened materials, but there were many crystalline solids less than one millimeter in diameter that looked like poor-quality crystals with unstable patterns. These crystalline solids were the source of the glow. Gawain crushed a piece of hardened material and carefully picked out a few crystals from it. He found that they were still glowing and were even brighter without the influence of the surrounding impurity.
A certain instinct had him activating his own magic-sensing ability; hence, some constant, shimmering cloud-like mist appeared in his vision — these crystalline solids, sure enough, contained a certain amount of magical power.
Gawain pinched a grain of crystal, his fingers slowly used force, and the solid finally crumbled. It was very hard, almost as hard as rock, but weaker than the natural crystals used by mages to process staffs or store magical power. And as it was crushed, its glow also disappeared.
Magical power dissipated from it completely.
So what exactly was this?
Gawain frowned deeply. He was so tempted to immediately consult Heidi about these things, but she was probably already asleep. Tonight’s unforeseen circumstance must have tired her out; moreover, she still had to worry about matters regarding the construction of the camp in the day. It wasn’t easy for her to get a good sleep.
 
Therefore, Gawain could only repress his thoughts and plan to approach Heidi early the next morning.
The rest of the night was finally peaceful. The camp was enveloped in darkness and silence; the kingdom of the legendary Lady Night befell…


Early in the morning the next day, Gawain headed towards Heidi’s tent with those bits of crystalline solids that could glow in the dark. He learned that Heidi had already woken up even earlier and had gone to the laboratory, so he went there instead.
This ‘magic laboratory’ was situated at the southeastern corner of the camp, near the Dark Range. It was the only house in the entire camp that took up a sizable area and was built with rocks and wood as its main materials. Even without extra furnishing, it could be considered the ‘mansion’ here. This was not because Heidi wanted to be special but due to a magic laboratory’s effect on its environment. Many magic and alchemy experiments were required to be conducted in fairly quiet and stable locales. At the same time, using rocks for the walls was to make it more convenient to carve magic circles.
Mages were beings who were rather particular about being practical.
In the eyes of laymen, this solid yet grand building was filled with a mysterious aura. Amber had always suspected that Heidi’s work in here was to mix potions and poisons, like an old witch, but she simply didn’t dare to step in to confirm her suspicions — she was afraid of getting a beating.
When Gawain arrived in a rush, Heidi was already occupied with a pile of crystals. She had placed her working platform in the center of the laboratory. The exceedingly spacious circular desk was divided into three parts: one part was engraved with magic circles, with all sorts of magic materials arranged around them; another part was used to set out various bottles and jars and alchemy tools; whereas the last part only had a set of equipment, and that was the crystal resonator they had purchased from Tanzan Town at a high price.
It was equipment specially used to study all types of crystals as well as the engraved magic circles inside crystals. This was an outstanding creation from the mages of this world. Its precision and beautiful exterior were poles apart from those crude, primitive tools that Gawain has seen in the civilian society of this era. It had a pedestal which was its core. Brass gear fixed three natural magic crystals of different sizes in place on the pedestal. And around this centralized platform were numerous independent, circular man-made lenses with adjustable angles. Before every piece of lens was a gray upright frame for imaging.
This could be said to be the most expensive item in the whole laboratory. Heidi was always cautious when she used it. Even her niece, Rebecca, who was likewise a mage (though she’d only ever mastered fireball spells), was not allowed to touch it.
It seemed Amber would really get beaten if she dared to sneak in…
Gawain saw Heidi place a light purple crystal in the middle of the crystal resonator. Through the stimulation of three magic crystals, the target crystal would produce a resonance, and such resonance would create detectable ‘ripples’ in this magic-pervasive environment. Through the man-made lenses all around the resonator, such ripples would then form an image that could be observed by the naked eye and projected onto the gray frame.
A relatively clear rune structure could already be seen on two of the frames, and on the rough papers at the corner of the table was a sketch that Heidi had drawn according to the projected structure.
It seemed she was studying those ancient military-use crystals from the vault in the mountains.


Regarding Gawain’s sudden visit, Heidi appeared to be slightly surprised as Gawain would usually be checking on the progress of projects at the various areas at this time or drawing a pile of blueprints in his own tent. “Ancestor? Why are you here?”
“I have some things that I would like to show you.” Gawain replied while pouring out those hardened pieces with bits of crystalline solids set in them from the small sheepskin bag he always carried around. At the same time, he looked at Heidi’s ‘workbench’. “You’re studying the magic circles inside those ancient crystals?”
“Yes.” Heidi nodded with a slightly apologetic look on her face. “Pity the progress is no good.”
  While she spoke, she looked towards those coarse and ugly fragments in Gawain’s hands. “These are…”
“The ‘waste’ residue that Rebecca produced the previous time. But I found something interesting in it.” Gawain explained as he rubbed those crystalline solids in the residue. “These things have magical power.”
“Magical power?” Heidi’s brows furrowed; then, she carefully sensed for some time and was instantly astonished. “They actually do?! What are these?”
“That’s why I’m having you take a look.” Gawain picked out one of the fallen crystals. “Can your crystal resonator make out its structure?”
Heidi did not expect Rebecca to come up with something so strange after a bout of slipshod work; she believed that Rebecca’s act of baking rocks all day in the work shed was simply an amateurish pursuit, even if this task had been given to her by Gawain. After all, Rebecca had had numerous mind-boggling ideas during this process, for example, throwing locusts into the furnace and the likes of it. She carefully picked up the crystal handed over by Gawain and lifted it before her eyes to observe it.
“Aren’t there bigger ones?” Heidi frowned, slightly troubled. “It’s so small. It’s not easy to examine.”
Gawain could do nothing about that. “This is already the biggest piece. At least it’s about the size of a rice grain.”
“Alright, I’ll try my best,” Heidi said while removing the ancient crystal in the crystal resonator. “Its rune sequence has been recorded. There’s no need to continue testing.”


Following that, Heidi carefully picked up the ‘crystal’, only the size of a rice grain, with a pair of small tweezers and placed it in the center of the pedestal of the resonator. Then, she activated the three magic crystals.
After a brief wait, some blurred lines appeared on the ‘screens’ around the resonator. Not only were they extremely blurry, they were so faint as to be almost transparent. If Heidi hadn’t doused the magic crystal lamps around in advance, Gawain probably wouldn’t have been able to see them at all.
After all, the crystal was really too small as a subject of examination.
“This structure… It is indeed a type of man-made crystal, and it has a very regular pattern.” Heidi carefully distinguished between the forms of these patterns and gingerly infused the lowest level of magical power into the pedestal. Following infusion of magical power, those patterns on the projection gradually turned brighter and were coated with a rainbow-like glow. “…able to absorb external magical power and transform them into a stable form within the crystal…”
Heidi removed her own magical power and observed the subsequent changes in those projections.
Several minutes passed. There wasn’t the slightest degree of change in the image projected on the frames, and the resonator’s mechanism, which could precisely sense magical power, was totally calm.
“Magical power has been stably stored?!” Heidi revealed an even more surprised look. “The rate of dissipation… is this low?!”
 
Gawain stared fixedly at the central pedestal of the crystal resonator. On the pedestal, the ‘man-made crystal’ was radiating a white glow that could be observed with the naked eye. It seemed that as magical power filled it, its brightness would also grow.
He immediately realized why he hadn’t previously discovered these bits mixed in the waste products even when it was very dark in the tent. These man-made crystals were empty when they were first produced. Without magical power, they naturally wouldn’t glow. And as they were laid aside for an extended period of time, they started to absorb the magic energy drifting in the atmosphere. This was a gradual self-charging process; continuously charging over two days, they were then able to glow faintly in the night and finally discovered by Gawain.
Heidi was also attracted by the peculiar properties of this crystal. She continued to infuse energy into the crystal with an uncontrollable excitement. The grain-sized crystal must have absorbed a considerable amount of magical power for she very quickly realized that this thing had entered a ‘saturated’ state.
The tiny crystal began to release a stable milky-white glow. There were no signs of self disintegration due to saturation.


“So this is a man-made crystal that can store magical power?!” Gawain looked at Heidi in surprise, feeling as if he’d picked up a treasure. “Then how does its maximum capacity compare to a natural crystal? The stability? I see it’s been glowing the entire time. How is its self-consumption rate?”
 
“Hold on, hold on. I still need… I still need to do more serious tests.” The agitation in Heidi’s heart could match Gawain’s, but she still maintained the composure that a mage ought to have. She picked up the tiny crystal and walked towards the side with the magic circle used for analysis while answering, “Its self-consumption problem shouldn’t be too severe. Although it is glowing, it is mainly the drifting magical power in the atmosphere that is resonating due to the influence of the crystal. There isn’t much loss of the stored magical power in the crystal, so it should be able to store magical power for a very long period of time…”
While doing so, she placed the crystal into a ‘dish’ made of ruby with a trough around the center and placed this dish in the center of the magic circle. She prepared to try extracting the magical power stored inside the crystal again.
The magic circle was activated.
The crystal bit in the ruby dish let out a soft crack and became crumbs.
Chapter 76: The First Step to Art
The crystal in the ruby dish broke into a pool of crumbs just like that. Gawain and Heidi exchanged a speechless glance.
After a long pause, Gawain then choked out as the corner of his mouth twitched, “This means star raising1 has failed, right?”
“Eh?”
“Ahem, I mean, what’s happening?” Gawain quickly covered up the comment that he’d subconsciously blurted out with a dry cough. “The magic circle overexerted it when drawing out energy and left it in crumbs?”
As light rays of arcane magic floated in Heidi’s eyes, she examined the remaining traces of magic in the ruby dish in detail. The initial look of excitement on her face slowly dulled. “No… I’m afraid this is the inherent defect of such crystals…”
“Defect?” Gawain frowned. He had a vague sense of foreboding, like an unlucky player who threw lots of money into in-game purchases but ended up summoning the most basic Shikigami1. “Is it single-use only? It will be destroyed if it releases energy again after being recharged?”
If that was the case, the value of such man-made crystals would undoubtedly plunge, but Gawain found that he was able to accept that. In this world, crystals that could store magical power were extremely valuable materials. Mages categorized such crystals into two different qualities. High-quality crystals were pure and stable, and they could be carved with magic circles and operate stably. As such, they were used as the cores of various magic articles, such as being mounted on staffs. Whereas, crystals at a grade lower could not be carved with magic circles due to poor stability, but they could be used as storage for magical power and are, therefore, also viewed as an important strategic resource by mages.
However, in all this time, storage crystals could only be obtained from nature; man-made crystals could not substitute for them at all. This was mainly because man-made crystals had severe ‘natural dissipation’ problems; magical power stored in these crystals would dissipate at an alarming rate and would even be emptied within a few days. They were completely unusable; hence, man-made crystals could only be used as supplementary materials in the production of magic articles or even as ornaments in the aristocrats’ castles…
If these crystalline solids that Rebecca had unintentionally created only had the defect of being single-use, it wasn’t a big problem to Gawain. Heidi had confirmed that these crystals were very stable; thus, at worst, they would be used to manufacture single-use magic articles. To Gawain who was accustomed to the industrial times, ‘single-use’ did not mean depreciation but a synonym for inexpensive, convenient, and mass-produced products.
 
Yet Heidi shook her head. “The problem is not that it is single-use, but that the magical power it stored cannot be drawn out for use.”
Gawain was completely stunned this time. “How could that be?”


“The magical power lost its ‘alignment’, which probably occurred the moment extraction happened. The originally sequenced magical power became disorderly ‘waste energy’ in this process. It will dissipate the moment it is extracted, and even if collected before it does, it remains unusable. After all… it is ‘waste energy’.”
Waste energy. This was the specialized term mages used, also known as ‘disordered magical power’. This was a kind of magical power that could not participate in any magic reaction nor be used to release magical power for any spell. It was worthless, like musical notes that had lost their tone. Disordered magical power was the byproduct of many spells; it was the ‘slag’ left over after mages had released the magical power. And, unforgettable to Gawain, the incident where disordered magical power held the greatest presence was the big explosion of the Well of Deep Blue a year before the Gondor Empire collapsed. Huge amounts of disordered magical power appeared inside Deep Blue which directly led to the Well of Deep Blue operating at full power but unable to export any energy. Finally, the reactor core melted and caused an explosion.
Deposited into the crystal was magical power, but what was extracted became waste residue. This was like the boosters of certain black-hearted games in his previous life. What was put inside was equipment and gems, but taken out were slag and small horn1 which the entire server sneered at…
The facts were clear as day: Rebecca had produced a little, white crystal block that could tick off a strengthening party1 on the spot (no mistake).
Giving a disappointed glance to the powder-form crystal residue, Gawain shook his head. “Rebecca might be able to produce storage crystals that are usable some day… In any case, we’ll remain expectant of that for now. Let’s move on. I saw you working with those antique crystals earlier. Any results?”
Heidi gathered herself, but her tone was a rather apologetic one. “Sorry, Ancestor. There were many magic circles and rune arrangements within the crystal that are lost to us, and they were combined using an incomprehensible method. The precision of the present crystal resonator is limited. So far, I only recognize a part of it, and I’ve restored it into a magic circle… Please come this way.”
Gawain followed. He saw Heidi bring out from her desk some drawings of magic circles that had already been sorted. Other than all sorts of symbols and lines, there were also notes written in a graceful handwriting on the papers; they were annotations that she’d left behind.
Gawain studied the drawings, while Heidi shared her thoughts beside him. “The magic system of the ancient Gondor Empire is very different from today’s. Their magic circles went in ‘layers’. Every layer was connected using key nodes, and those nodes were also a type of magic circle themselves when banded together as if every layer was nested. It is impossible for the technology of today to build a magic circle with such a structure. I cannot imagine how the Master Mages of ancient Gondor shoved this entire set of complicated runes into a tiny little crystal…”
Gawain lifted his head and enlightened her with a smile, “They first prepared a room with almost no dust or suspended particles. Then they used magic-conducting materials to build a huge magic-circle model. Following that, they vacuumed out all the air in the room. Finally, they shined beams at the magic-circle model using powerful magical power from the Well of Deep Blue, and on the focal points of the illumination, they placed empty crystals that were to be processed. Through a unique polarization technique, magical power would brand the layered magic circle onto the interior of the crystal, layer by layer. Just like that, with one more illumination, the crystal would have a set of magic circles branded in it. Twenty-seven could be made in a minute.”
With a clatter, a dip pen in Heidi’s hand fell to the ground and broke in two.
  Damn, the ancients turned out to be so formidable?!


“However, this is where my point of view differs most from the people of this era. You all believe that many things are precious and rare. It is only natural and right for masters to carefully craft it and then leave them for people to pass down through the generations. But in my opinion, it is only natural for these things to be mass-produced cheaply. It’s a pity. We lost the Well of Deep Blue, and people of that generation are all dead. It’s inevitable that all of you would progress this way.”
Heidi’s expression was odd; she had an intense sense that the unfilial descendants had disappointed Ancestor once again…
Just then, Gawain’s eyes were suddenly caught by the magic circles on one of the drawings. “Hmm?”
Heidi quickly leaned forward; after spotting what Gawain’s gaze was on, she explained, “That is a magic circle to control a crystal’s spontaneous explosion. You know it. The last function when these manufactured crystals are close to disintegrating is spontaneous explosion. This layer of magic circle was branded in a location independent of other rune groups, and it was unusually simple, so it was fairly easier to restore. But I wasn’t able to restore the friend-or-foe identification portion related to this detonating magic circle. Till now, I have not found out which runes were the ones to achieve this unbelievable function. I truly lack talent in this aspect…”
“Hold on. Set aside how those identification runes were made.” Gawain interrupted Heidi’s self-criticism. All was good about this granddaughter. Except, once she felt that her Ancestor was upset, she would immediately sink into a state of self-criticism and self-reflection, and this was really troubling. She was a character who could easily be a domineering lady or a queen, yet she always seemed as if she was being bullied in front of him. “I saw the annotations you wrote here… You said that this magic circle is different from a conventional magic circle. It wasn’t that the explosion was generated after the energy in the crystal had been released to the outside world but that an ignition of energy had occurred within the crystal and took the crystal itself as an explosive too?”
Heidi faltered for a moment, then nodded. “Yes. The usual or similar magic circles would lead the energy of the storage crystal out and create an effect externally. But because the function of this magic circle is spontaneous explosion, it skips the leading step and directly ignites the energy within the crystal. At the same time, the broken crystal fragments would also have massive lethality. To be honest, I’ve never come into contact with such magic circles before. Although they aren’t complicated, any mage with a sound mind would not use them. This thing will completely destroy a precious storage crystal…”
Heidi trailed off. Clearly, she was no fool and had swiftly become aware of the uses this had.
Their gazes unanimously shot towards the ruby dish on the laboratory bench. It was as if the small amount of crystal dust in the ruby dish was sparkling once more.
This was the glow of art (convinced emoji here).
“The magical power extracted from those crystals would instantly become waste energy, but they are in a stable state when stored inside the crystal…,” Gawain summarized slowly. “Then we’ll simply not extract them. How great would it be to directly ignite them inside the crystal?”
 
Heidi concurred unhurriedly, “Yeah, such ‘crystals’ are produced from rocks anyway. They aren’t costly…”


Mages with a sound mind would not use an explosive magic circle that would destroy a storage crystal with it. That was because storage crystals were expensive, and they only needed to add a structure to lead the energy out of the explosive magic circle, releasing explosive magic while keeping the crystal. Since the effect was exactly the same, why the need to ruin a piece of crystal?
However, if there existed a type of crystal whose stored magical power had no way of being extracted, would it continue to be worthless?
Then, this thing would literally be made for spontaneous explosions; its properties were as straightforward and iron-headed as the person who invented it.
Countless bold ideas that made one jump for joy emerged in Gawain’s mind. These thoughts were accompanied by bright flames and stirring whistles. They were the future; they were hope; they were the sword and shield to protect the people and land; they were the rays of light that broke up all the clouds gathered from the failures of creating gunpowder…
 
It was art!
So utterly artistic! On the same level as the Louvre…
Gawain repressed those agitated thoughts and suddenly asked a very practical question with an odd look, “How are we going to carve an explosive magic circle on a crystal the size of a rice grain?”
Heidi had also calmed down and seriously considered this question. Following that, she said in a rather unsure tone. “Perhaps… we don’t necessarily have to carve it on the crystal because this is a magic circle with an ‘interference model’.”
Chapter 77: New Furnace
Magic circle with an ‘interference model’… Although Gawain Cecil was half a naturalist and knights shared many similarities with mages in the fundamental use of magical power, Gawain had to admit that to really relate to those detailed yet professional areas, his knowledge was still lacking. He had to ask Heidi before he understood what was so special about the magic circles in those antique crystals.
In short, they were ‘Area-of-Effect’ magic circles.
Such magic circles could work on energy storage apparatuses within a set area, and they did not have to be carved on the surface or interior of the apparatus. Or rather, as long as the key nodes on the magic circles were connected to the energy storage apparatus, this effect could be stimulated. Magic circles with an ‘interference model’ were very similar to those large arrays. Large arrays meant building a magic circle, then placing sources of magical power, such as storage crystals or the like, onto key nodes as power sources. Such a structure naturally did not require having to carve the magic circle onto the crystal, but in reality, magic circles with an ‘interference model’ did have intrinsic differences compared to large arrays.
Magic circles with an ‘interference model’ were usually extremely small and exquisite. They also had a very small area of effect and only had one function, and their rune structures were actually incomplete: the storage part had to be combined with the rune portion to be considered a complete ‘operating body’. Thus, such interference-style magic circles were usually used as ‘starting gears’ to do simple activating and shutting off of some magical power sources or…
Used to blow up the magical power sources.
Gawain understood the Gondor mages back then had carved interference-style magic circles inside these crystals for military use. Logically speaking, since they’d already shoved these runes inside the crystals, there was absolutely no need to spend more effort to set them as interference models. However, in actuality, the problems which soldiers faced on the battlefield were much more complicated; not all crystals for military use were able to remain intact throughout the entire battle. Many a time, cracking or breaking due to violent combat was the ending for such crystals. At this point, perhaps the magic circle aspect of the crystal core could still operate due to proper protection, but the crystal body had already disintegrated.
In such situations, the rune experts of the Gondor military sector came up with an idea: they had to at least ensure that these crystals’ spontaneous-explosion function was still usable at the very end.
Hence, these magic circles with an ‘interference model’ were used for the crystals’ spontaneous-explosion aspect. Such magic circles ensured that even if the crystals were to break, they could still explode when the fragments were thrown out — as long as some energy still remained in these fragments.
“I don’t know what the effect would be if huge amounts of these crystals are gathered and set off at the same time.” Gawain rubbed his chin as he began thinking in his mind. “Or use something to glue them together? Besides, we’re still unclear as to how they’re formed. Only a small amount of the entire basket of samples that Rebecca sent over contained such crystals…”
 
Heidi watched Gawain’s expression. She could sense that the other party’s spirits were at an all-time high; this had her slightly confused. Although she was also rather pleased that these odd crystals could be put to use, she could not imagine exactly how valuable these magical crystals that had no other use except for explosions were. “Ancestor… you seem very happy?”
“Why can’t I be?” Gawain turned and glanced at Heidi. “Don’t you think that once these things are put to use, the effect would be immense?”


“Mm… if the processing is suitable, perhaps they could be made into explosive magic articles. They would be very useful for average mages like Rebecca and myself. They can also be distributed to the soldiers as supplementary weapons.” Heidi had stretched her imagination to its limits. “But I cannot think of what else they can be used for other than these.”
Gawain watched Heidi’s slightly confused expression and opened his mouth, but he found it hard to let the other party understand the image that was in his mind right now.
Before personally witnessing the spectacle of explosives cutting into mountains or industrial mass production, no one living in the Middle Ages would be able to dream of those images.
Hence, he simply did not explain further but raised the sheepskin bag in his hand. “I’ll leave all these samples to you. To be honest, there isn’t much. Try your best to confirm their various properties before they’re all expended. While doing so, see whether the ‘detonation magic circles’ work on them. I’m going to look for Rebecca and figure out how that girl managed to create these.”
Heidi received the sheepskin bag from Gawain in a cherished manner; she then seemed to be reminded of something and specially mentioned, “Ancestor, Rebecca is a very hardworking child, but she has almost never been praised since a young age, so…”
“Don’t worry. I will be lavish in my praises for her.” Gawain smiled and pointed at the sheepskin bag that Heidi was now holding, “I’ve even decided to name these crystals ‘Rebecca Crystals’ — if that lass can reproduce them.”
With that, Gawain warned Heidi to be absolutely cautious when testing out the explosive magic circles and to ensure precautions are in place; he then left the magic laboratory.
Watching Gawain leave, Heidi was too embarrassed to voice the true thoughts in her heart. Actually, she had meant for Gawain to take it easy when he praised Rebecca; that child had never received praises since she was a child. Once someone praised her, she might just become too full of herself…
But never mind, since Ancestor seemed so pleased, she’d better not be a wet blanket.
Rebecca was optimistic and could stand beatings; if she really became too complacent, at worst, a beating would solve it all… [E/N: Aunt Heidi is so mean!]
After leaving the magic laboratory, Gawain headed straight to where Rebecca had attempted the baking of cement but did not find her there. There were only a few workers clearing up the waste residue, and after asking around, he learned that Rebecca had left to go to the ‘steelworks’.


The base component of a magic web had been completed; the first furnace was also in the final stage of assembly. Rebecca had gone to supervise the work bright and early.
  Gawain briefly checked the waste cleared out of the furnaces. After confirming that there weren’t crystals mixed in them, he left for the steelworks (though only a frame had been put out at present) at the east side of the camp.
Once he arrived at this place which had been known as the ‘Blacksmith Store’ not long ago, Gawain found that it had been the right decision to hand this task to Rebecca.
The courtyard which was once full of dug-out gullies (for the sake of burying magic circles) was now re-leveled properly. Absolutely no signs of magic circles could be made out on the compacted ground, and the only proof that there were indeed magic circles buried under were those silvery-white pillars neatly spaced out in intervals of ten-odd meters.
Those pillars were coated with a mithril layer of primitive magic sensors.
And other than these almost one-meter tall ‘sensors’ that appeared out of the ground surface, Gawain also noticed many neatly arranged stone slabs. These stone slabs were distributed in between the sensor pillars at equal intervals, and they lined a good half of the courtyard.
Glittering runes could be seen on the surfaces of the stone slabs. Gawain had vaguely guessed the use of these slabs.
The whole project had been rationally done, a good job indeed. Not only were those magic circles most sensibly ‘encased’, what was even more satisfying were those orderly arranged pillars and stone slabs. They were such a perfect delight to the eyes, so accurate and precise. Even knowing that they were handmade products rather than manufactured ones, Gawain still felt that, as an OCD1 person, he was exceedingly satisfied.
Orderly! Being orderly was the way! Rebecca had fully understood all the demands that Gawain had listed for her, and she had even thought of, in advance, the requirements for this place to increase its capacity in the future! Empty spaces were reserved in advance in those areas where stone slabs had not been laid, clearly in preparation for the future!
There were lots of people bustling about in the courtyard, transporting tools, or cleaning up the leftover materials, but Rebecca’s form could still be easily spotted. That was because Gawain had caught the large black furnace in a courtyard corner at first sight, as well as the iron-headed fireball girl directing things with animated gestures.
“Be careful, be careful… This structure has to completely adhere to the stone slab! Do not cut corners! Accuracy, accuracy, do you understand… If it is not fitted accurately, there’ll be no meat. Do you understand now?! Hey, hey, we don’t need that iron bar at the side now. We’ll see about it after the runes have been installed… Where’s the drainage trough? Move the drainage trough here… Let me have a look at the blueprint!”


Watching Rebecca who was excitedly immersed in her work, Gawain did not have the heart to disturb her. He stopped several serfs — who were alarmed upon seeing his face and wanted to bow — and turned to the newly installed furnace, observing it with an admiring gaze.
This was a… very beautiful furnace. Compared to those old-style furnaces that are only about a meter tall, it was more than four meters tall and entirely pitch black; this was because black stone powder was added into the materials used to build the furnaces to further strengthen its magical power compatibility. It abandoned the traditional ‘pot-belly’ furnace design and also employed a rectangular chamber as its main structure. At the upper end of the rectangular chamber, there were three chimneys running parallel, whereas the lower end had a protruding rectangular flat surface. There were rather complicated rune arrays carved on that surface; a part of those arrays extended all the way to the front of the furnace. There was a metal plate that seemed to be movable; there was even a connecting rod under the metal plate linking it to something like a pedal, which seemed to be a type of control gear.
As a result of the control gear being positioned at the front, the openings to pour in ore, remove slag, or drain molten metal were all set either to the back or to the left of the furnace.
 
It was neither like any furnace that Gawain had known in his past life on Earth nor was it similar to the traditional furnaces of this world. Better yet, it totally did not match the blueprint that Gawain handed to Hummel at the very beginning…
Evidently, that old blacksmith had racked his brains and improved the design.
To Gawain, this was excellent news; whether it was the outcome of doing so or the ‘improvement’ itself, both were wonderful.
Only now did Rebecca notice that everyone around had become much quieter and wore looks of reverence. She glanced around impetuously before she saw her Ancestor who was strolling around the furnace.
The young lady was instantly surprised. “Ah! Lord Ancestor! Why have you come?”
 
“I was looking for you for a matter— But now I’ve also seen your progress while I’m here.” Gawain waved his hand, a satisfied smile on his face. “To be honest… it’s better than I’d imagined.”
“Is that so, is that so?!” Rebecca immediately looked overjoyed. “Do you really think so?”
“If you weren’t able to handle these well, I certainly wouldn’t have allowed you to continue being in charge long ago.” Gawain could not hold back his smile. “Be more confident in yourself. I’ve said before, you are the pride of the Cecil Clan.”


Upon hearing these words, Rebecca’s head was held so high that her face was about to be raised into the sky…
Chapter 78: Rune Trigger and Amber’s Slacking Time
Gawain’s praise was, of course, rather pleasing to Rebecca; she almost came forward wagging her tail to ask to be praised more (if she had a tail). Meanwhile, Gawain conscientiously examined the structure of this modern furnace after praising her. He’d already found many aspects that he hadn’t planned for at the start, and a part of these additional structures could possibly be Hummel’s reformation according to his experiences as a blacksmith, while the rest would definitely be Rebecca’s work. After all, Hummel did not know how to make changes in runes and magic circles.
“What is this structure for?” Gawain pointed to the linked pedal, connecting rod and steel plate at the bottom of the furnace. These structures appeared to be very small and delicate; Hummel had probably forged them bit by bit using a hammer. A part of it was fitted with the stone slab on the ground, while another seemed to be related to the magic circle structure of the furnace. This had Gawain coming up with some vague guesses.
“Oh, oh, didn’t you say that you wanted a switch for magic circles that even blacksmiths who are laymen would be able to control? So I designed this structure.” Rebecca explained with a beam. “Although the modern furnace can be continuously operated, it has to be switched off sometimes. So look, this pedal can move this steel plate. There is a rune on the steel plate and another on the obsidian slab on the furnace. This pair of runes is ineffective if separated, but when put together, they become a part of the entire magic circle…”
Rebecca explained while demonstrating for Gawain. She stepped on the pedal with force. The connected steel plate then turned and fitted into the indentation at the bottom of the furnace. Gawain then saw that it had a basic elemental rune carved on the flip side — which happened to be the missing part of the furnace’s magic circle.
This was a switch, a structure that was extremely simple but full of creativity.
Before the appearance of this, mages essentially controlled the operation of magic circles directly using their own magical power.
However, blacksmiths did not know how to control magical power, so they clearly needed this.
And as the steel plate flipped out, the magic circuit throughout the entire furnace was connected. Gawain sensed a current briefly surge through the air. Following that, some glowing patterns emerged on the stone slabs on the ground, and the magic circles on the side of the furnace were also activated. The runes on them lit up one by one. Firewood had long been placed in the chamber; at present, as the magic circles were activated, this firewood began to burn and instantly burst into raging flames, burning far stronger and hotter than usual flames from firewood.
Rebecca had removed her foot, but the steel plate was already set in the indentation of the furnace with the help of gear latches. Despite the precision of this entire structure being no match for industrial products — as they just needed to push the crude rune up for it to take effect — its operating mode was already nearly perfect.
 
“Step again, and it goes back!” Rebecca pointed at the latches between those connecting rods with a rather pleased smile. “I named this entire set ‘rune trigger’, a mechanism that can be toggled and operated by runes! Let me tell you. Don’t assume that it was as simple as taking a few runes apart and reassembling them. I experimented for a long time before concluding that this pair of runes was the most stable, most universal combination…”
Girl, you’ve given this thing a super posh name!


Catching Gawain’s slightly disoriented gaze, Rebecca finally ended her ceaseless blah blah that stemmed from her being overly excited. She asked with some hope and nervousness, “Um… Lord Ancestor, what do you think of this? Oh yes, other than this rune trigger, everything else about this furnace was reformed by Hummel.”
“Very good, very good. Both of you have done well!” Gawain commended sincerely; then he noticed that the old blacksmith wasn’t present. Thus, he asked curiously, “Where did Hummel go?”
Rebecca scratched her hair. “Because we need even more black stones and red clay to build more new furnaces, he brought a few apprentices and people from the search party to look for materials in the mountains. The search party mentioned that they’d seen black stones in the mountains when they returned yesterday.”
Gawain let out an “oh” in response before it suddenly struck him that he was here for proper business. Therefore, he tapped his head and said, “Ah yes, I have something for you. Look at this. Do you have any impression?” He brought out a darkish-gray and ugly hardened substance. This was the last piece of ‘waste residue’ he had left after giving all the rest to Heidi.
Rebecca recognized it instantly. “Ah, isn’t this the waste from my failed baking previously?”
“Look carefully in here.” Gawain could tell that even Rebecca hadn’t really noticed there was something else mixed in the ‘waste residue’ she’d created. “See these grains of crystalline solids? Do you still remember how you baked these?”
Rebecca only noticed those bits of crumbs then. Honestly speaking, as the wastes all looked about the same, she wasn’t able to differentiate the products by batches just by looking. Fortunately, she’d strictly followed Gawain’s ‘operating rules’ and conscientiously recorded the ratio of materials, duration, temperature, and kiln serial number of every batch that she’d baked. They just needed to verify that this was one of the first few batches and then redo them following the records for that day. They would then be able to easily confirm how these things came by.
Hearing that Rebecca had diligently made records and that they could easily recreate the operating details from the records, Gawain really heaved a sigh of relief. In this ‘medieval’ background, ‘detailed notes’ almost did not exist in the average person’s mind; only mages devoted to various magic research would have a shallow concept of this. However, Rebecca was not a mage who could do research; this was reflected in her simplistic fireballs that had always been either big, super big, ultra big, or many, many levels bigger. Hence, this girl lacked the proper habits that one should have when doing experiments.
Thankfully, she was very obedient and was thorough with all that Gawain tasked her with.
While Gawain was studying how to introduce ‘the art of explosion’1 as soon as possible into this era, a certain half-elf bandit who was idle after eating and drinking to her heart’s content was strolling in the dense woods of the Dark Range.
Of course, a more creative way of putting it would be — patrolling the borders of the territory or, even, searching for potential danger and wealth in the Dark Range… They had almost the same meaning anyway! … Anyone who knew this person would know that she was merely slacking.


Carrying her two treasured little daggers and humming an untuned song, Amber leaped between rocks and branches as if she was walking on flat ground. With the help of the pervasive shadows in the woods, her form would disappear into the air from time to time and then suddenly appear tens of meters away, even up to a hundred meters. Sometimes, as her figure flickered, a wild fruit from an unknown source would be on her little dagger. Then, she would take one or two bites out of it before casually tossing it away.
To Amber who was an elf and also a master of the shadows, these dark woods were like a paradise tailor-made for her.
“Ha… this is a really lovely place…”
  Standing on the branch of a big tree, Amber comfortably stretched as she let out a relaxed sigh.
Despite being intimidated by the notorious reputation of the Dark Range when she had first arrived (she even had thoughts of whether to escape or not), but after staying here for a period of time, she realized that this place was really as that 700-year-old dumpling had said — not that scary at all.
It made sense too. Several hundred years had passed since the Dark Wave. Those monsters were doubly sealed by the Great Barrier and by the Dark Range in the Gondor wastelands. This northern side of the range also had layers of protection. How could there exist anymore danger?
These fellows from the north had really scared themselves: they were scared out of their wits!
Amber subconsciously mocked these ‘northerners’ who didn’t dare to come here as they’d believed the ferocious reputation of the Dark Range yet forgot entirely that not too long ago, she had been one of them.
She stayed on the branch for a while. When she had enough of the cool breeze, she spread her arms and fell backwards from the tree.
Midway through the fall, she entered the shadow state. The power of the shadows wrapped her up and instantly brought her into a world parallel to the real world, where almost no one could step into.
The sounds of the wind, insects, and birds chirping in the forest were left behind. Amber landed gently and stood in this tranquil and dull world.


The dense forest was gone. There were only overgrowths of grotesque-looking rocks and rugged mountain paths. A few withered tree trunks laid among the mountain. Like jagged teeth, their hideous branches pointed toward the shadow realm’s overcast and gloomy skies.
This black and white world was disconcerting, like the kingdom of the dead in the legends, but to Amber, this was a place that brought her a lot of peace.
When she stood here, she would feel like she was home.
Yet the past Amber wasn’t able to come here often.
Despite possessing exceptional talent with the shadows, previously, Amber hadn’t been able to enter the shadow realm anytime and anywhere she wished. She could only get a vague sense of the ‘border’ of this world and could arrive in this world more easily than the average rogue, but it had been especially tough to completely cross over the border. Often, it would either require an extended period of mediation or the help of some magical articles and potions.
However, ever since she left the Cecil territory, this process seemed to have become much easier.
As long as she focused, she would be able to sense the presence of the border, and as long as she mustered the forces of the shadows, she would be able to cross the border with ease.
 
Through a period of familiarizing and adapting, she could now even dive fancily into the shadow realm like she was doing now.
Although she was neither a scholar who specially researched the shadows nor was she some mage with an ‘acute sense of the supernatural’, Amber was no fool herself. She’d vaguely guessed that the shadow realm had become easier to enter — not because her shadow affinity had advanced by leaps and bounds (though there was definite improvement) — but probably because this world was seeing changes. Some force had caused the walls of the shadow realm and the real world to weaken.
However, the weakening was extremely slight; only she, the ‘freak’, had been able to sense the changes.
If she treated the changes of the shadow realm as some huge discovery and approached those lofty mages, scholars, and lords with it, ten to one, she’d be driven away as a madwoman or worse; to them, her extraordinary talent with the shadows (and terrible combat ability) would be considered a gift that fell from the skies. She might not even get to walk out of those people’s mage towers alive.


Amber wandered about the shadow realm, enjoying this world’s tranquility and safety, while those little thoughts of hers floated in her mind.
 
So what had any changes to the world got to do with her…?
But perhaps she could tell the fellow who crawled out of a coffin about it?
That fellow seemed like the type who would be very interested in these odd happenings, and he definitely wouldn’t hold her down on the laboratory bench and slice her up…
All sorts of thoughts spun around in Amber’s mind, and she subconsciously smiled.
Chapter 79: Rebecca’s Success and Doubts About Magical Power
“So these are the ‘Rebecca Crystals’ that you successfully produced… Mm, that’s right. They look like the same thing.” Seated in his own tent and looking at the big basket of things that Rebecca had excitedly brought over, Gawain nodded lightly.
It was a basket of dark-grayish, grotesquely strange substance. Some were loose like sand, while some were packed together, but regardless of their form, they were all almost evenly filled with countless tiny particles. And compared to the ‘waste residue’ that Rebecca had unintentionally produced, the products in this basket evidently contained more crystals. The average diameter of these crystals also seemed to have increased significantly.
This meant that Rebecca had not only found the formula, but she’d even figured out the way to improve the method of production.
Upon hearing Gawain’s words, even the iron-headed, straightforward Rebecca with low EQ instantly became embarrassed. The viscountess scratched her face, now black from the smoke and heat. When she smiled, she looked like a doofus who’d just turned seventeen and had set off explosives in a kiln. “Hehe… Lord Ancestor, do you really think this thing can be named as such? Isn’t it only really great people who get things named after them…”
“You invented these crystals. Isn’t that impressive enough?” Gawain looked at this nth+1 great-granddaughter who lacked confidence. “Mm, although there’s still a lot of room for improvement, this is indeed a ‘product’ that can be repeatedly produced. The name ‘Rebecca Crystals’ is well deserved.”
Rebecca entered a state of silly happiness. “Hehe, heheheh…”
“Stop your silly giggles for now. Tell me how exactly this was produced.” Gawain was at a loss of whether to laugh or to cry as he glanced at this iron-headed girl. “Although luck has a part to play in the emergence of any new material, I still want to know how such amazing luck befell us.”
“Oh, oh, as a matter of fact, it’s totally a coincidence.” Rebecca scratched her face. “They had actually been baked according to the primitive formula that you gave me. But I failed several times when I attempted to recreate the baking process. None of the mixture ratios worked. Subsequently, I suspected a problem with the furnaces, so I ordered people to check on their condition. In the end, it was found that a big piece had fallen off from the inner walls of one of the furnaces…”
“A big piece fell off?” Gawain frowned. He realized that the key to producing these ‘Rebecca Crystals’ was probably in those fallen pieces of the furnace wall. “So the materials used to build the furnace were also involved in the reaction?”
 
“That is one of the reasons. Because those furnaces were also heated using runes, there was quartz sand mixed in when they were being built. And other than quartz sand, another important factor is the rocks from the Dark Range.”
“Rocks from the Dark Range?” Gawain repeated.


“Yes, I compared quite a few records and found that there were two obvious differences between the products from that furnace and the other furnaces. One, quartz sand from the building of the furnace was mixed into the raw materials; two, the limestone in the raw materials was dug up from the Dark Range. The limestone from the other furnaces was from the banks of the White River; also, it was transported from the logging shed at the western side. When those are used as raw materials, even adding quartz sand is useless…”
Two conditions, quartz sand and limestone from the Dark Range is it…
Gawain pondered for a while. These two conditions were the accurate conclusion that Rebecca came to after multiple comparisons; there was no need to suspect their validity. Then exactly what role did these two materials play in this process?
The effect of quartz sand was plausible as it was a weak magic-conducting material. Though extremely cheap, it was still a genuine magic material. Besides, it was one of the raw materials to produce man-made crystals in itself. But what was with the limestone from the Dark Range?
Why couldn’t limestone extracted from other places work?
He threw these questions to the floor, leaving Rebecca stupefied.
The young viscountess had never considered these details. She scratched the back of her head as she mumbled, “I was too wrapped up in feeling happy. I’ve yet to think…”
“The Dark Range had once been enveloped by the Dark Wave,” Gawain said as he rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Till today, the mark of being corroded by the elemental tide still remains in many areas in the mountains. Perhaps it is this process that altered the properties of some minerals… that provided them with the attribute of being responsive to magic?”
In the situation where there was a lack of more experimental data and theoretical guidance, Gawain could only make such a bold guess. But regardless of the reason, Gawain was now sure of one thing — ‘Rebecca Crystals’ were absolutely unique in this world; at least in the Anzu Kingdom, it was.
In usual times, who would be so idle as to go dig up the Dark Range and bake rocks…
“After confirming that the key was with quartz sand and limestone from the Dark Range, I tried out several methods to increase the proportion of crystals and their quality.” Rebecca went on, “I found that increasing the proportion of quartz sand can increase the yield of crystals, but many crystals would shatter out of the furnace. Upping the proportion of limestone would enhance the product’s capacity to store magical power, but past a certain amount, there would instead be no crystals formed. And I also realized that the effects of temperature and baking duration are especially notable… There were too many variations that could be tested. I couldn’t finish them at the same time, so I baked one batch using the best method we have now. Na, they are the ones before you.”


Gawain asked bluntly, “Could laymen complete this process?”
“Yes, but the majority would not understand what the ‘cross-referencing’ and ‘observation group’ that you taught me means, so they can only produce according to the method taught to them,” Rebecca answered. “Moreover, they’re really careless. Even if they’ve been told how to do it, they would often get the compounding ratio wrong or remember the incorrect baking duration. The time control that is needed for producing crystals is much stricter than that for baking bricks!”
Improving the average quality of the labor force was imperative.
Yet he couldn’t even find a few cultural teachers that were up to standard… Everyone literate in words and numbers was already overworking; where would he find people to create an education system?
  Hire them from Tanzan Town? There weren’t many who were literate in Tanzan Town either! People who could read and write were either merchants or had already joined aristocrat residences to take on ‘respectable roles’ like butlers and clerks. How could those people be willing to come to the middle of nowhere and join them in developing the wilderness? They weren’t impoverished serfs or peasants…
Gawain touched his head again. Each time a new problem emerged, he would subconsciously do this action, as if he was checking on his own hairline…
“Lord Ancestor?” Rebecca spoke up cautiously.
“No, its fine, all these are issues that need to be settled in the long term.” Gawain waved his hand. “Continue with production according to this ‘optimal case’ for now. Then try to come up with even better ratios of materials when you have the time. In short, the more crystal bits there are, the better. It’s even as important as the output of steel. Oh yes, we also need to come up with a way to extract these crystals mixed in them. This black waste residue is quite useless. You can try crushing them and then use water to sift through it. Crystals are much harder than the waste residue and also heavier. It should be easy to separate them after crushing and rinsing with water.”
Rebecca nodded as she listened. When Gawain finished, she then leaned over with a gleeful smile and asked like a cat that ate the canary, “Um… Lord Ancestor, I heard from Aunt Heidi, you’re planning to make such crystals into magic articles that can explode?”
“Something like that.” Gawain looked at this girl who always had funny ideas. “What opinions do you have?”
“You’re planning to use the explosive magic circles in the Gondor manufactured crystals on these crystals, aren’t you?” Rebecca’s eyes were bright. “But have you thought of how to do the detonation?”


Gawain frowned; this was precisely the question he was deliberating over.
The explosive magic circles in those ancient Gondor crystals were the same as commonly seen small-scale arrays; they belonged under ‘magic circles that could not recharge themselves’. In other words, they need an external magical power source to be the ‘starting source of energy’ to continue proceeding with the subsequent detonation. In those Gondor crystals, this portion of energy was provided by the crystal itself; in the ‘Art 1’ that he conceptualized, there did not exist this portion of energy.
Other than being an explosive substance and being directly blown up, the magical power stored in Rebecca Crystals could not be extracted to be used in other magical reactions at all. As such, the explosive magical circles attached to the Rebecca Crystals would require another magical power to be the ‘starting catalyst power’, then where would this portion of magical power come from?
Use another piece of storage crystal to be the ‘explosive battery’? Then it would have lost the significance of being ‘inexpensive’.
Use mages’ magical power to stimulate the magic circles? Then it would lose the design objective of ‘having the average person be able to use it’.
“Speak your mind. Just looking at that gaze of yours, I know you have an idea.” Gawain scanned Rebecca. This young lady before him really wasn’t someone who could hide things; even if he didn’t ask, she would probably still spill her thoughts.
“It’s like this…” Rebecca, as expected, didn’t keep him guessing. “I studied that explosive magic circle for a bit and found that the magical power required to activate it… is actually pretty little.”
Gawain nodded. “That’s of course. It’s a magic circle used for spontaneous explosion when the crystal ceases to be effective, after all. Its activation-energy demand would definitely have been optimized countless times.”
“Then I realized one thing,” Rebecca went on. “The ‘rune trigger’ that I invented, it produces an extra ‘spark’ of magical power. Very weak, but it really exists…”
“Wait a minute!” Gawain interrupted Rebecca instantly. He realized that he had caught a key problem which had been neglected for a long time. “You said that the rune-trigger construct produces magical power at the moment it closes? Are you sure that it isn’t magical power dissipated from the magic web buried underground?”
 
“I checked several times because I’ve been able to sense magical power very well from a young age. I can see it very clearly.” Rebecca nodded hard in emphasis. “There is an extra portion of magical power when the rune trigger shuts, and I even found that it’s not restricted to the rune trigger. As long as a pair of originally intact runes is taken apart and put back together, an ‘instantaneous spark of magical power’ would be produced. This bit of magical power comes and goes in a flash, just in the blink of an eye. But if one wants to ignite something, just this blink of an eye would be enough.”


Gawain immediately sank into deep thought, only coming back to his senses when he saw he’d left Rebecca utterly nervous. “Ah… Very good, very good. Then, you can test out your rune trigger together with the explosive magic circle according to your ideas. You can get Heidi to help. Just tell her the order comes from me.”
Rebecca presently beamed with a smile. However, before she left, she suddenly remembered something. “Ah yes, Lord Ancestor, have you thought of what to name such explosive articles in the future?”
Gawain thought for a moment and replied solemnly, “Art.”
“Eh? Does this have any relation to art?”
 
Gawain’s expression was serious. “We’re naming it Art!”
Rebecca’s eyes rolled up as she gave it some thought, thinking that Ancestor might have some significance in that, so she nodded along happily. “Mm! Art!”
Rebecca left joyfully, but Gawain couldn’t find peace for a long time as he sat in his tent.
He fiddled with a pen, spinning it around subconsciously. When he recovered from his daze, he realized he had scribbled a line of words on the rough paper: “Magical power. What exactly is magical power?”
Chapter 80: The Essence of Magic and the Sound of Art
To the majority of the people in this world, “What is magical power?” wasn’t a question at all. They thought the answer was obvious and not worth getting to the bottom of. Magical power was magical power; it was one of the ubiquitous energies of this world, the most precious wealth that the gods had bestowed upon humankind, and also the standard with which humans were divided into various grades and classes.
Some of the priests would tell you, magical power was the power that the gods scattered in the world after they fell; it was the aftermath from the battle of the gods that was recorded on the ‘eternal stone tablet’. The defeated gods broke into pieces during the battle and fell towards the earth; their bodies burned in midair, and the flames and smoke became the first magical power, whereas the residue left after the burning became the first demonic beings.
On the other hand, some scholars amongst the mages would say — magical power was the bridge between the elemental world and the real world. It was a kind of ‘hypermatter’; it could be felt, could be used, but could not be seen. It came from the turbulence of the Sea of Ether and would present an irregular rise and fall following the changes in relative distance between the real world and the elemental world, which was also the phenomenon of magic upsurges…
However, Gawain could not accept either one of these claims. He came from a modern world that advocated science and reason, advocated clear and definite interpretations of all profound mysteries. He believed there ought to be an even clearer, more comprehensible explanation for magical power that could even be quantified in data and specified using models.
Perhaps this could not be done in areas involving the gods, but since the mages could use specific methods to utilize magical power and even use formulas to simplify the procedures of spellcasting, then magical power could definitely be analyzed like that.
According to the information that he’d currently grasped, magical power was indeed ‘ubiquitous’; every corner of the entire world was filled with this invisible power, and the people of this world mainly had two ways of utilizing magical power. The first was by directly casting spells. Mages would use mental focus to construct the model of the spell, then use the spell template to utilize the magical power already present in the atmosphere, and finally, form the spell effect. The second way involved using facilities similar to self-powered arrays or magic wells to first extract magical power and then use this magical power in the spell rituals.
Regardless of methods, magical power was ‘drawn’ from nature and wasn’t something that humankind could create out of thin air.
Hence, Gawain believed at one time that magical power was possibly a kind of special ‘matter’ or a certain thing that used matter as its carrier. However, the instant magical power that Rebecca’s ‘rune trigger’ produced at the moment it was connected now gave him a different idea.
This seemed to be a phenomenon that would emerge in a certain energy field — he boldly assumed.
 
What if magical power was a kind of ‘energy field’, and the various performance effects of magical power could be viewed as a type of special fluctuation? The rune trigger was like an incomplete circuit in the energy field. In the instant that it was connected, the circuit became complete; hence, a part of this energy field entered the circuit, and in this process, the flow of energy produced this observable ‘fluctuation of magical power’. However, as the circuit of the rune trigger was a closed one, this process could not proceed continuously; thus, the magical power was instantaneous…
In this case, he thought the initial source of magical power was still nature. The instant magical power in the rune trigger was ‘created’ with humans as a factor, so there was no process of ‘derivation’. This was also why the rune trigger had no structure for collecting and charging, so a minute amount of magical power was produced.


Gawain frowned. He took a piece of black stone that served as a paperweight from the side. His fingers forcefully wiped across the surface, and with the power of a professional, he drew lines winding like a whirlpool on it with ease. Following that, he forcefully pressed a dot in the middle of the lines, forming the wind elemental symbol — fair wind.
An extremely slight wind current appeared around the black stone. This inexpensive magic-conducting material that was only slightly more expensive than quartz sand began to work. Gawain felt a cool breeze lightly caressing his wrist.
With a casual wipe, the rune was destroyed, and the wind immediately stopped.
This was the most inconceivable part of this world. With such a simple rune carved on a specific material, it could actually create such palpable effects… Why?!
If he really were to use the ‘energy-field theory’ that he’d put forward earlier to explain it, things seemed to make sense. Magical power was already plentiful and had a ceaseless interaction with these natural magic-conducting materials. Originally, this process would be calm with no special effects. However, as specified patterns were carved on the surface of these materials, change was brought to the balance between the ‘energy field’ and the ‘nature of the effects’. The frequency of the fluctuation of magical power was therefore altered, and the phenomenon consequently occurred.
But if the energy-field theory was true, it could not explain the principle of the various storage crystals. How did they store the magical power? If the essence of magical power was a ‘field’ that enclosed the planets, and magic was merely a ‘fluctuation’ at a specific frequency, what form did the magical power stored in storage crystals have?
As Gawain’s thoughts raveled out, he suddenly recalled the history concerning the origin of magic. Putting aside the ‘everything is conferred by the gods’ and ‘dragon language’ theories (the origin of magic propagated by certain groups), in actuality, there still existed another claim in the academic world. This version believed that humankind’s very first magic originated from the imitation of certain monsters. Those monsters possessed special cuticle layers or exoskeleton structures. And these parts just happened to form natural magical runes. They were due to unbelievable coincidences in the process of biological evolution. Animals that evolved to possess such structures then owned certain miraculous powers and became monsters. Humankind in the primitive period copied the runes that appeared on these monsters and carved the runes on various kinds of stoneware; thus, the earliest magic was born.
Whereas grasping mental powers and converting substantial runes into spell molds in the inner world came afterward.
This legend was the kind that Gawain really liked. Although there were lots of assumptions in it, it’d abandoned the completely unreasonable explanation involving gods and gigantic dragons and, in turn, used a logical way to pursue the origin of magic. However, regrettably, many mages didn’t seem to like this theory; of course, the priests hated it even more. It painted humankind, the wisest of all creatures, as stealers who had to follow behind uncivilized monsters at every step. This had those big figures who bragged and boasted themselves to be outstanding feeling extremely displeased.
An aura with the scent of fresh mud and green grass suddenly came from the side and roused Gawain from his state of raveled thoughts. Gawain didn’t need to turn back to know who was here. He casually tapped the side. “Don’t touch my stamp. This is the only thing on the entire table that is still worth some money.”
A hand that appeared in midair was firmly hit by Gawain and pulled back with a swoosh. Following that, Amber leaped out of her shadow state. “Oh damn, it hurts… Are you still human?! How can your senses be this good?!”


Gawain rolled his eyes irritably. “In any case, I used to be a legend back then. Even if I have declined now, I’m still more competent than you, this rascal whose combat ability is worse than a goose’s. Besides, did you think I didn’t know you’ve been having designs on this silver stamp of mine for quite a few days? Ever since the day the craftsmen carved it, you’ve had your eye on it.”
Amber wore an embarrassed smile. “I just had some bold thoughts. It’s not like I put it into practice…”
“You practiced twelve times. Only, I countered back each time, okay?” Gawain glared at this half-elf with absolutely no morals. “Speak! Why did you want to see me? There’s still more than an hour before mealtime. There must be something if you came back before mealtime.”
Amber puffed up her cheeks at once. “Am I someone who only knows about eating in your eyes?!”
“Duh, I use you as the alarm for all three meals these days. Seeing you is equivalent to seeing food soon,” Gawain said in distress. “Say, what exactly do you want?”
  “Psh, this old man is indeed no fun… Alright, I just wanted to inform you of a matter. I’ve been wanting to tell you two days back, but I forgot. —— I realized that entering the shadow realm these days has become much easier than before.”
Gawain had initially thought that this half-elf was merely feeling bored after slacking outside for too long and was here to look for some fun. He didn’t expect it to really be proper business once this rascal spoke up, and he instantly faltered.
Amber became slightly displeased. “Hey, at least have some reaction. I’m reporting the situation to you very seriously. What do you mean by becoming dumbfounded?”
Gawain coughed dryly — swiftly suppressing the ‘I just didn’t expect you to have something important’ gaze — and instead looked at her solemnly. “I remember what you said the first time you brought me into the shadow realm — that it was also your ‘first time entering such a deep place’…”
“Actually, I told a little lie then… I was afraid it’d be too shocking, so I was a bit more humble.” Amber stuck out her tongue. “As a matter of fact, I’ve completely entered the shadow realm more than once, but really, it wasn’t that easy to enter the shadow realm in the past. It required an extended period of meditation or the help of rituals and incense. At the worst, I would have to chug half a bottle of shadow potion before I was able to enter…”
Gawain lifted a brow. Chug half a bottle?! You’d f*cking drank yourself to death and then crossed over, didn’t you?


Apart from marveling, he also realized one thing: what Amber said was probably true. Which meant that the barrier between the shadow realm and the real world was weakening?
To be honest, forming such a guess about the world’s forces just based on this unscrupulous half-elf’s side of the story was really rather unreliable. In normal situations, such an issue would require assembling at least half a division of experts and scholars to research for a year or two before coming to a conclusion. Then again… Gawain really suspected that even with half a division of experts and scholars all together, they wouldn’t be as useful as Amber’s totally unreasonable talent.
This was just like you finding 10,000 psychologists to study why your wife was angry when you took a glance at her shopping cart1. Various kinds of skills and studies had their own research direction…
He nodded solemnly. “So you mean that the shadow realm is gradually ‘drawing nearer’ to the real world? Other than you being able to sense this, do you think those scholars who research the shadow realm will discover this?”
“Honestly, I believe such ‘drawing near’ is still in quite an initial stage. Probably only people like me can accurately sense it. As for those scholars… Alright, they aren’t total good-for-nothings. Those true masters should still be able to get the faintest sense, but I don’t think they can see the changes as directly as I do.”
Gawain’s brows furrowed. He did not know whether this issue that Amber reported was good or bad because no one in history had ever determined the ‘distance’ or ‘gap’ between the shadow realm and the real world; neither did anyone know the specifics of how this natural barrier had changed. There was even the possibility that, perhaps, the shadow realm had more than once, moved closer to the real world; only there was no one who sensed it then, and this process simply would not result in anything of consequence.
He kneaded the space between his brows and looked at Amber. “What do you think will happen if the shadow realm comes into contact with the real world?”
“How would I know… but it most likely wouldn’t be anything good.” Amber rolled her eyes. “Anyways, the majority of shadow-related magic is destructive. The shadow itself is a rather negative power. Normal people are absolutely not fit to engage with it.”
Gawain Cecil let out a sigh. “Alright, that didn’t help at all. Say, why did you specially come to me about this? I’m not a scholar. Neither am I a warlock or mage who specializes in studying shadow-related magic. Moreover, I reckon, even if I were to write to those scholars in the Association of Mystics in the name of Gawain Cecil, they wouldn’t take it too seriously…”
“Then I shan’t care anymore.” Amber pursed her lips. “I just wanted to find someone and tell them. After sharing it with you, I feel much jollier. As for how you want to handle this, that’s your business.”
The veins on Gawain’s forehead seemed ready to pop.


 
However, just as he was hesitating over whether to give this person a beating, a sudden explosion startled the two people in the tent.
“Boom!”
Amber scrambled under the desk then and there. “Whoa! What’s happening, what’s happening?!”
Whereas Gawain ignored this cowardly rascal and, instead, dashed out of the tent on wide steps and looked towards the direction of the sound.
He saw many alarmed soldiers running towards the southeastern corner of the camp. That was where Heidi’s magic laboratory was located!
 
Damn! Art exploded! Rebecca was a truly driven person.
Gawain immediately ran over there.
Though there were the protective magic circles of the magic laboratory itself and Heidi’s protective spells (Gawain had even mentioned to Heidi to take note of safety), the people should be fine. But listening to the roar of the explosion, it was uncertain how much of the equipment in the laboratory still remained intact.
He had to rush to go save her before Rebecca was hung up and beaten up by Heidi…
Chapter 81: Monsters, Monsters
When Gawain arrived in a rush at the southeastern corner, a group of soldiers was already gathered. Knight Byron, who had been patrolling nearby, had promptly come over with men to maintain order and break up the bolder civilians.
However, to be honest, even without the soldiers going forth to drive them away, there was merely a handful of civilians gathered. Not only did they fear the authority of the aristocrats, they feared the power of magic even more. Heidi’s magic laboratory was undoubtedly a strange, terrifying place in the eyes of those laymen who could not use supernatural powers. Moreover, the explosion that came from the laboratory had struck terror into their hearts. Although watching on in curiosity was humanity’s natural instinct, some scenes were such that even the boldest person wouldn’t dare to go look.
Gawain saw a big hole blown open in a wall of the magic laboratory. Thick smoke was billowing out of it, coupled with a pungent burning smell. There was even some magic that had yet to dissipate, shimmering in the smoke. Meanwhile, Heidi and Rebecca had dashed out of the room, both of them dusty and dirty from the smoke. Currently, Heidi was flustered as she summoned a stream of water to rinse off the ashes on her hair and face, while Rebecca rushed forwardly excitedly once she spotted Gawain. “Lord Ancestor! The power of Art is indeed really impressive!”
Gawain held down Rebecca who was evidently a little too keyed up. He focused on these two, the culprit and victim of the experiment accident who looked as if they’d just been rescued from a black coal pit. “Are you two alright? How did a wall even get destroyed…”
The might of the explosion was slightly more formidable than he had expected. Initially, he had thought that with the existence of protective magic — along with the fact that the ignition would only be of a few crystals that hadn’t even been packed — it wouldn’t be too dangerous.
However, he had neglected one thing. This explosion was not of a gunpowder weapon from Earth, but a kind of magic effect. Regarding explosive magic, whether it was packed in a solid airtight container or not actually had a limited influence on its might…
“The result of igniting a large amount of crystals simultaneously was slightly beyond expectations.” Heidi looked more like a human after finally managing to summon a stream of water and cleaning herself up. Upon hearing Gawain’s question, she went forward with a reply. At the same, she snappily swung a water ball onto Rebecca’s face. “Of course, more importantly was that she placed two sets of samples too close to each other! Double the amount of crystals had been ignited at the same time!”
Gawain quietly darted a look at Rebecca. He believed that this doofus wouldn’t be able to escape this beating today…
After making sure that both of them were fine, Gawain felt relieved to a certain extent. Only after that was it time to care about their properties. “Are the losses great?”
 
Heidi revealed an agonized expression. “The magic circles I use for experiments were destroyed. Fortunately, the moment the explosion occurred, I’d diverted most of the energy in the direction of the vacant wall. That outrageously expensive crystal resonator was unaffected. In replacement of that is half a wall that needs to be repaired.”
Gawain silently took another glance at Rebecca. Since the most valuable crystal resonator was fine, this doofus was unlikely to be beaten to death…


Rebecca was completely oblivious, of course; it was also possible that she had yet to recover from the shock of the explosion. Noticing that her Ancestor’s eyes had drifted to her several times, she even asked blankly, “Lord Ancestor, why are you looking at me?”
Gawain thought for a moment. “Can you stand beatings?”
Rebecca scratched her hair. “I’m quite alright… I used to fight wolves often when I was young.”
“That’s fine then.” Gawain waved his hand. “How many samples were used this time? How’s the work with the rune trigger?”
“Just… two small piles.” Rebecca gestured with her hands. At the mention of the rune trigger, she even broke into an especially proud look. “Let me tell you, the rune trigger really works! Connecting it to the explosive magic circle to serve as the activation energy is totally enough. Once the magic circle has this initial energy, the subsequent exploding process can be totally supported by those crystals. I plan on testing whether the bit of magical power from the rune trigger is able to activate other pairs of runes of another kind… Ah, ah, if only magical power could have more precise figures. I would know how much magical power is produced when the rune trigger shuts and even calculate how much magical power is consumed when an initial rune group is operated…”
Rebecca’s thoughts unraveled as she spoke, and midway through, she jolted and pulled back her thoughts that had drifted far away and began tattling to Gawain. “Lord Ancestor, let me tell you, Aunt Heidi didn’t believe what I said at the start. She refused to believe that the rune trigger would produce a one-time magical power spark when it closes. She said that it did not have a structure to collect energy…”
At the mention of the rune trigger, Heidi really commended Rebecca. “That item is indeed a good invention. Although there were also mages who previously attempted to dissect a complete magic circle and control the magic mechanisms through the reassembly of these parts, no one had thought of turning such dissection and reassembly into a fixed model. The rune trigger that Rebecca created sets fixed runes as the ‘connecting keys’. Such a structure fits the ‘universality’ and ‘standardization’ which you often tell us about.”
That was because Rebecca had positioned the rune trigger to be a product that ‘even laymen could use’ from the very beginning. She’d even thought to the extent where, if the rune trigger was damaged, the blacksmiths and apprentices in the steelworks could even repair it themselves. Consequently, she simplified this structure to the utmost limit, even to the point where there was only one pair of runes.
Of the mainstream mages in this world, who would think of that?
As for the magical-power standardization that Rebecca casually mentioned earlier, Gawain also put it in his heart.
Although the standard of skills in the current era (for humans, at least) totally did not include the ability to carry out accurate calculations of magical power and normalize operations, there had been developments in this aspect back in the Gondor period, 700 years ago. Some of the mages had once considered, in the presence of almost inexhaustible magical power provided by the Well of Deep Blue, how to utilize this immense energy even more accurately and precisely. Regrettably, the Well of Deep Blue exploded before they could arrive at actual results.


  Since he wanted to develop things with this world’s ‘magical power’ as the basis, quantifiability was something that would come sooner or later.
“Let’s repair the magic laboratory first. Then the explosive experiments involving those crystals still have to be continued.” Gawain returned from his brief ponder and said while looking at Heidi and Rebecca, “But those experiment methods have to be adjusted… The might of those crystals are beyond expectations. It’s too dangerous to continue holding the experiments indoors. I will set aside the gentle slope on the eastern side of camp to be the experiment grounds for you two. The terrain there is broad, suited for testing out such items. In addition, do think of how to build a corresponding vessel to serve as the outer shell of ‘Rebecca Crystals’, so that they can be turned into truly usable weapons.”
Rebecca and Heidi nodded in succession and took down these orders. Meanwhile, Gawain was reminded of another rather important matter after some thought. “Hold on. Also — have you two thought of how to delay the magic-circle explosions?”
“Delay the exploding time?” Heidi was stupefied at first; then she quickly realized that not everyone could use the Sculpture Hand to press down on the rune trigger from a far distance.
Given the current operating mechanism of the rune trigger and explosive magic circle, it was something that would explode once the trigger was pressed down. This meant that it was essentially an artifact of instantaneous explosion. Once the switch was pressed down, one wouldn’t know whether the enemy would die, but in any case, one’s own death was a certainty…
In this aspect, the ancient Gondor crystals relied on the ‘friend-or-foe identification’ function that was this close to black technology to guarantee safety. And there was almost a complete set of extremely complicated detonation mechanisms in the crystal which would automatically trigger upon leaving the control of the owner. However, this part of the runes might as well be the creation of aliens in the eyes of today’s mages. It would be difficult to draw out on paper, not to mention recreating it.
Lots of runes and magic circles appeared in Heidi’s mind, and she attempted to use these to satisfy her Ancestor’s demand for a ‘delayed explosion’. She thought of adding a structure to slow down the charging in the rune group. When the rune trigger was pressed down, it would slowly begin to charge, and after the energy was fully charged, it would trigger the explosive magic circle at the next level. But clearly, the instant magical power provided by the rune trigger was entirely unable to fulfill this point.
Rebecca’s mind was thinking fast too. However, other than runes and magic circles, there were also a bunch of springs and connecting rods which appeared in her mind…
She was attempting to use avenues other than magic to satisfy her Ancestor’s demand.
This would be the difference in the manner of thinking between a mage who’d mastered lots of spells and a mage who only mastered one fireball spell.
The two great-great-great-great… -great-granddaughters had their heads full of ideas from the task Gawain handed them, while Gawain remained standing in the same spot. He watched the magic laboratory where smoke was still curling up from and sighed with emotion.


A world… with magic?
As expected, even the first sound of Art was entirely different than that of Earth’s.
 
As an explosive that required a specific magic circle to ignite, the might and security of ‘Rebecca Crystals’ weren’t a problem. Instead, they’d encountered a huge complication in the aspect of delaying the explosion.
If it had been gunpowder on Earth, all that was needed would simply be a fuse.
In the twinkling of an eye, it’d been a month since the Cecil pioneering camp took root on these grounds. The people and supplies promised by King Francis II had yet to arrive, but there was definite news that they were on the way. The flood season of the Duoergong River this year had come two weeks later than in previous years; the support coming from the heart of the Kingdom was delayed as a result.
With regards to these delays, it could be said that Gawain had long been mentally prepared. In this world where everything was slow and lagging, he could not look to others to work according to the kind of precise and efficient social background that they had on Earth. Hence, his camp building plan remained unaffected, still proceeding according to the established pace.
The majority of the tents in the camp had been changed to sturdy wooden houses that could be used for the long term. At the present stage where cement was temporarily hopeless, Gawain planned to have the craftsmen open up a new area at the western side next for the building of brick kilns to bake mud bricks. Although the production of cement in this world had failed, baking bricks was still possible. This was a technique that already existed here.
 
Only, traditional brick baking depended on manual labor. The efficiency was extremely low; thus, the corresponding price of the product was high. In areas like Tanzan Town, only residents could afford to live in brick houses.
However, before his plan could be put into action, a sudden unforeseen event disrupted the pace of the camp’s construction.
Several serfs who had gone into the mountains in search of quartz sand had run back in terror. Two of them suffered significant injuries, and one other had been left in the mountains forever.
They had been attacked by ‘aberrations’.
Chapter 82: Response
A few soldiers were strictly guarding the main tent. Those serfs that were fortunate enough to escape had been brought to that tent.
Apart from Knight Philip who was required to maintain order on the outside, the rest of the leaders of the camp were gathered here.
The two injured serfs were placed on a soft cushion because their arms and backs had suffered claw injuries of differing severities. Furthermore, the injuries were corroded by some decaying power; thus, these new injuries had already started to severely fester. It was fortunate that the camp had a druid. Pittman was using a combination of his concocted medicines and druidic magic to cure the wounded. These two unlucky serfs had therefore managed to preserve their lives.
The other two serfs who weren’t injured stood in front of Gawain while trembling. Fear had entrenched in their hearts, and even after they escaped back to the safety of the camp, they were still unable to keep their bodies from shivering… In any case, they were people who had survived a disaster just a few months ago. They were still able to preserve enough courage to finish speaking.
“After—After entering the mountain and walking west… At the intersection. Monsters. Those blood-red demons, there were several of them. We merely faced them, and they rushed at us!” One of the serfs trembled as he spoke, “We ran desperately but Tocque was caught by the monster… and stopped moving in just a few moments.”
Knight Byron who stood beside Gawain was obviously very unhappy with such a disorderly report. He frowned and asked, “What is the exact number of ‘several’? Where exactly is the intersection after walking west? If those monsters were so agile, how were you able to escape?”
When the two serfs were questioned by the ‘lord knight’ in such a stern tone, they got a fright and started panicking. Gawain immediately interrupted, “Don’t ask in that tone. If they get nervous, they won’t be able to speak clearly… The two of you, relax a little and tell me how you escaped?”
The two serfs took a glance at one another before one of them swallowed his saliva and replied, “In the beginning, those monsters didn’t seem to notice us. They were just—just wandering on the mountain path. When we started running, they suddenly chased us. The mountain path is narrow, and those monsters had been jammed up by the rocks, allowing us to escape…”
“How many monsters did you encounter? Try to be exact.” Heidi followed up with another question.
 
“Three— no, four.” The other serf put out his fingers. “We only saw three, but when they chased us, there were four.”
“It also means that you only saw a part of the group.” Heidi analyzed while looking at Gawain with a worried expression. “The actual numbers might be more.”


“Wandering…” Gawain pinched his chin while his brows were locked tightly. His heart was viewing the ‘Planet Anomaly Reading’ that was collected by the satellite vision over two days. There wasn’t any increase in alerts on the Planet Anomaly Reading, nor was there any emerging magic phenomenon. Why did those monsters appear? Where did they come from?
At this moment, the little old man Pittman had just finished the spell to heal the injured. He stood up and let out a long breath. “These two individuals are fine now… After drinking my concocted medicine and using the druid’s Purify spell, what’s left is just self-recuperation. As long as they don’t get infected again, they will be fine after a few days.”
This fellow might normally be freeloading in the camp, tricking people with fortune-telling, and selling a bunch of useless medicines, but his druid skills were genuine. Especially at such a time, Gawain was glad that this fellow was around, so he gave a sincere nod and said, “Thank you for the trouble.”
“Don’t say that. We have a friendship of wages. Saying that it is trouble will be hurtful to the money.” Pittman waved his hand and added, “But I need to inform you that I can cure these two individuals’ injuries, but I cannot do anything about the panicking hearts of the eight hundred individuals on the outside. These four had cried out for their fathers and mothers when they were running back. These two injured individuals shouted even louder. Right now, the entire camp might already know of this matter…”
Gawain took a deep glance at this seemingly unreliable old man and couldn’t help but thank him again.
Pittman didn’t need to remind him of this matter.
“Heidi, go and make arrangements. All scouting and harvesting work outside the camp will be suspended. Those operations within the camp will continue as normal. Food will also be distributed as normal. Maintaining order is the first priority. Knight Byron, lead your men and strengthen the patrols… Polish the armors and weapons brighter, and also inform Knight Philip to equip the newly recruited militia too.”
After giving the instructions to the camp, Gawain turned to look at Amber. “You…”
Amber didn’t wait for Gawain to speak and already made a ruckus. “If I said I wasn’t going, would you use your large sword and slam me to the wall?”
“Yes, and I will do it to the extent that you will never fall off the wall.”
Amber curled her lips and said, “Alright, then I shall go.”


“I’m not finished yet.” Gawain then stood up and said, “I’ll go with you.”
Amber widened her eyes in surprise, while Heidi quickly said, “Ancestor, you should be staying in the camp… If you hastily go and investigate those monsters, wouldn’t it be it too—”
“Too what?” Gawain turned to look at Heidi and commented, “Is it because I have been drawing diagrams here for too long that all of you forgot what I did seven hundred years ago?”
Everyone in the tent winced before they suddenly recalled this ancestor’s combat strength…
During this period of time, Gawain had been sheltered in the tent, drawing designs and plans, and researching the strange ‘alchemy formula’. They had almost forgotten this ferocious person’s profession back then… He was a professional at fighting monsters at the kingdom’s borders!
It was fortunate that Gawain didn’t tell anyone the truth about his ‘decline’. Right now, it had an effect… as long as Gawain stood up, the people by the side would somehow be filled with a kind of confidence…
  “If there are only three or four roaming aberrations in the mountains, I will be able to take them out without trouble. If it is a large group, then I and Amber will still be able to escape unscathed. We will then be in time to arrange the defenses… or retreat with everyone.” Gawain revealed an expression that stated: Don’t panic, everything is a technical adjustment. Believe me, I am correct. At the worst, this Ancestor will just open my max-level account and carry all of you. While Gawain was explaining, he looked at the two standing serfs and said to them, “As for the two of you… I will need you to lead the way.”
When the two serfs heard the request, they nearly collapsed from fright. They even started to cry bitterly, “My lord, my lord, please don’t! We don’t wish to die! Those monsters will eat us!”
Those who personally experienced the disaster in the Cecil lands would be more fearful to face those monsters than those who only heard the rumors.
Furthermore, they had just escaped death today.
But Gawain had to make them face those monsters again… In fact, if it was necessary, he wanted to let the whole camp face those monsters again.


“Stand up. You have to lead the way. This is an order from your lord.” Gawain used an unquestionable tone and said, “Furthermore, you don’t need to worry about your safety. I will fulfill my duty as a noble and protect you until you return safely.”
The two serfs looked at one another. They naturally knew what Gawain said when he mentioned ‘duty as a noble’. It was something those noble lords would brag about every day. They might flaunt it, but did any of them truly meant it? When it was at the crucial moment of life or death, how could the cheap lives of commoners be more precious than the noble lord’s life?!
But even if that was the case… defying the orders of a lord seemed like a path towards death too.
Seeing their hesitation, Gawain said starkly, “I am Gawain Cecil, the legend that slew hundreds of thousands of monsters from the Dark Wave over seven hundred years ago. Do you think there are hundreds of thousands of monsters in the mountains to claim your lives? You should know that if the monsters are really here, you will be safest with me.”
Gawain had a rather simple thought: Since no one can beat me here, I can boast however much I wish to.
These uneducated serfs found themselves believing Gawain’s boastful words. After all, the legendary story of Gawain Cecil was known throughout the kingdom. After hearing the living legend (that just revived) guaranteeing their lives in such firm words, they instantly realized that even if they really encountered monsters, this lord in front of them wouldn’t have any trouble protecting them.
Since there was no trouble, then it should be fine.
As such, they finally nodded in agreement.
Heidi called two soldiers to enter and bring the four serfs to have a rest and eat some food. She then said to Gawain, “Ancestor, you don’t actually need to say so much to those serfs. To them, obeying orders is only natural.”
“But making them obey of their own initiative is better than unilaterally forcing them.” Gawain waved his hand and looked at Rebecca. “How’s progress going on the ‘art’?”
To Gawain, this was the current matter of utmost importance.


Rebecca hesitated before reporting factually, “The crystals are still in production, and the quantity is increasing. Right now, there is already a huge pile accumulated. The explosion magic circle and the corresponding rune triggers have also been done a little. But the delayed explosion… is still not making progress, and there isn’t a finished product yet.”
Heidi knew what Gawain was thinking, so she spoke with concern on her face, “If those monsters really head this way, I’m afraid we wouldn’t have the chance to use those ‘arts’.”
“No… delayed explosion is just one of the uses, but not all,” Gawain muttered for a short while before shaking his head. “Rebecca, go and find some craftsmen who know how to create hunting traps. I will then tell you what to do.”
 
Rebecca didn’t hesitate and nodded. “Yes!”
It was at this moment that Knight Byron couldn’t help but ask, “Is my lord planning to let the camp fight those monsters?”
“It is just an alternative. As for the exact plan, it will need to wait until Amber and I find out the real situation with those monsters,” Gawain replied while thinking of what to do now. “That’s right! Byron, write a notice… Mm, just mention that aberrations were discovered in the mountain, and we already know their whereabouts. Due to Duke Gawain Cecil’s ample experiences in dealing with aberrations, such monsters are nothing to worry about. Ask everyone to work at ease. Be it to stay or to retreat, they just need to wait for new orders. Also, find two literate soldiers to announce the notice.”
Byron acknowledged the orders, while Heidi looked at Gawain with surprised eyes. “Ancestor, you’re just going to tell the commoners — let them know that aberrations truly exist?!”
“They already know.” Gawain took a glance at Heidi and said, “When those four serfs came back shouting everything, there was no keeping it a secret anymore… But they’re still uncertain and don’t know the full facts.”
 
Heidi was a little hesitant. “Then, if you give them all the facts…”
“They wouldn’t have to continue guessing, and they wouldn’t start to guess towards the worst and gravest direction,” Gawain said. “The clearer and firmer we are, the sooner they stop panicking or guessing. It would actually be worse to conceal it now.”
Heidi nodded helplessly. “Yes, Ancestor is right.”


“Amber, go and prepare.” Gawain took a deep breath. “Later on, we will take a look together to see where those monsters come from.”
Chapter 83: Source of the Monsters
In the depths of the Dark Range.
The pioneers had been operating in this place for a month. After the initial establishment, Gawain would send out various scouting teams on a daily basis. He would send them to the southern mountains, the western forest, the eastern mines, or the opposite, wilderness side of the White River to search for resources and to survey the terrain. The serfs’ route to enter the mountain was one of the natural mountain paths that were discovered a few days ago. It might have been newly discovered, but the scouting and patrol teams had already used that path several times and never noticed any monster tracks.
These aberrations had definitely appeared recently.
The route to enter the mountain wasn’t easy to walk on. Gawain and Amber might have astounding leg strengths, but the two ordinary serfs weren’t able to walk as quickly. It took almost an hour to finally get near the intersection where the monster attack happened.
As they were getting closer to the location of the attacks, Amber, who was normally carefree and lively, couldn’t help but tense up. She gripped her dagger tightly and lowered her voice. “It has already been such a long time. Those monsters should have wandered off, right…?”
“It is hard to say. You do not understand the aberrations’ habits.” Gawain looked at the strange rocky path and the plants growing on the sides. His vision stayed for a very long while on a precipitous mountain cliff that seemed ready to collapse at any moment before he suppressed his voice and spoke, “They are not normal lifeforms and don’t need to feed in a magic environment. Apart from attacking intelligent living beings and having the instincts to go towards magical sources, they do not have a specific objective. If they sense a human or magical response in the vicinity, they will aggressively rush over. If there isn’t any, they’ll just wander aimlessly or remain still in place. Of course, if their numbers reach a certain extent, their movements will become hard to predict.”
“So what exactly are these aberration things…,” Amber mumbled while her eyes constantly surveyed the trees and shadows. She wasn’t being vigilant of enemies lying in ambush; she was actually constantly searching for escape routes.
Gawain shook his head and repeated, “It is truly hard to say. One of the guesses is that when humans experience an invasion of chaotic magic, they will turn into an aberration. There is also another explanation saying that aberrations come from other worlds when paths are opened up during magical waves. Truthfully, none of the conjectures were ever proven.”
Amber’s mouth twitched while thinking: if Gawain — who had fought with these monsters for two decades in his previous life — wasn’t sure where these monsters came from, it would seem like the kingdom’s so-called scholars would be even less reliable on this matter.
 
Just as she scanned her eyes across the surroundings, she suddenly noticed a trace on the ground. “Hey, it seems like there is something over there!”
On a stone wall not far away, there were rocks that were cracked, seemingly from a claw. In the crevices of the rocks, there were traces of blood that were already dry.


The two serfs that were responsible for leading the way immediately shivered after seeing those traces.
“It seems like it is near this place.” Gawain gripped his Sword of Pioneers tightly and concentrated his senses to detect any slight changes in the surroundings before saying, “Be on the alert.”
Amber swallowed her saliva before she carefully followed behind Gawain as they turned to the other side of the fork. It felt as though they were about to encounter a great enemy.
Suddenly, Gawain stopped. An instinctive vigilance emitted from his body, and he swiftly hid behind a giant rock solely based on his instincts. He then extended his head and looked at the other side of the mountain path.
There were four giants that looked like they were made of bloody flesh and bones in Gawain’s vision. They were swaying as they moved back and forth on the mountain path. The face, which was flowing with red mud, didn’t have any facial features, while the chest and abdomen were constantly emitting chaotic, fiendish, and indescribable, soft sounds.
They were like soft murmurs.
“One, two, three… four.” There were warm breaths coming from the side of Gawain’s ears. Amber’s whispers could be heard from behind him. “It seems like these are the ones the serfs encountered. Looks like they have yet to notice us. You can go first. I will wait until you cannot see me before I run away.”
Gawain ignored this disgraceful elf’s daily provocative words. His eyes were staring at one of the aberrations’ abdomen as he could see a black object that was already distorted and utterly deteriorated. Others might not be able to distinguish what that object was, but Gawain knew after observing it intently: That was a weapon produced by the Gondor Empire!
He withdrew his vision and concentrated his senses on the surroundings. After confirming there were no more monsters in the vicinity, he responded to Amber, “I will charge from the front later. You will sneak over and assassinate the last one at the back and stall the one at the side. I will neutralize the other two before we join hands and settle the fight.”
Amber blinked her eyes and nodded in a straightforward manner. “Okay, I’ll wait for you to make a move first.”
She might like to joke around at inappropriate times, but it was obvious that when it was time for serious work, she wasn’t going to be negligent.


The two serfs that guided them had already been immobilized by their fear, but they were able to gather their final courage enough to cover their own mouths. They didn’t shout out in panic or break into a run; that was already considered a great performance from them. Gawain nodded to the two serfs as an indication for them to remain calm and wait here. He then raised his Sword of Pioneers.
Magic was poured into the blade while blazing radiance surged out from the sharp edge. Gawain’s armor was then covered in a layer of pale white glimmer. Immediately after, he leaped and crossed over a few dozen meters before he cleaved down from above at the monster that had just reacted.
At the same moment he leaped out, a hazy shadow flashed past in the air. Immediately after, the last of the four monsters shivered greatly. Its attention had been attracted by Gawain, and just as it was about to release a primal roar, it suffered severe damage to the anus and fell over.
Amber appeared from the shadows and started to circle around another monster that had noticed them. When her small dagger struck at the weak spot of the monster… it was totally ineffective. There was only a tiny burst of red mud and some sparks; therefore, she immediately yelled out when the fight had just started, “Boss, help!”
  Gawain’s longsword had already slashed down and staggered the first aberration. He didn’t follow up with an attack but turned and lunged at the other monster that had the ancient sword stuck in its abdomen. It was just as he expected: stabbing a sword in the abdomen of these monsters might not be fatal, but it would affect their mobility. Facing Gawain’s aggressive attacks, the monster was only able to withstand two more before getting split in half.
If one had the strength to split an enemy in two, then it didn’t matter if the weak point was struck or not.
The aberration released a primal yell. It seemed like its dying yell was mixed with the power to disrupt a person’s mind. But Gawain’s mind didn’t seem to be affected for even a split second as he used his body’s twisting force to cleave at the first enemy he had injured earlier.
Afterward, while Amber was letting out embarrassing screams, the final enemy was also successfully killed.
As the giant formed with flesh and mud fell, the chaotic elements in the air rapidly dispersed. Amber then sat her butt on the ground. “Aiyaya… I’m going to die from exhaustion… It seems like I need to enhance my fleeing ability…”
Gawain inspected the monsters’ remains while replying without lifting his head, “Wouldn’t the normal train of thought at this moment be to increase one’s own close-combat strength?”
“Let me tell you, my current close-combat strength is already my personal best. I am a person who knows my own limits— Hey, what are you looking at?” When Amber spoke halfway, she realized that Gawain was crouching at one of the aberration’s remains. His head was lowered as though he was inspecting something, so Amber asked curiously.


Gawain beckoned. “Come over and look.”
Amber walked over and saw that most of the flesh and mud from the fallen aberration had already ‘evaporated’. There was only a set of blood-red bones left behind (the bones would completely dissipate after a few days). On these fearsome bones, a distorted and deteriorated piece of metal was stuck inside.
Amber blinked her eyes and asked, “What is this thing?”
“A standard soldier sword from the Gondor Empire,” Gawain spoke with a stern tone. “It was definitely used by the Empire’s northern sentinels back then.”
Amber might have a carefree attitude, but she wasn’t a fool and had instantly reacted. “Wait up! If this thing is on this monster… then it must have come from the Gondor Wasteland?!!”
Gawain nodded silently.
“How—how is this possible!” Amber felt cold sweat instantly extending from the back of her head to her feet. She then said, “The Gondor Wasteland has been encircled by the elves’ Great Barrier. Those sentinel towers aren’t just decorations… How could these monsters escape?!”
Gawain stayed silent for a moment before speaking faintly, “The Great Barrier was erected seven hundred years ago.”
Amber’s face throbbed as she let out a wry laugh. “He—Hehe, don’t you scare me. These monsters might have been outside the walls from the beginning and had been wandering between the Dark Range and the sentinel towers all this time. They then finally wandered here this year.”
“That isn’t possible. Once aberrations are away from a magic-wave environment, it would gradually disintegrate. Unless their numbers are so many that they can form a new primal magic environment.” Gawain then dismissed Amber’s final hopes. “It isn’t possible for these monsters to survive outside the walls for seven hundred years. So… they must have escaped from inside the walls.”
 
Amber thought for a moment and shivered. “…My god!”


“Don’t disclose this yet.” Gawain looked at Amber’s eyes. “The situation might not be that bad… When the sentinel towers were constructed, I was present, and I know that those things have a self-repair and load-balancing function. Therefore, it is utterly impossible for it to have completely stopped. Most likely, one of the sentinel towers had a temporary decrease in power due to the long years. But the barrier should self-repair within a short period of time…”
Amber swallowed her saliva and said, “Can you use human language and translate what that means?”
Gawain was speechless for a moment. “…It means that the barrier probably had a hole for a short moment, but it will patch itself up.”
“Couldn’t you have just said that earlier.” Amber patted her non-existent chest and added, “What a scare.”
 
Gawain was still frowning as he said, “Don’t be in a hurry to relax. The problem with the Great Barrier is still there. Even if the hole will be patched up, it still proves that it’s declining in power, and the small hole will turn into a big hole sooner or later.”
“Then what should we do!?”
“There is no choice. I need to go and take a look. As long as I can still see the barrier from afar, it will be fine.” Gawain quickly stood up. “Trying to make blind guesses in this place does not make one’s heart be at ease.”
“Then I…” Amber stood up as well, and her heart wavered violently between terror and recklessness, but she was ultimately influenced by Gawain’s attitude and clenched her teeth before saying, “I’ll go with you!”
Chapter 84: Even More…
When Gawain said he wanted to take a look at the Great Barrier, it was obvious that he didn’t mean to see from the sentinel tower at the borders of the Gondor Wastelands.
The nearest sentinel tower was located at the end of the plains by the southern foot of the Dark Range. In order to get there, he would have to cross this mountain range and traverse dozens of miles of wasteland. It was something that shouldn’t be considered right now.
However, if it was only taking a look from afar, that would be much simpler. The Great Barrier was just as its name stated. It was a giant barrier that could be described as a ‘miracle’. Those sentinel towers, which were nearly a thousand meters tall, were just the ‘anchor points’ of the barrier. The barrier itself was a layer of magic that reached the clouds. As long as one stood in a rather high terrain in the Dark Range, one would be able to clearly see the top part of the barrier. Gawain merely wanted to check out the uncertain conditions of the sentinel towers.
With Amber’s and his leg strength, it wouldn’t be difficult to reach the nearest tall terrain within a short period of time. But if they had to bring along two ordinary serfs, it wouldn’t be easy. Hence, they had to escort them back to the camps first.
Furthermore, they needed to make a trip back and ease everyone’s heart.
Gawain lowered his head and looked at the aberrations’ remains that were fuming with black smoke. The flesh and mud on the remains had already disintegrated, but the lingering blood-red bones dissipated at a much slower rate. It would need around two to three days before they completely ‘evaporated’. Before these bones vanished completely, they could still be of use.
Gawain raised the Sword of Pioneers and hacked down forcefully at the bones that were tougher than steel. Soon enough, he chopped off their hideous skulls, while the scared-witless Amber spoke, “Oh my… Why are you still tormenting the corpse… My god, you are so twisted…”
“This thing will have a great effect for calming people back at the camp.” Gawain looked up at Amber and conveniently tossed the skull to her before he bent over to chop off another one. “Hold it… I will get another one.”
“Blech. Ahh. Blech!” Amber cried out in alarm when Gawain suddenly tossed the monster’s head to her. She flusteredly caught it and yelled out, “Are you sick!? Are you sure this thing can calm the hearts of people and not frighten them to death?!”
 
“To the Cecil Clan that had just been ruined by the aberrations, seeing these monsters’ corpses tormented and torn would be the fastest method to help them gain confidence and fighting spirit. It might be a little stimulative, but it is the most effective.”
Gawain replied while chopping off another skull. He ignored the two other monsters that were slightly farther. He used one hand to carry the skull, while the other hand was wielding the longsword as he walked towards the hidden niche. Those serfs that led the way had followed the orders to hide in there obediently.


In fact, from start to finish, they didn’t even dare to look outside of the hiding place to see what happened. They could only hear a short and intense battle, and even though it sounded as though their lord had obtained victory, the duo still didn’t have the courage to emerge and see the result.
When Gawain appeared while carrying the blood-red giant skull, they finally reacted. But when they saw the sinister and terrifying skull, they gasped together before yelling, “God!” “Heavens!”
“God will not help you to eliminate these monsters,” Gawain said casually. “All the aberrations have been eliminated. We are heading back to camp.”
He intentionally presented himself with a relaxed manner before he casually added another statement, “But then again, these things are still as weak as seven hundred years ago. A simple sword strike is able to take down one of them. Are these things even able to threaten the camp’s safety?”
The two serfs looked at each other with shock before one of them reacted and nodded repeatedly. “Yes, yes! My lord is so powerful. These monsters are extremely weak when facing you!”
The other serf was startled as he muttered, “But earlier on, I heard Young Lady Amber shouting for help—”
Gawain coughed forcefully to interrupt and looked at Amber calmly while saying, “That was her warcry!”
Amber had also reacted timely and spoke with a stern expression, “That’s right. It’s my warcry! Other than that, no matter what you think you heard, you have heard them wrongly!”
“Understand? These monsters aren’t as powerful as you think.” Gawain then looked at the two serfs. “Remember this point and return to camp.”
The two serfs nodded repeatedly. As long as they could rush back to the camp, there were no problems. Furthermore, they had clearly seen that the monsters’ heads were chopped off by their lord!
While carrying two aberrations’ skulls still fuming with black smoke, Gawain and the group returned from the mountain and back to the camp.


When they were approaching the camp, Gawain purposely handed the two skulls to the serfs and asked them to raise the skulls while swaggering at the front.
In the beginning, the serfs were nearly scared out of their wits, but after their lord made it an order, they could only tremble in fear as they received the skulls. But they quickly realized that the skulls were dead objects and that they were constantly dissipating. They finally gathered their courage, and immediately after, the hatred for the monsters that destroyed their homeland finally permeated out of their dead hearts.
They raised the skulls high up, like they were flag bearers, and walked at the front. They deliberately displayed the spoils of war to the people in the camp that were trembling with fear and extending their heads to catch a glimpse. Even though they were not the ones to eliminate the monsters, they seemed to be sharing in the glory.
  The panicky and tense atmosphere was still lingering in the camp, but Gawain could imagine that with these two skulls brought back, there would be greater stability after the panicky and tense feelings…
To this world that was filled with demonic creatures and ferocious beasts and had experienced the Dark Wave, it wasn’t the monsters people feared the most but, rather, the inability to resist when they attacked. As long as they saw there was hope to defeat the monsters, they would be able to gather some courage.
Even if the courage was only enough to keep them from fleeing elsewhere, it was already sufficient.
Amber was quick-witted enough to understand Gawain’s intention. After they returned to the camp, the first thing she did was to follow those two serfs and bragged about how easy it was to defeat these monsters. She had especially mentioned how much of a critical role she played in the entire process… In any case, she didn’t mention about her screaming for help.
For Gawain, who was finally back in camp, there were still plenty of things that had to be done.
He called Heidi over. “Heidi, do you know concealment-type support spells?”
“I know and I am very proficient,” Heidi answered with confidence. “Because I am unable to break through the intermediate level, I have learned all of the spells that I can that are below the intermediate level.”
Apart from aiming huh…


“Very good.” Gawain suppressed his desire to tease and said, “You’ll be following me into the mountain. I will need your spells.”
“Aren’t the monsters already eliminated?” Heidi was a little puzzled. “I saw the spoils of war that you brought back and thought the alarm could be dismissed…”
“That’s just to calm the hearts of people for the moment.” Gawain shook his head and added, “Those aberrations wandered here from the Gondor Wasteland. They traveled across the southern plans and the entire mountain range to reach here. I suspect there is something wrong with the Great Barrier… Furthermore, I suspect that those are not the only aberrations that have wandered out.”
Heidi didn’t continue to ask and returned to arrange the matter of her departure before bringing along her magic staff. She then wore a shorter magic robe for easier travel in the wilderness. She was ready to depart.
Gawain then looked for Amber, who was still going around boasting in the camp. He then brought along the half-elf who wanted to use the excuse of ‘busy helping with the dissemination of information’. The trio then headed into the mountain again and quickly arrived at the location where they had fought with the monsters earlier.
The giant blood-colored bones were still on the mountain path and were in a state of constant disintegration.
Amber frowned and looked at these hideous remains. “How do you know there are even more monsters? Did you see them?”
“You do not understand aberrations.” Gawain spoke of his judgment, “You already know that aberrations are harder to defeat with more numbers. The fewer the number, the weaker they are. In fact, when they are too little in number, they would even destroy themselves.”
 
Let alone Amber, not even Heidi knew this information. “They’ll destroy themselves when their numbers are too little? What is going on?”
“The aberrations and the Dark Wave complement one another. Actually it is possible that they are the same phenomenon but with two kinds of presentation,” Gawain explained. “The number of aberrations had a threshold. When it exceeded the threshold, such as having more numbers, the Dark Wave’s pollution would be stronger, and the pollution would be more concentrated. It would then produce more and stronger aberrations. In nature, the omnipresent magic allows this process to constantly develop. As such, if a group of aberrations gathers enough numbers, it would form a new Dark Wave pollution point, and they would rapidly extend out. On the other side, if they are way below the threshold, the pollution generated by the aberrations wouldn’t be enough for them to multiply, and they wouldn’t even be able to maintain their own bodies. They would constantly weaken and gradually disintegrate… The entire process would happen quickly too. Aberrations that separated themselves from the main group would collapse within three days.”
Amber looked at the remains on the ground. “I remember you mentioning that if aberrations don’t sense a target, they will wander around blindly or stay in place. Such a situation will make their movement speed very, very slow…”


“That’s right. If it is just four monsters, it’s impossible for them to wander from the Gondor Wasteland to this place. With their speed, they would have disintegrated midway.” Gawain didn’t conceal his worry and said, “Therefore, these four monsters must have separated from the main group… They might have lost their way, or the group’s formation was too loose. But the main group certainly exists.”
Heidi couldn’t help but grip her magic staff tightly.
 
Gawain focused his mind on observing the mountain path that those monsters had wandered through.
Aberrations were products of the Dark Wave; their chaotic and disorderly magic was like rotten sludge in this world. It was pungent and striking. This chaotic magic dispersed quickly, but these monsters had just appeared; hence, traces of magic should probably be lingering around.
As expected, after concentrating his spirit and seriously discerning, Gawain sensed something slightly unnatural in a certain direction.
That direction just happened to be one of the paths towards the southern foot of the Dark Range.
Chapter 85: The Great Barrier
The aberrations had indeed left behind considerable traces of pollution in their process of roaming. Although those chaotic magic auras were dissipating very quickly, as it had been a timely discovery, there was still substantial proof remaining.
Following those pollution auras which would appear from time to time, Gawain and company advanced unceasingly in the Dark Range and gradually moved closer to the gap in the mountains that was located in the southwestern direction of the camp. And this gap put Gawain on the alert.
This was a part of the Dark Range with lower relief and also the juncture easiest to cross over. If those monsters had entered through this gap… they would be able to sense the auras of the humans at the pioneering camp soon and charge down from the mountains to drive straight in and attack the camp.
The trio climbed up a huge boulder and surveyed the gap in the mountains from afar. There wasn’t much vegetation covering the rocks there; the exposed grayish-white rocks were lifeless like fractured skeletons. The entire terrain looked as if it had been hacked apart by a sharp ax, and at the bottom of the gap, they could clearly see an unsettling dark mist curling upward.
Gawain immediately had Heidi use spells to hide the various auras on the three of them, including magical power. The capabilities of a level-three mage in this aspect were naturally limited. Such concealment would not work on any professional at the intermediate level and above. However, Gawain was very clear about the aberrations’ weaknesses. After breaking out of the Dark Wave’s environment, their senses would become very obtuse, and their thinking ability would lower. As long as they did not clearly sense magical power or the aura of intelligent beings, they would not react.
After completing the concealment work, the three people cautiously found their way forward. Before they were even halfway there, a putrid odor could be smelt coming from ahead.
“Bleuurp…” Heidi dry-heaved quietly while her fingers tightened around her magic staff. She knew this smell too well. Such an odor had appeared in her nightmares more than once and roused her from her dreams. — A few months ago, the entire old Cecil territory had been ruined amidst this stench.
Knowing that those monsters could sense the fluctuations of magic and that the effect of her concealment spell was limited, Heidi suppressed the urge to release Wind Shield. She carefully treaded behind Gawain to round past the rocks and old trees that were blocking their path ahead.
Gawain, who led them from the front, suddenly made a gesture. “Hide— they’re in front.”
 
The three hid between the jagged rocks in a single file. Amber boldly poked her head out under Gawain’s shoulder. In the next second, goosebumps flooded her skin.
The mountainous path below was shrouded in a layer of dark mist. The vegetation there was withered and mutated; pricks and feelers crept out from the soil and gaps between the rocks; countless lumped masses resembling a certain type of mollusk squirmed and rolled between those rocks and soil. The sight made one sick to the stomach. And the gory titans were lumbering forward on this path which seemed like the road to hell. Flesh and blood slurries ran down their muddled faces as profane yet low murmurs sounded from their thoracic cavities, forming a buzzing resonance in the air.
What made one shudder even more was that many of these gory titans had decayed and ragged ancient weapons stuck in their bodies. Amber even caught sight of a hollow human skeleton lodged in the abdomen of one of the titans. Such sickening evidence confirmed Gawain’s judgment: This was a contingent of demon troops that had wandered from the Gondor wastelands and originated from hell.
Amber immediately grabbed Gawain’s arm and uttered her clearest thought at this moment in the softest, faintest voice she’d ever had in this life, “Boss, I don’t want my pay any more. Just let me go…”
“Shh—” Gawain held down Amber’s head, but his eyes were scanning through those monsters. He checked again and again and finally lightly heaved a sigh of relief. “Thankfully, this is not the worst situation.”
“This still isn’t terrible?!” Amber felt as if she was staring at a madman when she fixed her gaze on Gawain. “Such a big group is enough to tear down the entire camp three times over!”


“Don’t be scared by appearances. Actually, their numbers aren’t as many as you imagined.” Gawain knew the kind of wrong perception average people would have when they saw the aberration army for the first time. Hence, he explained patiently, “Those mist and paraphytes surging on the ground would give you the illusion that there are lots of them. But count carefully, the actual figure is probably less than a thousand…”
Amber faltered for a moment but then seriously estimated the number of gory titans swaying in sight. “It really seems like there are only a few hundred…”
However, she quickly reacted. “But our entire camp consists of only eight hundred people — and seven hundred of them can’t fight!”
“But this is already much better than my worst expectation,” Gawain replied under his breath. “Initially, I was most worried that their numbers had exceeded the threshold ‘line’ by too much. That way, their numbers would increase rapidly, like they were growing out of the air. Back then, we had a considerably hard time in this. The two thousand enemies in the reports would have multiplied to three or even four thousand by the time we met… However, look at these. There aren’t any new aberrations growing out of the air. This means that their numbers happen to not have exceeded the line, or have exceeded it just slightly but have yet to reach the extent where they would naturally increase…”
“Still, even if there’s only this amount of them, it’s not something that the camp can handle at this point.” Heidi pointed out worriedly in a low voice. “Ancestor, their direction of movement is towards the north of the mountains. They will arrive near the camp sooner or later. Once the camp is exposed within the range of their senses…”
Amber’s pair of pointed ears ceaselessly shivered in the air. “Didn’t you say that those aberrations would randomly roam or stop where they were when they no longer sensed magical power or humans? Who knows, they might halt after walking another stretch and remain there for eight hundred or a thousand years…”
  “Don’t put your hopes on that. Although their numbers would not increase, it has exceeded the critical point of natural extinction. Counting on these close-to-a-thousand monsters remaining in the mountains forever and be our neighbors? Dream on.” Gawain frowned. “We have to find a way to get rid of them…”
Amber silently glanced at Gawain. “Then I have a plan…”
Gawain was slightly surprised. “You have a plan?”
“It goes like this. I will first sneak over and finish off one. Then you, the legendary knight, will leap in like a god descending on the mortal world. At the end of the battle, you would have gotten rid of the remaining nine hundred and ninety-something of them. Then this gorgeous great-granddaughter of yours will set off some arcane magic fireworks to add to the fun. And when we’ve returned, we will claim that these one thousand monsters have been defeated with the joint effort of both of us. You can then continue to be the Lord that you are and farm with peace of mind, while I’ll go brag in the taverns… Hey! Don’t go. I’m not done…”
Gawain knew midway through her speech that she’d actually fallen into the state of feeling severely nervous with her careless analysis. Hence, he did not even pay attention to the remaining half. Instead, he lifted his head and focused on the surrounding terrain. At this point, he finally found a route that could bypass those monsters. Thus, he tugged on Heidi’s magic robe and then cautiously started on the detour.
Amber was stumped for a moment. Ending her mindless analysis, she obediently disappeared into the shadows and followed Gawain’s steps.
The trio skirted around the route of those slow-moving aberrations and found a trail between the rocks. Moving along the direction where that decayed path pointed to, they trudged closer to the gap in the mountains of the Dark Range and finally found a highland that was enough for their line of sight to go beyond the rocks and look out to the northern side of the Dark Range.
Gawain climbed up the rocks and gazed into the distance.
That side of the mountains… That was close, it reminded him of The Smurfs by accident.


There wasn’t a group of adorable smurfs on that side of the mountain. There were only the ruins of civilization, only the wreckage of world order, only the Gondor wastelands shrouded in chaos and darkness.
Despite the actual Gondor wastelands being somewhere even farther, the aura of that polluted ground was being presented in the skies on the far side of the Dark Range. After crossing a certain boundary, the skies on that side exhibited a state of dimness and chaos like an eternal sunset. Swarms of foul, dense clouds hung from the skyline, creating an oppressive sensation, as if it was about to swallow the world. And under the cast of such a peculiar sky, the world displayed a strange bearing, like a twisted otherworld.
Starting from the plains by the southern foot of the Dark Range, a boundless dark forest covered the entire mountain and a small half of the banded flatlands. Though he was very far away, Gawain could still spot — in that warped forest known as the ‘Black Forest’ — many mutated giantwood that grew right up into the horizon, slowly swaying and spreading toxic feeler-like branches towards the sky. Whereas at the banded flatlands even farther out, there was dense mist rising up. The mist constantly displayed the past city, forts, palaces, and similar figments. Looking past those visions, one would be able to see an aurora-like barrier.
 
That aurora-like barrier seemed to be the only thing in sight that could put people at ease and was also pleasant to the eyes. From this distance, it looked like a hazy shimmering ribbon, but in reality, it was extremely tall and grand. That layer of ‘glimmer’ connected to the sky and ground; though it looked to be a sheet of weak fluorescence, it was even thicker and sturdier than mountains. And at the base of that fluorescent screen, a neatly arranged row of towers could be seen.
The fluorescent screen was sustained by the powerful energy released from those towers.
That screen was the Great Barrier, and the towers beneath the fluorescent screen were the sentinel towers. This setup sealed up the entire Gondor wastelands and prevented the deaths of all living creatures on the whole continent.
Everyone knew that this barrier was built by the elves’ Silver Empire, but in reality, it had been so utterly beyond imagination, such that the skills and resources required to build it had exceeded the limit that any intelligent species could shoulder alone. Even the powerful and prosperous elvish Silver Empire was unable to independently undertake it. In actual fact, the elves back then had taken the lead to provide half of the resources and all of the skills, and then all the other forces on the continent — including the Dwarf Kingdom and the survivors of Gondor — jointly took responsibility for the other half of goods and materials before they managed to build this barrier.
That was truly a heart-stirring era.
 
…But also an era where terror enveloped the continent, and no one could sleep peacefully.
Amber’s head swung here and there under Gawain’s shoulder. She looked nervously at the polluted grounds on the northern side yet marveled at the barrier that was even farther out.
Even with the obstruction of the Great Barrier, the aura of the Dark Wave had still polluted a considerably vast area outside of it. But compared to the inside of the barrier, even the Black Forest was a total paradise.
Gawain shifted his gaze away from the fluorescent screen. He exhaled lightly. “The barrier is still there.”
Chapter 86: Bold Plan
To Gawain, the scariest situation would be to stand on the Dark Range and look to the south, only to see that the glimmering barrier wasn’t there.
For this continent’s kingdoms in this era, it would mean the end of civilization.
The barrier at the end of the horizon was still there. At the backdrop of the chaotic and rotting land, it was a wall of light that had stood for ages in this world. Because it had been standing there for 700 years, most of the functions had probably deteriorated, but as long as the radiance was still there, this world would still be safe.
“So that is the Great Barrier…” Heidi lamented with an inconceivable tone. “I have only read about it in books…”
“A few hundred years ago, the people at the borders were very familiar with that barrier. But during these hundreds of years, civilization’s territories had been constantly withdrawing. It had already withdrawn to the northern side of the White River.” Gawain sighed with regret and shook his head while saying, “The Dark Wave has withdrawn and shrunk, but you people continued to withdraw instead of expanding. It is truly ironic.”
Heidi’s expression turned rather ashamed, but what could she have done? One hundred years ago, after an ancestor with great potential died with bravery, he was succeeded by her great-grandfather, who was exceptional at rebelling and was just too damn crazy. He had single-handedly destroyed all their foundations in the south. Who was going to bear the blame for this…?
“Alright, alright. The barrier is still there, so it means that the so-called sentinel tower has ‘self-healed’, right?” Amber was also amazed by the Great Barrier, but after seeing the rotten piece of land in the south, she didn’t wish to even stay here one minute longer. “It means that those aberrations won’t have any more reinforcements… Then let’s quickly return to think of a method to deal with those monsters!”
Gawain nodded before jumping off the giant boulder. “I already have a rough plan.”
Amber followed behind closely before blabbing, “What plan, what plan? Do you really plan to eliminate over nine hundred of them in a single assault? I’m just joking with you, okay? — Could it be that you really are that incredible?!”
 
Gawain was thinking that the Gawain Cecil from 700 years ago might have really been able to wipe out those monsters in a single assault. But if he was to try it today, then it would be the same as dying again and spiraling into heaven. His plan wasn’t to rush in alone and start a musou1. “I have roughly calculated the path in the mountain and the movement speed of those monsters… They have yet to discover the presence of the camp, and they’re moving at a rather slow speed. According to their current speed, if they continued moving north, they would need at least two days before they would be a threat to the camp. Therefore, we have two days to make arrangements.”
Amber scratched her head. “Arrange what?”


“We will make the steep cliff at the western side of the camp collapse,” Gawain said while his mind rapidly turned to his ‘map’. “That rock stratum isn’t firm, and there are parts that have already started to crack. The path below the cliff… is the direction those aberrations are advancing towards.”
Amber was stunned. Gawain’s bold and near-insane (in her opinion) plan was entirely out of her expectations.
Inside her mind, she had constructed the scenes of countless kinds of defense lines outside the camp, dauntless combat, and torturous resistance. In fact, she was nearly moved herself… But she never expected Gawain to suggest such an unorthodox plan!
Immediately after, she was doubtful of the plan’s feasibility. “Are you truly able to do it? Collapsing a mountain! How is that possible!?”
Gawain looked at Amber. “We’re not blasting a mountain, only a portion of the rock strata. Trust me, I have observed the terrain there, and it will be very easy. Furthermore, we have enough things to blast it open.”
Amber blinked her eyes and suddenly reacted to what Gawain was referring to. “Are you referring to… those fake crystals that your dum-dum granddaughter has been working on?”
This fellow was truly getting increasingly proficient at giving nicknames to someone or something.
“It is exactly those crystals. They’re called ‘Rebecca Crystals’. They have a name.” Gawain nodded. “Because the raw materials are from the rocks in the mountain, it will be easy to make. Furthermore, after giving them instructions, even the serfs will be able to complete the smelting process. Therefore, a huge pile of them has already been produced, and they’re just in time too.” Amber still wanted to mutter, but Gawain had already walked in front. “We will discuss the details once we return to camp. Those monsters are not going to stop and wait for us.”
Amber looked up and saw that Gawain and Heidi were already moving away swiftly on the rugged mountain path. She anxiously started running after them, shouting, “Hey! Hey! Wait for me! Hey… It’s fine for Gawain to have good stamina because he’s a knight, but how can Heidi the mage also run so quickly in the mountain!?”
When Heidi heard Amber’s voice, she only smiled and shook her head without replying.
How would outsiders know about the ancient rule that had been passed down the Cecil Clan: after reaching adulthood, the heirs of the clan (be it male or female, be it talented or not) would have to enter the forest to kill a wolf with their bare hands… Back then, Rebecca lost thrice to the wolf before she passed the test. But Heidi took only one attempt to pass!


After returning to the camp, Gawain immediately summoned Rebecca, Byron, and Philip to his tent. After hearing the news, Pittman had also come over uninvited.
  After considering that there were many things that couldn’t be concealed and the possibility that they might have to confront those monsters, this half-baked druid’s healing spells might become an indispensable help. Hence, Gawain didn’t chase this little old man away.
“There are even more aberrations. The number is close to a thousand. They are in the mountains,” Gawain spoke bluntly when everyone was gathered. “They are moving in this direction.”
Everyone was shocked by the news, and Pittman was the first to react. He swung his old druid robes and declared righteously, “I don’t need this month’s wages…”
“Stop! And why do you have the same reaction as Amber?” Gawain stared at the little old man and continued, “Wait for me to finish speaking. It will not be too late to express your opinion after you hear my arrangements.”
“Lord Duke,” Knight Byron said, “the combatants in the camp are less than a hundred… This includes the militia that we’ve just trained. After equipping them with the magic armors and weapons, the official soldiers and militias might be able to confront the aberrations, but for them to fight an aberration individually, it is a little…”
“I know.” Gawain raised his hand to interrupt Byron before saying, “Therefore, I am not planning to confront those monsters head-on.”
Rebecca stared with wide eyes. “Are we… going to give up the camp?” She made a sad face and obviously didn’t wish to hear that answer.
Even though this might be a barren wilderness, this was already the Cecil Clan’s final establishment, and it was also her new home. Be it the furnace that smelted the crystals or using Magic Web 1 to supply energy to the steelworks, it was all her hard work. This was the first time in her life that she was doing something that she liked, and no matter what, she didn’t want to give up on this place.
But if Gawain was really deciding to withdraw… she was already prepared to comply.
“No, we don’t need to withdraw. At least, we don’t need to be in a hurry to make the decision.” Gawain shook his head. “Those monsters will need two days to move close enough to sense the presence of the camp. Afterward, they will need at least another day to charge over, so we have at most three days to make preparations. I have a plan, but it will require large quantities of ‘Rebecca Crystals’…”


Gawain spoke of his bold idea and emphasized the feasibility of his plan.
Knight Byron and Knight Philip looked at each other in dismay. As two traditional military professionals, they didn’t pay too much attention to those ‘inventions and innovations’ that Gawain and Rebecca had been working on. Furthermore, they weren’t able to imagine the firepower of those exploding crystals. Pittman was even more confused. All these days, he would either be concocting medicine in his dwelling, moving around to provide exorcisms or blessings, or selling his useless ointments. He didn’t even know what the ‘Rebecca Crystals’ were.
Rebecca’s eyes immediately brightened up and she exclaimed, “That’s right! Those crystals will work!”
 
The Rebecca Crystals were her proud invention. Recently, whenever she had spare time, she would test the characteristics of the crystals and also the power of the explosion. It could be said that she had a full grasp of the crystals’ abilities. Gawain’s plan was seemingly opening the door to a new world for her. This young lady was extremely excited as she said, “All of you have to listen to me. Lord Ancestor’s plan is totally feasible! I know how incredible the explosive power of the crystals is… With greater quantities, the firepower will drastically increase! If we stuff them in the crevices and carve explosive magic circles on the rocks… it wouldn’t be a problem to blast down an entire face of a cliff!”
The two knights’ eyes finally brightened up together. But Knight Byron was still a little worried. “Will it really be able to kill those monsters? They have very tough vitality…”
“You have faced them in combat before and should know that those aberrations aren’t invulnerable.” Gawain smiled and said, “Furthermore, the aberrations in the range of the Dark Wave field and those that have wandered outside of it are two completely different entities. After losing the supplement of primal magic, they aren’t just slightly weakened. According to my observations, this group of aberrations has a Dark Wave ‘presence’ that is far inferior to the pollution at the Cecil territories.”
“That will be wonderful.” Knight Byron nodded repeatedly. “But what if the collapse of the cliff isn’t enough to kill them all?”
“I never expected all of them to be buried… If even half of the group can be neutralized with the first collapse, it will already be the best result.” Gawain laughed and then said, “For the rest, we will use traps. We will use ‘arts’ that will be buried in the ground to shave down their numbers. From the southwest corner of the mountain pass to our camp, we have a buffer zone to deal with them. The empty grounds and the fence in front of the camp will be our final defense line. But I am doubtful that those monsters will even make it to such a close distance.”
 
While speaking, Gawain looked up at Rebecca. “I have asked you to combine the rune triggers and the traps. It should already be done, right?”
“Of course, those things are simple. The easiest rune triggers are done by stacking slabs together. We only need to make sure that the runes are pressed into the explosive magic circles.” Rebecca looked very happy as she continued, “Furthermore, after you left earlier, I sent a few individuals to the furnace. There should be another batch of crystals that are newly smelted… Now that Magic Web 1 has started operating and as long as the crystals are in the vicinity of the energy-supply point, a large pile can be fully energized quickly. I will send people to shift the stored-up crystals to the steelworks. At the latest, tonight, we will be able to energize all of them…”
Seeing how Rebecca was blabbing non-stop with excitement, Gawain felt from the bottom of his heart that he truly picked up a treasure.


This young lady… was truly a talent.
Chapter 87: Miracles That Mortals Can Also Participate In
Under the command and guide from the two knights, the pioneering warriors and commoners of the Cecil Clan had finally mobilized.
The news of the coming aberration attack had been disseminated to the entire camp. But under Gawain’s intentional guidance and firm words, the panic and tension caused by this matter had been suppressed… or perhaps, it should be said that they had been shifted away. The spoils of war that were brought back previously and the good reputation of Gawain Cecil in such situations had a decisive effect.
As for this matter, Gawain was most pleased that there were no runaways in this camp as of now.
The serfs and commoners might be ignorant, but they weren’t foolish. They knew that this barren land was far away from civilization and that there was nothing but towering mountains and primitive forests. Furthermore, there were monsters roaming in the mountains, and in order for them to escape to the relatively safe Tanzan Town, they would need to travel at least three to four days. Now that the aberrations were already rather close, running away would only lead to a faster death… As such, those that wanted to flee would naturally be able to weigh the pros and cons of their choices.
On this point, Gawain had asked Heidi to specially emphasize it to the members here.
Thus, even though they had a little fear and even though the blazing flames of the Cecil territories and the innumerable monsters were still lingering in their minds, they still worked hard to gather their courage. When they heard that the hero leader that came from 700 years ago had a specialized method to deal with the aberrations and when they saw how confidently Heidi and Rebecca commanded the soldiers to prepare for battle, it allowed them to have some confidence too.
The tasks that were distributed to them were also one of the factors that boosted their confidence.
The steelworks was said to be producing ‘furnace slags’ that could be used as weapons. Tasks like the production of pedal traps, carving, and touching up of runes were all suitable for the commoners even if they were illiterate. Furthermore, when they were working, the soldiers would constantly emphasize that these things could be used to deal with those monsters. As such, the workers started to feel that the ‘ancient duke’ was rather capable, spurring them to work extra hard.
But in fact, the soldiers responsible for the ‘announcements’ weren’t very sure what those things were used for. They were only following orders and relaying the words that they heard from Gawain to the working commoners.
 
“Put the crystal fragments at the lowest layer then place them on the slabs that are carved with magic circles! If the slabs are damaged then change to a new one here!”
“Put the completed things over here!”


“Remember to inspect if the crystals are glowing. Those crystals that are not glowing will not be able to be used. Change them here!”
“The things you’re working on are weapons that are specialized to deal with the monsters… These are Duke Gawain’s instructions! He is the monsters’ nemesis!”
Gawain led Rebecca and Heidi to traverse across the northeast side’s empty field. This spacious land was specially used to create ‘art’. Originally, Gawain planned to name this place the Louvre and to set this place as the art vault. But no one understood the concept; hence, it was dropped.
He bent over and inspected the items that were stacked neatly and tidily. They were wooden containers that were half-feet squares with a height under two inches. The wooden boxes were filled with Rebecca Crystals, and above the crystals were black stone slabs that were carved with explosive magic circles.
But just this arrangement was unable to detonate the magical version of a ‘landmine’. It still required a rune trigger to be able to detonate.
The final step could not be handed to the commoners or serfs to complete. After considering the risk of accidental explosions, the rune trigger’s installation was left as the final step. These wooden boxes would be installed underground in the mountain pass at the southwest side of the camp. Only after they were installed underground would the soldiers and the craftsmen who were specialized in traps be able to assemble the rune triggers on the magic circles.
The rune triggers were relatively simple structures. The ‘trigger mechanism’ and the rune were isolated by a thin slab; on top, it was a layer of wooden board. After stepping down on the wooden board, the slab would be shattered, and the two runes would be connected. It would form a complete rune circuit that would activate the explosive magic circle and finally initiate the explosion.
This was the otherworld version of landmines. Even though the technical details of the landmine were entirely different from the Earth’s landmine, the train of thoughts were similar. It obviously didn’t conform with the chivalry of this era’s knights, but Heidi and Rebecca’s evaluation of this landmine was: “Don’t bother about what knight’s chivalry is. This thing looks so cool!”
In this world where extraordinary powers existed, there was a particularly convenient thing when using ‘landmines’. There wasn’t a need to worry about a ‘landmine clearance mishap’ when disarming them. Heidi would leave her magic imprint on each of the explosive magic circles. This was a ‘minesweeper game’ that couldn’t even be considered when a simple level-one spell could guarantee the rapid detection of each landmine’s position. After the battle, the landmines that didn’t explode could be easily removed.
Of course, there was a limit on the number of magic imprints Heidi could maintain. But in this battle, the number of magic imprints she could maintain would be more than enough.
After the inspection work was done, Gawain handed the defense of the camp to the two clan knights and Rebecca. Gawain then headed to the Dark Range with Heidi.


On a cliff at the north of the mountain, they installed even more Rebecca Crystals.
  In fact, most of the crystals accumulated in the camp had been transported to this place. It was to ensure that the explosion would be powerful enough to cause the cliff’s collapse. Gawain didn’t dare to be stingy on the ‘quantity’.
Previously, with the help of Heidi’s Sculpture Hand, Weight-Reduction, and other spells, the workers and the materials were all transported to this place. Using some simple rope and scaffolding, the stonemasons had already carved multiple craters into the cliff. They then poured in large quantities of crystals into the man-made craters as well as the crevices that already existed. But the carving of the explosive magic circles could only be completed by Heidi personally.
Heidi, who was only level three, was still unable to use the Flight spell, like other middle-rank mages. She couldn’t even maintain the low-rank Levitation spell for long periods of time. Hence, she could only stay on the ground and use the Sculpture Hand and Telekinesis spells to draw the explosive magic circles on the cliff. She then used the Eye of the Mage to observe before making adjustments. The precise control required exceeded most low-rank mages’ capabilities, but it was fortunate that Heidi wasn’t just a low-rank mage, but an official, converted believer of the ‘Magic Goddess’. She had prayed to the Magic Goddess before working and had obtained a short-term blessing, allowing this task to make progression.
In order to ensure that this extremely large explosive magic circle would work, Gawain had invested a lot this time… He took out a large quantity of powdered mithril and purple-crystal dust from the treasure vault in the mountain. After combining with Pittman’s alchemy chemical, the history’s most expensive ‘paint’ was produced. Heidi could use these magic-guiding materials to ‘draw’ on the cliff, and this would avoid the massive carving and tiling work, allowing the time required to be reduced.
Right now, time was the most precious.
When Heidi had drawn the giant lines and runes, Amber’s figure emerged from the nearby forest shadows. She had a nervous expression and leaned towards Gawain and whispered, “Those monsters are already very close. At most, half a day away.”
“I know. I reckon that it is almost time.” Gawain nodded. “Are they moving here using the predicted path?”
“Halfway here, they had nearly taken the other path.” When Amber spoke, her tone was obviously afraid, “Right then, I boldly emerged from the shadow state for an instant and attracted them back on this path… But in return, they are now more violent.”
Gawain looked at Amber in astonishment. “…Why are you so brave this time?”
Amber curled her lips and said, “Tsk, we are already at this stage. It is useless to be a coward at this point… Why not just take a risk with you and possibly survive.”


As she spoke, her vision couldn’t help but look at the cliff in front of her.
This tall cliff was above where they fought with the four aberrations. The path below the cliff was the path they had taken. After experiencing long years of wind and rain, the cliff was indeed rather fragile and could collapse at any moment. Furthermore, there was only one path underneath it. If the aberrations passed through this path, they would definitely form a long and congested formation. When the cliff collapsed, they wouldn’t be able to dodge. This was indeed a very ideal ambush point.
If there was a high-rank Master Mage here, he would certainly choose to blow up the cliff to kill those monsters. After all, an extreme Flame Burst spell or an earth element disintegration spell would be needed from a powerful Master Mage to make the cliff collapse.
 
But right now, the people that were about to do everything was a level-three, low-rank mage who couldn’t even use the Ice Arrow accurately and a large group of stonemasons, commoners, and serfs.
This had made Amber feel extremely strange.
The translucent Sculpture Hand was moving on the cliff and smearing the paint that was mixed with mithril powder, purple-crystal dust, and an alchemy chemical on the surface of the cliff. Many runes had already taken shape, and the entire cliff looked like some strange religious totem. On the top of the cliff, one could also see the rope ladders and the frames that were used by the stonemasons. Those were ‘traces of construction’ that they didn’t have time nor intended to dismantle.
This was the proof that ordinary people had participated in this unfathomable plan.
Not far away, the stonemasons and their apprentices were resting. They had used a lot of energy and bravery. It wasn’t an easy task to bind themselves to a few ropes in order to dig holes in the cliff, especially under the pressure of time. Even Gawain felt it was rather incredible; he originally thought that this task would use up a lot of time and that it might be impossible for the completion to catch up with his expected timeline.
 
But Gawain quickly understood that this wasn’t because the craftsmen and their apprentices were inspired by some honor, nor was it mainly due to the desire to survive. It was because this era’s poor individuals always lived like this.
Was it difficult to tie oneself up with a rope to carve craters in the cliff? It wasn’t any more difficult than tying themselves up with a rope to repair the spire of the lord’s castle. It wasn’t any more difficult than picking medicinal herbs at overhanging cliffs for the lord either.
It was said that 400 years ago, in the western mountainous parts of the kingdom, when serfs had to pick medicinal herbs, they didn’t even have ropes. Because back then, ropes were even more expensive than serfs.


But in this place, they were at least able to tie their bodies with ropes. Everything they were doing wasn’t just for the lord.
Chapter 88: The First Boom
The stonemasons and their apprentices were resting on the ground and watching with eyes of admiration and reverence while the materials were lifted into the air with Heidi’s magic guidance. It was then drawn on the surface of the cliff with precision while a giant translucent palm was assisting on the side. It would remove the vines that would affect the drawing of the magic circle or adjust the minute details of the runes’ lines. It would also embed the crucial parts with enhancement materials like magical crystals. Furthermore, the various spaces of craters and pits that they had dug out were filled with sparkling crystal ‘grits’.
In their eyes, those crystal fragments that were only the size of a rice grain were indeed like ‘grit’.
Up till now, these exhausted people still weren’t aware of the task they were involved in. They didn’t even know that Gawain was going to blast the cliff. They were merely following the orders of the lord, and when Amber saw these people, she had a spontaneous and strange feeling.
Apart from the final drawing of the explosive magic circle, the entire process was mostly completed by ordinary people. The steelworks’ serfs had produced the crystals, while the Magic Web 1 that energized the crystals were also constructed by ordinary craftsmen. Rebecca might have been involved in the design of the magic web, but she didn’t use any magical power during the entire process either. Afterward, commoners transported the crystals to this place, while stonemasons dug out craters on the cliff and stuffed them with the crystals…
In fact, had it not been the time constraint, even the drawing of the magic circle could have been done by ordinary people. As long as they could guarantee that all the runes were drawn at the correct positions and that all the crucial points were installed with the magic-guiding materials. Even though such things might require knowledge and skill, it didn’t require any extraordinary power. Amber believed that as long as the commoners received lessons and practiced, they would also be able to do all these things.
As for how people without magic were going to activate this magic circle… Rebecca had already developed the rune trigger, and it had been proven to be usable with the explosive magic circle. Even without the rune trigger, the territory’s ‘Magic Web 1’ had already shown its ability to supply energy to the area around it. If Magic Web 1’s supply line was extended here, even an ordinary person would be able to detonate this thing that Gawain addressed as ‘large-scale art’.
It was true that the entire process was much more complicated and more difficult than a Master Mage’s attack. But merely considering the feasibility of the entire process had made Amber tremble a little.
A group of ordinary people without magic could actually use this ‘magic equipment’ to blow up an entire cliff…
While thinking, she couldn’t help but look at Gawain with peculiar eyes: This strange man that didn’t look like a noble… Did he actually know what he was doing?
 
But her mind flashed with a slightly stern consideration for a short moment. Amber was only left with a little bit of her proper work before her job was done. She clapped her hands and looked up at the sky and realized it wasn’t time to eat yet. She then turned around and vanished in the shadows.
She was going to continue monitoring the movements of the aberrations and report back when appropriate; it was a rather important task.


On the other side, at the mountain pass southwest of the camp, Philip and Byron, the two knights, were accompanying Rebecca and doing something they had never done before.
They were commanding their subordinates to install underground traps — the type of traps that would explode.
The soldiers and the commoners were responsible for digging the pits. Rebecca would then bring the craftsmen to install the ‘landmines’ in them. As she put the rune triggers on the magic circles, those seemingly harmless crystals would then become dangerous toys capable of blasting holes in mountains. Thus, every rune trigger would be personally adjusted and placed in position by Rebecca. In order to prevent any dim-witted person from accidentally activating the mechanisms, Rebecca had placed a red stone as a marker at each of the traps.
Yes, putting markers was completely not conforming with the basic function of landmines, but it was fine as they were bullying those brainless aberrations…
Sir Philip had a strange expression as he watched the soldiers scatter some dirt on an installed wooden box. He then looked at the others who were digging pits in a frenzy. He finally couldn’t hold back and muttered to Byron, “Isn’t this a little… contrary to a knight’s chivalry?”
“Contrary to our chivalry? Are you talking about digging traps?” The grizzled-hair middle-aged knight looked at the talented and handsome youth before asking, “Then what do you think a knight with chivalry should do?”
Philip placed his hand sternly on his sword hilt and said, “A knight shall fight against his foe in an upright manner, equip himself with bravery and righteousness, confront the strongest foe, and protect the citizens and the land. If a knight is victorious, then he can return with glory. If a knight fails, then he shall be buried in the battlefield… But we shouldn’t be digging traps like this—”
Byron didn’t wait for Philip to finish before he quickly gestured him to stop. “Stop, stop, stop… Your shortcoming is truly unfixable. You are so young, yet you behave like an old believer. Don’t forget that these traps are the instructions of our duke. He is a knight among knights, the hero among heroes. The current knight’s rules are drawn up with him as the reference. Do you think the things that he arranged would be contrary to the knight’s chivalry?”
Philip was already in conflict with this matter, and after hearing the question, he was at a loss. “Thus the reason I don’t understand.”
“In my opinion, it conforms just fine to our knights’ chivalry.” Byron rubbed his chin and started to use the eloquence nurtured during his mercenary days to speak some preposterous arguments. “We are openly digging the pits in this place in an upright manner. It is as upright as the cheval de frise1 on the battlefield. It is the same as your armor that is an upright equipment. Afterward, we will be challenging the strongest enemies… Take a look at this ground filled with pits. The monsters that are able to walk past them would definitely be the strongest, and only the strongest will be able to reach the final defense line and fight with us. The monsters that cannot even make it across these pits are all weaklings. Battling with weaklings is a true humiliation to the knight’s chivalry…” [E/N: WTF… This paragraph reminds me of the Chewbacca defense.]
Philip thought carefully before looking at Byron with suspicion. “According to what you mean, these traps are to screen for the truly formidable enemies?”


Byron nodded and said, “That is roughly my meaning.”
Philip thought carefully again and said, “I still feel you are talking nonsense.” [E/N: Go with your feelings, Young Padawan.]
Byron laughed and turned around to instruct the craftsmen that were installing the ‘landmines’. “Pour a little more rocks or something over here. Just don’t press on the mechanisms. I have seen these things explode. If there are rocks in the pits, the explosion will be even more incredible…”
At the side, Rebecca’s eyes instantly lit up. “Oh? It can actually work like that?!”
“That is natural.” Byron smiled and said, “Don’t underestimate a mercenary’s wisdom… and a knight’s righteousness.”
“Then wait for a moment, I will ask men to bring out the extremely dilapidated scrap metals and bury them with the traps…”
The knight who only obtained knighthood at an old age and the foolish young viscountess smiled at one another before reaching a mutual understanding. They acted in collusion and worked shamelessly…
Sir Philip, who witnessed everything from behind, let out a long sigh.
A few hours later, all the preparations had been done, while the soldiers and commoners retreated back to the camp.
  Gawain had also returned.
Those monsters were already very near, and according to Amber’s report, they were getting close to the first trap at the north of the mountain.


Once the monsters started to sense the presence of living humans and active magical energy, they would switch from the slow, roaming state into a violent and aggressive state. They would rush towards the location where they could feel the highest concentration of humans.
The front of the camp had also completed its preparations. From the western mountain pass to the camp, there was a large area that was an empty land without any obstructions. After passing through the empty land, there were wooden fences and spikes that had been constructed at the last moment. Of course, these things might be nearly negligible against the aberrations, and it could delay their movements slightly at best.
Behind the fences were fully equipped knights and soldiers. They were the camp’s final line of defense.
Gawain stood together with the guardians of the camp. Beside him was the nervous Rebecca who was holding her magic staff tightly. Behind him were the two knights, Byron and Philip. Some other soldiers and militiamen, wielding blades and shields, were guarding the south entrance of the camp… Because those monsters didn’t have any ability to think, they wouldn’t know about strategies like flanking. Hence, as long as they could defend this entrance facing the Dark Range, it would mean that they had safeguarded the defense line. This was probably the only advantage when battling against the aberrations.
Gawain noticed that Rebecca had already taken her third deep breath; thus, he asked casually, “Nervous?”
“A little.” Rebecca squeezed out a smile. “Strange, I was obviously not nervous when I fought against them previously…”
“Because you didn’t even have time to be nervous previously. But this time, you knew they were coming, three days in advance. Waiting is the most terrifying thing in this world.” Gawain smiled and shook his head. “But don’t be afraid, you have to believe in the power of those crystals… they are your creations.”
Rebecca nodded but then quickly shook her head. “But I have never done anything reliable since young…”
Gawain quickly coughed twice to conceal her voice. “*Cough* *Cough* Don’t say that here. It will demoralize the army.”
Why was this child’s shortcoming not fixable?
Fortunately, it became obvious that the nearby soldiers weren’t paying attention to the conversation between their lord and their previous leader.


They were only paying attention to the mountain pass and waited for the moment of explosion that their lord had mentioned, the ‘boom’.
In the Dark Range, that mountain pass’s path was one that had to be taken. Heidi stood alone at the top of the cliff, on a giant rock that was jutting out. She quietly watched the meandering and natural mountain path.
She could already smell those foul monsters.
The air beside her distorted slightly, and Amber’s figure emerged from the shadow. The half-elf had a stern expression that was unprecedented as she said, “They’re here.”
Heidi nodded and looked at the end of the mountain path below.
A foul mist was rising up, and the plants were withering due to the mist. Deformed creatures of blood and flesh ambling out from the mist like the giants they were. One, two, three… the numbers kept increasing.
Heidi released the Concealment spell that was cast on her, instantly revealing the presence of a living human as well as her magical energy. In the eyes of those monsters that originated from the Dark Wave, these two kinds of presences were as dazzling as a flame in the darkness.
The monsters that were originally roaming slowly had been ‘awakened’ and roared with primal insanity. Immediately after, they were like a pack of hyenas who had detected the reeking stench of blood and suddenly increased their speed. They started to charge in Heidi’s direction.
The giant figures started to sprint on the mountain path. Amber instantly felt a layer of goosebumps on her skin, while Heidi quickly surveyed the horde. She stood at the magic injection point of the giant explosive magic circle but didn’t do anything yet.
 
“So—so close!” Amber called out nervously in a soft voice.
“Not yet.” Heidi shook her head. “We need to bury as many as possible in this place so that we will face less pressure. So, we need to wait a little longer.”


Amber grabbed Heidi’s arm while she felt half her body starting to turn into nothingness. “Okay, I will wait for your signal. Once you detonate it, I will immediately pull you in!”
Heidi nodded and raised her hand before she released the most simple Illumination spell at those monsters.
This most fundamental spell would cause even more obvious magic fluctuations. It had made those monsters flock over even more frantically. They were pushing and shoving, and had thronged together. They were like lumps of flesh and blood that formed a giant aberration as they rushed to the center of the mountain path. They even attempted to climb the cliff Heidi was standing on.
 
Heidi didn’t hesitate and activated the magic circle below her feet and tugged on Amber’s arm while saying, “Go!”
The duo instantly vanished into the shadows.
The cliff’s magic circle released a blinding white light. One second later, it detonated the countless ‘magic crystals’ that were buried in various spots on the cliff.
It was truly just like the roar of thunder.
Chapter 89: Blown Up
The explosion initiated by magical power crystals and the explosives on Earth were two totally different things. Even though the final outcome for both would be magnificent fireworks, the process was vastly different. The latter was a once-off swift and violent chemical reaction, while the former, by its very nature, was a magic process.
As such, the detonation of magical power crystals did not have a strict demand on its packaging; neither was it particular about the container used. It also had no requirements to be loaded into a chamber. But in place of that, it required all storage crystals to be placed within range of the explosive magic circle; it required precision in the explosive magic circle itself as well as the high quality and compatibility of the magic conducting materials; it also required the total amount of magical power stored in the crystals to be full.
And in the situation where all these conditions were met, its might would please any person controlling the explosion.
The entire cliff was cloaked in a blinding white light. Within the range of exposure of the explosive magic circles, every crack and opening packed with crystals began to produce a violent explosion of magical power. The aberrations who had crowded together and started climbing up the cliff wall fell into a momentary confusion due to their target’s abrupt disappearance. Following that, ‘the art of explosion’, which suddenly befell them, tore into them…
Regrettably, Heidi, who had been pulled into the shadow realm by Amber, wasn’t fated to witness this spectacular sight.
The collapse of the cliff set off a chain reaction. The boulders above the path that weren’t stable enough also came loose in the violent quake. Rocks and masses of soil drenched down on them like a torrential downpour, and those gory titans were successively buried under these falling soil and rocks. Amongst them, a good number were crushed then and there, snarling as they dissolved into elemental mist, which was continuously transpiring.
By the time the crumbling ended, close to half of the monsters were still alive. Some of them were outside the range of the landslide, while others simply weren’t killed by the impact. Those especially strong aberrations casually overturned the boulders and soil covering them and shakily crawled out of the rubble. The primal magic released by their surrounding companions swiftly repaired their ragged limbs. In the brief moment of a few breaths, those monsters who had their limbs destroyed by the impact had resumed 70-80% of their mobility.
Heidi and Amber’s auras were gone. However, the monsters that had survived recovered from the chaos and turned their heads towards the north one by one.
They had ‘smelled’ another aura, slightly farther, but in great numbers. Over there was a large number of living humans as well as active magic.
 
Aberrations did not have anything like morale. The stimulation from the aura of their ‘prey’ pushed them into a primitive and manic excitement. The gory titans pushed forward, throwing those companions who had been reduced to torn meat and crushed bones behind, and charged towards the northern paths like hyenas that had smelled blood.
Then they stepped right into the minefield array that was spread out everywhere over the hills and plains.


The sound of the explosion and collapse that occurred at the Dark Range was like a burst of thunder. It could be clearly heard even at camp. A hint of commotion could not help but emerge amongst the soldiers who were in combat readiness upon hearing those loud noises. But right after, they were suppressed by the snaps of Sir Philip and Sir Byron.
Contrary to his soldiers’ mood, Gawain sighed in relief when he heard the explosion. There was an explosion, which implied that at least the first step of the plan had succeeded.
With Amber coordinating with her over there, Heidi’s safety should be guaranteed. From hearing continuous rumbles mingled with the sounds of explosions, he could confirm that the collapse of the cliff had also happened like he had planned. Then subsequently, he would wait for those brainless monsters to be blown up into the sky one by one.
More than ten minutes later, another explosion finally sounded from the mountains.
Those were noises completely different from the first explosion — they were slightly weaker, but continuous. One would sound almost every few seconds — as if there were two mages with only the fireball spell casting them at each other (sideward glance at Rebecca) — and those sounds were getting closer and closer. In the beginning, they had been coming from deep in the mountains, but soon, they were heard near the mountain pass.
Gawain could almost imagine the sight of those monsters rushing into the minefield array with their heads buried. How delightful would that scene be?
The soldiers listened to the noise that was entirely unlike their previous battles. Apart from grasping their weapons tightly, they could only exchange glances with each other. They knew that there wasn’t a single defending trooper in the mountains, but that stir was so loud that it was startling. Hundreds of gory titans were passing through those cramped and meandering mountainous paths, and what was stopping them weren’t brave warriors but a cluster of exploding traps… Was such also war?
The commotion in the mountains naturally spread to where the civilians resided. At the very start, those trembling laymen only hid at the back, but the explosions that sounded ceaselessly made it difficult for them to contain their curiosity. That didn’t sound like soldiers desperate at war; instead, it sounded like thunder rumbling. The villagers from the rural areas would never have the chance to see high-ranking mages in their entire life. Of course, they had also never heard the stir of archmages throwing big fireballs and flame burst spells at each other… Hence, they could only dream something up — even if there were scores of master mages warring outside, the commotion would probably not be more than this.
Finally, some of them who were especially bold and could not suppress their curiosity inched out of their tents and came to the southern side of camp; they were emboldened by it and looked far into the distance in the direction of the Dark Range. At this point, the explosions in the mountains had finally spread to the mountain pass — or rather, the aberrations that recklessly made their way here had finally set off the land mines along the mountain pass.
A cloud of smoke dust and mist curled up from the foot of the mountain. In the dark-red dust cloud, the first gory titan charged forward with a growl. It ran across the minefield array that was everywhere and dashed for the human camp amidst blood and fire. Then, in the process of doing so, it was thrown into the air by an explosion and landed on the ground after being divided into more than twenty portions and subsequently trampled into minced flesh by those behind…
The soldiers guarding camp stood by and watched as the first monster completed the entire process of snarling appearance, fearless charging, exploding on-site, spinning ascension, demon disintegration, and then ‘loving’ this land very deeply (that is, being buried deeply into the land). They had instinctively tightened their grips on their swords and held their breath, but it still felt slightly awkward…


Other than those soldiers who’d once helped Rebecca and Heidi test out those explosives, for 99% of the laymen present, it was their first time realizing that the wooden boxes they’d made and buried into the ground would actually have such might.
  However, this was only a start.
Billows of dust clouds surged from the mountain pass; they were the crushed stones and dust that had been whipped up from the multiple explosions on the paths, and there was a chaotic demonic mist formed from the aberration blood and pieces mixed in it. Meanwhile, dashing out of the rolling dust clouds were countless gory titans battered from the explosions.
Gawain very quickly realized that it indeed felt really satisfying to blow up people using minefield arrays, but since those being blown up were a bunch of boors, it would severely affect the operating experience. These aberrations without much intellect were like a swarm of insects that had lost their leader. They only knew to focus on the direction of food. Lowering their head and seeing only an ‘A’ in brackets1. They charged forward into the minefield. One stepped in as another fell, then spun into the air in all sorts of poses, and landed in a random number of pieces and direction from the quaking chain explosions. Despite so, they remained completely fearless and still charged in the same direction. Moreover, there would constantly be new monsters running out from the mountain pass.
Some monsters that had been destroyed waist down were still moving with an indomitable spirit; they were crawling in this direction using their remaining limbs.
This wouldn’t do; not only would it not bolster the troop’s morale, many people might, instead, be jarred by this horrifying scene.
People who have sunken into fear would even neglect the fact that the number of monsters had been drastically lowered.
Gawain believed he ought to do something, but right before he took action, he suddenly heard Sir Byron beside him breaking out into laughter.
This gray-haired Knight, who had switched profession midlife from mercenary to knight, used the sword in his hand to point at those deformed freaks being blown up, blown apart or crawling on the ground. He laughed till he was panting for breath. “These—These things are really stupid and weak. Look at how they’re still crawling here and there after being disorientated from the explosions… Haha… Better yet, a good half of them are being trampled into minced meat by their own before they’d even covered half the distance! Why were we (hahaha) intimidated by such things back then?! Haha…”
Sir Byron’s tone was filled with sheer scorn. Apart from laughing, he even used his shoulder to nudge Sir Philip. “Sir Philip, what do you think?”
Then Byron quickly whispered, “Damn it. Back me up. It’s so awkward to do this alone.”


Sir Philip straightened up at once and looked towards Byron with a straight face and a righteous look. “Knights should not mock the weak. They are in such a state now only because we had the aid of our ancestor’s wisdom…”
The surrounding soldiers were already infected by Byron. At this point, Phillip’s stern and just words built on it as they struck a responsive chord in their hearts. The slight commotion from earlier swiftly ended. They watched those monsters that continuously streamed out and were repeatedly blown up into the skies. The fear gradually faded away at last.
Some poised individuals were even rather tempted to laugh.
 
Meanwhile, Gawain looked at the two knights beside him, slightly dumbstruck. He suddenly felt that this territory really had hidden talents; these two knights were both competent people, especially that Phillip. He usually appeared to be such a serious and proper person. Who would’ve known he was such a joker…?
Yet Phillip himself was completely oblivious to all these.
He had gripped his knight’s sword tightly and took half a step forward.
According to his memories of the ‘minefield’, he determined that not all of the monsters would be wiped out in the explosions. At least a few dozens should survive. They were really close now… This could lead to real hand-to-hand combat!
Gawain had also come to the same conclusion. Lifting the longsword in his hand, he commanded the soldiers in a loud voice, “We’ll celebrate after we’ve exterminated these freaks. — Everyone, attention. Raise your swords!”
 
The cold light from a sea of steel lifted their spirits. Under the illumination of the huge sun that was starting to set in the west, a faint layer of luster surrounded the soldiers’ armors and weapons.
The enchanted weapons and armors became especially ‘striking’ in the eyes of those aberrations.
The first monster to rush out of the minefield array came staggering before the troops. Its only (half-missing) arm waved towards the sky, while a muddled snarl echoed from its chest. Then it charged over.


“Fight!”
Chapter 90: Scared Me to Death
Just as Gawain had anticipated previously, depending solely on the collapse of the cliff and landmines everywhere would not be able to exterminate those monsters completely.
Of course, if he had greater depth, a bigger minefield, and explosive crystals with greater might, that wouldn’t be impossible to achieve. After all, those monsters did not have brains. As long as there were enough landmines, they were bound to straightforwardly step on all of them, and then fly into the skies together. However, since the conditions could not be fulfilled, then anything said was in vain.
There were still monsters — who by luck or, rather, by force — pushed through all the explosives then flew at them howling.
At this step, any hesitation and fear would have dissipated; the soldiers had long strained every nerve to the limit. The moment the command was given was when the glints and flashes of cold steel arose, and the inevitable hand-to-hand combat began.
The shouts of humans and roars of monsters merged into one.
This was their second time crossing swords.
The previous time had been at the Cecil territory which had now been incinerated by a dragon. The soldiers back then were draped in simple and shoddy steel equipment, using completely non-enchanted weapons against the almost impregnable aberrations with exceptional regenerative abilities, but this time, they were dressed in super gears left behind from the ancient civilization. They had shields for protection along with enchanted longswords and spears. On the other side, the enemy before them had been partially blown into shreds and pieces.
Although this was a simple and plain camp, the actual situation was way better than the previous time.
Once they were engaged with each other, some experienced veteran soldiers had realized this. The equipment on them was giving a good performance that went beyond imagination against the pressures caused by the aberrations. Humans were no longer inferior before the monsters and were instead able to fully fight them head-on. Therefore, after the lines swayed by that little bit, it instantly stabilized, and they even began to force those monsters that had run out of the minefield back in.
 
Sir Byron was even forced to yell from the back, “Do not go too forward! You must not cross the fence — beware of falling into the traps yourselves!”
Gawain hacked down an aberration whose entire body was charred from the explosions. He noticed that there was no more suspense to this battle. Even without his help, the camp’s soldiers under the lead of the two knights were enough to handle all the enemies.


So he let out a sigh of relief and was about to turn back to check on Rebecca. But just then, he suddenly noticed that a dozen aberrations on the eastern side of the battlefield had stopped in their steps of charging at the defense line. Those faceless gory titans seemed to have ‘smelled’ some scent that they suddenly lifted their heads at the same time and ‘looked’ towards a certain direction.
Following that, they actually dashed there, completely ignoring the defense troops surrounded by magical power right under their noses!
Gawain faltered for a moment before abruptly realizing what was in that direction — the tent housing the ‘dragon-egg rock ball’!
Had they sensed the aura of that ‘dragon egg’? The attraction of the ‘dragon egg’ to them was even greater than both living humans and magical power?!
These thoughts suddenly burst into Gawain’s mind, and this unexpected situation had also left him in a cold sweat. He immediately shouted to Rebecca, “Get your guards and follow!”
Then, without waiting for Rebecca to respond, he had taken to his heels and ran to the tent where the rock ball was kept.
There were, of course, soldiers keeping guard around the tent, but due to a shortage in manpower — coupled with the fact that aberrations should easily have been attracted to the collection of human and magical power auras — the majority of their combat capacity were concentrated at the defense line at the southwestern side of camp. Those left behind at the dragon egg’s tent were merely a small squad of militiamen, and they were new soldiers who’d just completed training. Given their combat ability, they definitely wouldn’t be able to stop those monsters.
Soon, those aberrations had cleared this not too long distance. The soldiers around the dragon egg’s tent had caught sight of this from afar and were in a fluster, attempting to form a battle line to face the enemies but appeared utterly disorderly.
A militiaman’s limbs trembled as he held his spear level, working hard to recall the few simple moves that he’d finally committed to memory with great effort in the last two days. Just then, a sound resembling fabric being ripped came from behind him.
This militiaman initially didn’t dare to shift his gaze away from those aberrations, but he could not help but feel tempted to look back. Ultimately, he wasn’t able to contain his curiosity about the sound behind him and swiftly glanced behind. The moment he turned back, his eyes were wide.
He saw that at ten-odd meters away, the tent’s portiere that was originally tied up had been torn open, and that huge rock ball with a diameter of about 1.5 meters was probing out from between the two portieres. In the next second, he then noticed that this ball was actually floating in the air.


Associating that as part of this rock ball’s strange characteristics, the militiaman instinctively gripped his weapon tighter at once. However, the rock ball had no intention of attracting the surrounding metals this time. It swayed side to side for a moment after squirming out of the tent, and then let out a scream with a metallic trill, “Damn, what is this?!”
It seemed to have ‘seen’ those aberrations that were currently hurtling towards itself.
The militiamen responsible for guarding the tent immediately noticed the activity of the rock ball then. The monsters that were rushing over from afar and this rock ball that was making weird noises behind them had these newly trained soldiers, who had just been armed recently, in a mess. Even their squad leader didn’t know how to cope with the current situation. Yet just then, they caught sight of a tall and big figure wrapped in a faint white glow speedily approaching from another direction.
  That was Gawain who had activated his Knight Charge, and following behind Gawain was Rebecca and a small squad of clan soldiers.
Gawain had spotted the rock ball floating at the entrance of the tent from a distance. This bizarre scene almost made him stagger and crash in the midst of charging. Right after, he heard that rock ball let out an ear-piercing noise. “Help! Monsters! What’s happening!!”
So this thing could make sounds?!
Gawain was simply too occupied at this time to analyze what exactly that damned ‘dragon egg’ really was. He decided to give up on thinking in such an unduly strange situation. Following that, he suddenly put force in his legs. With a high jump, he launched one of the signature skills of a knight, Champion Slash.
His whole figure was bundled in a ball of blinding white in the air. Energy flames up to a thousand degree Celsius suddenly blazed on his longsword. Then, he landed like a comet shooting across the sky, ruthlessly hacking at the head of a monster.
This gory titan was fatally struck by the Champion Slash. It was instantly sliced down the middle into two. The two halves of its body didn’t even have time to completely separate before they were burned by the high temperature into scattered ashes. The remaining impact created by the slash continued to push forward, leaving a deep gully.
The aberrations in the vicinity had their senses disturbed by Gawain’s sudden and powerful energy. They hesitated for a while on the spot in slight confusion. Meanwhile, taking advantage of this opportunity, Gawain quickly yelled to the rock ball in the distance. “Quickly hide! There are monsters out here!”
“Damn it!” The rock ball let out a scream. “With just a tent that collapses with a puff, what use would hiding do?!”


Gawain suddenly dodged to the side, evading the sweeping sharp claws of an aberration, and then countered with a backhand thrust of his sword. At the same time, a fireball the size of a washbowl flew past less than half a meter from him and landed on another aberration who was attempting a sneak attack, causing half its body to lean back.
Gawain pushed his advantage and finished off this monster that had lost its balance. From the corner of his eyes, he saw that Rebecca had arrived at the border of the battlefield under the protection of the soldiers. She raised her left hand up high. Another huge fireball took shape in her hand. She then tossed this fireball up; with her two hands gripping her staff, she swung! With a thud, the fireball was sent flying. “Lord Ancestor! I’ll help you contain them!”
Young lady, there’s clearly a problem with that use of your fireball spell!
However, at the moment, Gawain had neither the time nor effort to ask Rebecca how exactly she had mastered her fireball spell because he noticed that the few aberrations running right in front were getting very close to the tent and the rock ball. A militiaman mustered up his courage and thrust his spear out in an attempt to stop the enemy but was struck by an arrow of chaotic energy released by another aberration far away. His entire person flew from the blow. However, there was still a faint glow remaining on his shield, so he was unlikely to be dead.
That rock ball floating in the air less than half a meter from the ground made a fuss out of fright. It darted around rapidly, trying to avoid those aberrations rushing in from all directions. However, before enemies in numbers tenfold of the original, the available space for it to dodge became less and less. Finally, when there was really nowhere to hide, this rock ball was forced to release a scream mixed with a metallic trill; it then raised the height it was floating at to ten-odd meters…
Gawain thought this rascal was about to fly away directly, but it lost its momentum after flying partway and landed like a falling meteorite.
With a loud ‘boom’, a monster right beneath the rock ball was smashed just like that. This aberration who was more than unlucky didn’t even have the time to make a sound before it was pounded into the ground. The newly made pit was even sunk in by at least a meter.
 
Just like when it had attracted the three soldiers previously, even Gawain’s push had not been able to make this rock ball budge by an inch. This was its true weight.
Don’t mention Gawain faltering, even the rock ball itself was stunned.
But the monsters around were not about to go linger. They could only sense the prey right before their eyes. Therefore, once the rock ball landed, they lunged forward again.
The rock ball let out a scream again and attempted to re-launch itself into the sky, failing once more and smashing an enemy into the ground a second time.


Gawain shook the Sword of Pioneers in his hand. He suddenly felt that there seemed to be no need for him to rush over so urgently to save the day.
 
Even if it was really doomsday, this crazy egg might not even be in trouble…
The soldiers who’d rushed over and militiamen who remained around the tent could only watch this amusing scene with odd looks. That rock ball (suspected dragon egg) shrieked in fear as it crushed each and every one of the invading monsters dead on the ground. Whereas the brainless aberrations lined up like calabash children saving grandpa1, throwing themselves forward one after another. Until when there were only the last three monsters left, Gawain suddenly took note that the rock ball’s ‘take-off’ height was less than two meters. He immediately unsheathed his sword and went forward, clearing off the final enemies.
The rock ball that had killed a dozen aberrations then slowly floated out of the pile of monsters. It was only ten-odd centimeters above the ground now, evidently worn out. After confirming that there were no longer any enemies left, it finally heaved a sigh of relief. “Damn, that scared me to death…”
Gawain: “…”
Chapter 91: What Exactly Was Hatched
The crisis ended just like that.
As the last monster fell to the ground with a wail under Knight Philip’s sword, living aberrations could no longer be seen on the battlefield. There were only skeletons that were continuously disintegrating covering the ground and a group of soldiers who were about to run out of strength.
No more new monsters came rushing out of the mountains; neither could any more loud bangs resembling the roar of thunder be heard from the direction of the Dark Range.
Thus, a good half-minute passed before Sir Byron began the first cheer.
Following him were soldiers, militiamen, then the civilians and serfs at camp. The cheers resounded through the southern bank of the White River. Every person learned of this victory, and to those people who had lived through the old Cecil catastrophe, this victory carried an especially exceptional significance.
The ones who worked out the plan knew how much of this victory had been achieved with the help of favorable timing and geographical position; how much luck and risks it encompassed and how many uncontrolled variables were present. However, the majority of the laymen wouldn’t know. They were only aware there were hundreds of monsters invading from the south; their numbers were 10 times that of the camp’s combatants, yet in less than half a day, all these monsters were wiped out. Not even one made it inside the fence wall of the camp.
The immense psychological stress flushed out into cheers of wild joy at present. Even Amber who’d just returned to camp with Heidi could not help but be infected by the joyous atmosphere and joined in the celebration.
Yet after cheering for some time, she noticed that Gawain wasn’t with everyone. Thus, she caught the little maidservant, Betty, who was passing by. The latter was carrying a whole lot of alchemical bottles, following behind the druid Pittman. “Where’s your Lord?”
Betty shook her head. “I don’t know!”
 
“He’s in the tent at the southern side.” Pittman stopped, turned his head, and informed rapidly. “I think there’s something wrong with the dragon egg again. Ah, I shall not speak to you any longer. I’ll send the potions there first. We have a considerable number of wounded men!”
The little old man dashed off swiftly with the little maidservant. Amber looked around. Finding that there was indeed nothing of her business here, she disappeared into the shadows with a flash.


In the tent at the southern part of camp, Gawain and Rebecca had also heard the cheers that reverberated through the entire camp long ago. It was a foregone conclusion; they had safely pulled through this crisis. Earlier, Sir Byron had sent a man to ask about the follow-up arrangements. Gawain sent a message for the two knights to first proceed with the cleanup of the battlefield, while he and Rebecca would remain here for the time being, confronting this rock ball that was suspected to be a ‘dragon egg’.
The monsters’ skeletons outside the tent were rapidly disintegrating. The remaining carcasses were gathered and placed in one pile by the soldiers, left to await natural disintegration. Meanwhile, the rock ball that had put on a great display of its invincible prowess earlier had now returned to the tent. It was quietly floating at a height of tens of centimeters from the ground, maintaining an awkward standoff with Gawain.
“To be honest, I was really scared to death earlier.” The rock ball swayed in its spot as a metallic trill-like voice sounded from inside it. “Those aberrations… What—what are they? Why did they suddenly all just come charging towards me…”
“I’m not sure if there was anything about you that attracted them, but you smashed a dozen monsters to death alone. You still have the cheek to say you were frightened now?” Gawain gave this odd big ball a sidelong glance. “And after all that effort, not only can you move by yourself, you can even speak… Does this mean you’ve been putting on a pretense all this time?”
The rock ball wasn’t the least bit ashamed (of course, there was indeed no way of perceiving any expression from its appearance). “So it’s wrong to have a strong self-protection mentality? I had no idea about your intentions. Of course, I’ll be more low-key first. I still planned on observing for two more days. In the end, I suddenly heard an uproar outside today, and the number of soldiers keeping guard had been greatly reduced. Therefore, I wanted to come out secretly to check out the situation… How could I have expected that the moment I moved, those monsters would come running!”
Gawain nodded; he had figured out the entire course of things. This rock ball had clearly repressed a certain ‘spirit’ of its own on purpose previously; thus, its sense of presence was faint. Even Pittman only discovered signs of life by accident. However, the monsters invaded today, and this rock ball thought that this was perhaps a chance, so it ran out recklessly. In the end, once it moved, its aura leaked. This bit of leak might not mean anything to humans, but to those aberrations who preyed on signs of life and magical power, it was as obvious as a beacon in the night. And in the eyes of those monsters, the life and magical power of this rock ball were evidently more ‘delicious’. Thus, the subsequent, unexpected situation occurred.
Fortunately, everything ultimately ended as a near miss.
After figuring out all that, Gawain could not help but examine this crazy egg who almost successfully sought its own doom. “So are you still intending on escaping now? Let me tell you, only a small group of those monsters came wandering over. If you were to bring yourself to right under their noses, then no one would be able to save you.”
Rebecca knew that her Ancestor was intimidating the person… egg once she heard his words. However, the rock ball was unaware of the true situation, so it was naturally startled. “Ah— I’m not escaping anymore. This place is too dangerous. Besides, about that… I’m now starting to believe what you said earlier on.”
“Oh?” Gawain lifted a brow. “What do you believe?”
“You all and those people who trapped me in the laboratory those days… probably… really aren’t from the same gang.”


Gawain found it interesting; he was just about to ask how it had formed its judgment when he spotted, from the corner of his eye, Amber leaping out from the shadows in a corner of the tent. Miss Half-elf had clearly heard the earlier conversation. The moment she sprung out, she questioned noisily, “So, how did you figure it out this time?”
The rock ball floated up and down for a moment. “You people are much shabbier than that bunch of people then. Such a big camp doesn’t even have a magic cannon. You definitely cannot be the same people…”
The veins in Gawain’s forehead throbbed, but he heard Rebecca beside him agree as she nodded as if in thought. “Oh, oh, that makes sense too…”
Amber moved to Gawain with a Shadow Walk and in a lowered voice, said, “Honestly, if I were you, the day after I crawled out of my coffin, I would have kicked this embarrassing descendant out of the family clan…”
An ultimate disgrace actually dared to call another embarrassing?
Gawain glared at Amber, then turned to look at the rock ball floating in mid-air. “So, you’re finally willing to believe what I told you that day?”
  “Hold on. I only believe that you aren’t accomplices with that gang of people in those days. I didn’t say that I believe everything you said, especially about a thousand years having gone by and whatnot… I’ve got to properly verify that.” The rock ball swayed its body especially airily. Then it went on slightly reluctantly, “Of course, I now basically believe that you people mean no harm. Mm, I remember you specially ran over to save me just now.”
Although this attitude was still kind of asking for a beating, it was much better than before. Gawain understood that he could not force this fascinating ball — which had been rough-handled by people of the Gondor Kingdom and then subsequently rescued from the laboratory — to easily trust others. Thus, he nodded, “Alright, trust can be slowly built. We’ll— Eh, wait a minute. Turn to the side and let me have a look—— to the left, turn to the left.”
Rebecca and Amber also moved closer, curious after hearing Gawain, while that rock ball turned to puzzlement. “Why? There’s something on me?”
The rock ball turned a little to the side. Amber finally knew what Gawain had found.
On the lower half of the ball, a small piece of the originally impervious, rock-like yet metallic outer shell had fallen out, and there were several long cracks that extended out from the fallen spot, already reaching the ball’s ‘waistline’.


“Your shell seems to have cracked,” Rebecca said, batting her eyes and cautiously pointing at the cracked spot using her staff. “Don’t you feel pain?”
“Ah?” The rock ball seemed to have noticed the crack on its outer shell only then. Its tone sounded slightly flustered. “Ah! I must have broken it when I fell from the sky several times earlier on!”
“Is it okay that your shell is cracked?” Gawain was suddenly a little worried. “Do you want me to get a mason or blacksmith to come repair it for you?”
“…Tsk, forget it. It’s time for me to break out of my shell anyway. You people aren’t the enemy either.” The rock ball seemed to ponder for a moment, and then it shook its body. “Move further away, I’m going to leave my shell.”
Amber’s eyes instantly widened. “Wait a minute! You said you’re leaving your shell?! Then hold on! I’ve got to go get people!”
Miss Half-elf noisily left these words, and without waiting for anyone present to react, she flashed back into the shadows, leaving the rock ball, Gawain, and the others in puzzlement. The rock ball only spoke up after keeping quiet for a few seconds. “Then do I still come out?”
“Wait a moment. She’ll definitely be back soon.” Gawain could not grasp the thinking of that half-elf either. He could only comment, “She always has her own viewpoint.”
However, a short while later, Amber ran back in haste, and she was also tugging on Heidi and Pittman.
The two had evidently been pulled here while in a confusion.
“Ancestor, what has happened here?” Heidi saw the rock ball floating in mid-air the moment she stepped in; then she looked to Gawain. “Earlier, Amber hastily said something about how the dragon egg was about to hatch. I didn’t quite catch it…”
Whereas, Pittman had noticed the fallen and cracked traces on the bottom half of the rock once he entered. The little old man immediately cried out, “Gosh! This dragon egg is about to hatch!”


“Isn’t it, isn’t it!” Amber was so excited as if the one about to break out of the shell was herself. “That’s why I notified you two! By the way, do you two know how to take care of a small dragonman?”
The two people who were forcibly brought here instantly faltered, while Gawain considered whether or not to throw Amber out right now. However, the rock ball seemed as if it no longer had the patience to wait for these weird people to casually act as they pleased. An unusual low hum came from inside it as if it was being charged. The surface of the sphere began to vibrate violently, and those impervious yet rough materials of its outer shell continuously cracked through the vibrations. On the spot at the bottom half where a piece had already fallen off, pieces of ‘shell’ started to fall off its surface in succession.
 
Everyone no longer spoke; they watched this perplexing sphere with looks of surprise and anticipation while awaiting the moment the life inside it broke out of the shell.
Finally, accompanied by a string of bursting rattles, fine cracks swiftly spread over the sphere; then, all of the outer shell blew open at once!
The rock ball’s outer shell came off.
It was a smooth metal ball inside.
The metal ball swayed. “How is it? Am I shiny?”
 
Pittman realized that the entire hatching process had ended only then. He stared at the metal ball that was in mid-air with his mouth agape. “Eh, no… That’s it? Are you sure you have already left the eggshell?”
“I’m sure.”
“But you’re still an egg!” The old druid sounded as if he was about to go nuts. “You’re still an egg! What happened to being a dragon egg?”
Rebecca dazedly looked at the round silver ball floating before her eyes. She only blurted out after a long while, “So this is actually an egg egg…”
Chapter 92: Nicholas Egg
To be honest, this metal egg that hatched from the rock egg was indeed rather shiny. It looked slightly smaller than before, but still had a diameter of about 1.3 meters. The surface was a pure silver color, extremely smooth like a mirror; the flawless surface even gave a sense that it had been precisely polished in a machine. It floated in the air less than half a meter from the ground just like that while ranting with a metallic trill-like voice coming from inside it. “I will not accept this name! Is Egg Egg a name?! Open your eyes and look clearly. Which part of me looks like an egg — and when did I claim to be an egg?!”
“We’d always thought you were a dragon egg…” Rebecca circled the metal ball here and there like a curious cat. She would even boldly poke it with her staff from time to time (the amazing thing was the ball had no reaction to this). “Who would’ve known you’d still be an egg after hatching out of the egg… Isn’t an egg’s egg called Egg Egg?”
The metal ball vibrated with a buzz; its voice sounded exasperated. “You’re the one who hatched to be an egg! Your whole family is called Egg Egg! I’ve always been like this. Our whole tribe looks like this after we grow up!”
Gawain put in all his energy to suppress the twitching on his face. He forcibly used the countless years of cultivation of a satellite spirit to repress the inclination of his values collapsing. It was difficult as he maintained his rationality and composure and attempted to communicate with this metal egg before him. “You mentioned your whole tribe? Are there many other… living beings like you? What… exactly are you? Why have I never seen odd lifeforms like you?”
Regardless of what this egg was, it was quite unlikely to be a dragon. Old Gawain could confirm that he had never heard of such strange lifeforms in this world — assuming it was really a life form. The shape of this metal round ball was entirely different from all the lifeforms in this world. If it really had been something from natural evolution on this land, then it and its tribe could not have been concealed from Gawain’s pair of eyes that had hung in the sky for uncountable years.
Unless it had appeared in those periods of time where Gawain had ‘blacked out’.
The round ball heard Gawain’s question but wasn’t too cooperative. “This involves my secret. I am still unsure whether I can trust you bunch of barbarians. Besides, we have to first get the name clear no matter what. I won’t be called Egg Egg even if it kills me…”
“Do you have your own name?” Heidi curiously chimed in from the side. This question finally hit the nail on the head.
“Name… huh, right. I should have a name.” The metal egg came to a standstill in midair as it worked hard to recall. “Damn it… I’ve forgotten.”
 
Everyone: “…”
Gawain exclaimed, “You don’t even remember your own name yourself. What’s wrong with others giving you one?!”


The metal ball’s tone suddenly became especially deserving of a beating. “Then, in any case, I don’t want to be called Egg Egg.”
The veins in Gawain’s forehead could not help but bulge out again. “Do I have to call you Saint Nicholas Egg for you to be fine with it?”
The metal ball faltered instantly; then it actually began to sway happily from side to side. “Oh? This name is not bad…”
Gawain felt that interacting with this ball was essentially wearing out his longevity at a speed three times faster. Moreover, he’d recalled there was still a pile of troublesome matters outside that required him to handle. Hence, he shook his head. “Alright, to sum up, stay here obediently for one more day. We’ve just undergone an assault by monsters. There’s a big heap of troublesome follow-up matters that I have to attend to. I do not wish for you to create even more messes for me in this period of time.”
The metal egg landed leisurely, lying back into the pit where it had sat. “Sure, sure, sure, go ahead with your stuff. I can’t be bothered to run everywhere. Today’s hassle almost had me dead from exhaustion…”
Gawain glanced at this silver ‘giant egg’ with slight suspicion. He highly suspected whether this fellow could really sit still and not create trouble. But considering the fact that it had just experienced a hair-raising and utterly unsuccessful ‘escape’. He reckoned that it wouldn’t attempt it a second time anytime soon, so he would trust it for now.
There was no way out even if it didn’t trust him. There were still lots to be handled in the camp, and he could not waste all his time arguing with a ball.
The group left the tent. Before leaving, Heidi could not help but look back at the portieres that had been re-tied up. “Are we just going to leave the ball like that?”
Although it sounded like she was worried the ball would cause trouble, what was twinkling in her eyes was the glow of sheer curiosity and outburst of exploration. As a mage, a researcher, Heidi had a boundless interest towards ‘the unknown’, and a metal round ball that could float and speak was more ‘unknown’ than any of the ‘unknowns’ she had encountered in her life. Honestly, if it wasn’t because she shouldered responsibilities and that the ball would most likely be unwilling to cooperate, she would really want to transport that big ball to her own laboratory then and there. She could study it for a good half a month in one go.
Let’s not mention slicing it up; at the least, she had to drill a hole and see what its filling inside was…
At present, Gawain also knew Heidi quite well. Just by her expression, he knew what this granddaughter of his was thinking, but he didn’t reveal it anyway. He only shook his head. “It is no longer a rock ball that remains unmoving in the same spot. It is able to move, able to think, and its motility appears to be pretty good. It also has the talent to control metals and magical power. Nothing good might come out of forcefully controlling it. — We might not even be able to control it. So, we’d better have it take the initiative to cooperate.”


With that, he glanced at the soldiers standing guard not too far out.
These soldiers were still keeping guard at the barrier line set at more than ten meters from the tent, according to previous orders. Although they could not confirm whether this distance was outside of the metal control range of that Nicholas Egg, it gave the soldiers a bit more peace of mind.
  “Of course, we still have to strengthen the security,” Gawain said. “Change the militiamen to clan soldiers, but keep supervisory control from a distance as the principal thing. Tell those soldiers in advance that the sphere in the tent is a magical equipment that stores an ancient soul. Tell them not to have too much contact and interaction with the sphere. If the ball really does run free, have them report it immediately. Don’t get into a conflict with it. Though that ball is rather cowardly, when it bounces up and smashes people, even the aberrations were killed instantly with one strike. Ordinary soldiers won’t be able to stop it at all.”
“What exactly do you think the ball is?” Heidi asked with a frown. “Could it… really be a magic creation of the ancient Gondor Empire?”
After the ‘dragon egg hypothesis’ was eliminated, Heidi couldn’t help but think in this direction. In this world, the Gondor heritage shared many similarities with the legend of the gigantic dragons. For example, both were very suited to be used as an explanation for the inexplicable. Their role was very similar to ‘metaphysics’ on Earth…
“The Gondor Empire isn’t omnipotent either.” Gawain shook his head. “Even if it’s the arcanist and puppet mages from the Meteoric Era, they wouldn’t have been able to create a magical creation of such a level, something that possessed intelligence.”
Yet he had another half of his sentence that he hadn’t vocalized: Don’t mention the magic artificial intelligence experts of the Gondor Empire; even before the Gondor Empire, every kingdom, every civilization, every race that had lived on this continent had never seen intelligent creations of such level.
Gawain still didn’t dare to completely eliminate the possibility that the ball was a ‘man-made object’, but at the least, he could certainly confirm that the ball wasn’t a creation of any race on this continent.
In actuality, he was leaning more towards the belief that the ball really came from some strange intelligent race outside of human knowledge.
The only unknown was how it had arrived at this continent…
Upon hearing Gawain’s reply, Heidi’s head bowed slightly as she sank into deep thought. Meanwhile, the druid Pittman beside them remained silent. In fact, he had already stopped talking all of a sudden earlier in the tent. Till now, he still looked extremely troubled and dejected. This had Gawain sparing him a few more glances. “You’ve got questions too?”


“Why is that egg still an egg after hatching…?” The old druid’s eyebrows were about to be tangled together. “Why is it not a dragon egg?”
Even Amber couldn’t watch on. “Why are you still so attached to the ‘dragon egg’!”
The little old man scratched his own neck. “It’s a dragon egg! When hatched, it’d be a dragon! Even just a random scale or some blood— Do you know how much money they could be exchanged for? Even if they can’t be sold for money, if I directly carry a baby dragon to the Sacred Dragon Kingdom, I can at the very least exchange for an Earl position on the spot!”
“For just that thought of yours, you should, at the least, be hung more than forty times when you’re thrown to Sacred Dragon Kingdom.” Gawain glared at the little old man. “If you have the time and effort to indulge in foolish ideas, tell me how the wounded are doing.”
The little old man twiddled his own beard with force and then finally let go of that topic with a sigh. “Alright, it’s not a dragon egg if it says so. You don’t have to worry about the wounded. I have already sent the best potions that I could produce. Those with more severe injuries have also had them tended to with magic. I can confirm there won’t be any more cases of death from severe injuries. To be honest, this is a miracle. I initially thought that even if those bold plans of yours were successful, we would still have a considerable number of dead soldiers. Unexpectedly — essentially — all are wounded. There actually wasn’t one death at all.”
“You’ve underestimated the equipment of the Gondor Empire.” Gawain shook his head. “For soldiers in that era, it was very difficult to die.”
 
The little old man glanced at Gawain and then commented flatly, “Then you’d better have some sense of crisis. I overheard your two knights chatting. Most of the armors and battle crystals have been damaged, and it seems like there’s still no way to repair and recharge those items. Though they’ve preserved the soldiers’ lives, the equipment themselves could not be preserved. Given this rate of consumption, you’d be wearing even a mountain away in no time.”
“No need to worry. We already have even better weapons.” Gawain looked in the direction of camp with a smile. “More importantly, we have even better ideas.”
Amber was the one who spoke this time, “Are you referring to those explosive crystals that you used to blow up the cliff and create traps?”
Gawain nodded lightly.
“Alright, the might of those crystals are indeed rather substantial, but it’s not quite realistic if you want to solve all your problems with just them.” Amber shook her head. “The restrictions on their usage are too big, and they lack a safe way to detonate. Let me tell you, when Heidi detonated them at that point in time, I was almost scared out of my wits. I was already hiding in the Shadow Realm but still somersaulted several times from the force of the blast. This I’ve got to complain about. That bimbo granddaughter of yours only created a shield for her-self…


 
Heidi who was following behind Gawain instantly glowered at Amber.
Yet Gawain did not notice the small sparks between the half-elf and his great-great-great-great… great granddaughter. He only smiled as he looked out into the distance. On the horizon, the massive sun was slowly setting. The rosy clouds at the skyline and the rays dispersed from around the sun added radiance and beauty to each other; the sight was exceptionally resplendent.
Anything would be flawed when it first emerged.
Since the crisis of aberrations had subsided for now, they should focus their energy on resolving these flaws.
Chapter 93: After the Victory
The crisis had been averted, but there was more work to be done.
The injured required recuperation; someone had to handle the reparations; the frightened residents of the territory had to be pacified; the production work at the camp had to be put back on track again.
The first thing Gawain did was to gather all those blood-red skeletons that had accumulated outside the camp, the mountain pass, and the mountain path. He had used up nearly a third of the manpower to transport those remains back to the camp before they disintegrated. They then stacked the remains at the southern bank of the White River, stacking up a fearsome mountain of skeletons near the sawmill.
The bodies of those monsters were massive and sinister. Even after they died and after their remains were ‘disintegrating’ for one day and one night, the remaining portions still had a terrifying appearance and volume. They were simply stacked up without any order, and there was a constant spiral of smoke and mist that were a mix of black and red. It was just like a formless flame that was burning. Inside the pile of skeletons, there were fewer than ten percent of the skeletons that were complete.
The complete skeletons were mostly left behind from the battle with the defense team. Those monsters that were buried by the cliffs and blasted to death by the ‘landmines’ all had incomplete corpses.
Gawain picked out those skeletons that had a complete frame and supported them using wooden stands. He then placed them in order at the southern bank of the White River. From far away, it looked like the northern side of the camp had a new and dreadful perimeter wall. In front of the pile of bones within the wall, Gawain raised a tall wooden platform.
Every individual in the camp could see the construction process of the pile of bones and the wooden platform. Most of the commoners and serfs got a shock when they saw those horrifying blood-red skeletons. The fear they experienced when their homeland was destroyed back then had arisen involuntarily again, but the thunderous explosions during the defensive battle a day ago had dispelled a portion of their fear. Even those illiterate serfs understood something… Since they were alive in this place and those monsters were stacked up at the riverbank, it meant that their leader’s army had obtained complete victory, and it meant that those monsters weren’t as terrifying.
The soldiers rushed around the camp and announced the leader’s order to gather: Duke Gawain Cecil had ordered everyone on this land to head toward the riverbank’s tall platform to listen for new orders.
The camp that had less than a thousand individuals was easy to move around. Soon enough, everyone had gathered at the plaza located beside the sawmill. Gawain stood at the wooden platform that was constructed at the last moment. He stood in front of the gathered residents while there was a pile of blood-red bones that were constantly disintegrating and fuming with elemental smog.
 
Heidi released the sound amplification spell, allowing the voice on the tall platform to echo throughout the plaza…
“Residents of the Cecil Clan! Today, I have three things to announce.” Gawain stabbed the Sword of Pioneers on the ground and took a glance at the residents below before he suddenly raised his sword and pointed it at the rows of skeletons that were arranged along the riverbank. “First of all, I want to announce a celebration. For these monsters that once destroyed the Cecil territory, that once massacred your brothers, sisters, and friends, that threatened all of our lives not long ago, these monsters have been defeated! They met us head-on and suffered a crushing defeat! These monsters numbered nearly a thousand, a number that is nearly ten times the camp’s defensive force. But they were ultimately unable to take half a step into our camp… You should know how powerful and frightful these monsters are, but you should also know that these monsters are not undefeatable!”


These words had made the residents below to raise a little uproar; it had made them realize that these were truly simple and honest words. Originally, the residents had guessed that their lord was going to announce the celebration for this unbelievable victory. Gawain’s current words had simply knocked down the facts and started to brew a passionate and exciting atmosphere.
Gawain’s next words were about to turn this atmosphere into cheers. “In order to celebrate, after we finish today’s work, everyone in the camp will get to eat meat soup and white bread! And also the ale transported here from Tanzan Town!”
Soon enough, there were cheers echoing in parts of the crowd… The cheers became a starter that ultimately made everyone cheer along.
Gawain waved his hand while the crowd started to turn quiet. Immediately after, Gawain continued, “Secondly, I want to thank and express my gratitude to everyone for their contributions to the defense of the camp… It includes my soldiers and all of you too.”
Gawain had purposely paused, and as expected, the crowd below started to stir up.
Because this was the first time they had heard such a strange speech.
A noble was expressing gratitude to the commoners and even the serfs… Furthermore, it was such an official and solemn occasion. This was definitely not a joke!
Some of the people started to look at each other in dismay because they felt bewildered. Some of the serfs standing at the corners started to glance around because they didn’t feel that this matter was related to them.
But they saw a few of the individuals being ‘escorted’ by the soldiers, and they walked to the platform and stood behind Gawain.
“This piece of land isn’t just my territory. It is also your home. The people that defended this piece of land aren’t just the lord and the lord’s army. All this is also because of your contributions,” Gawain spoke seriously and was saying things that would be considered unorthodox and bizarre in this era.
“Each and every one of you has put in effort for the defense battle… You smelted those ‘furnace slags’. You filtered out the crystals. You produced the wooden boxes. You carved the runes. You harvested the herbs. You washed and starched the soldiers’ clothes. You cut holes on the Dark Range’s cliff. You dug traps in the mountain path. All those things are the things that protected your homeland and your lives!”


  The crowd raised an even bigger uproar. At least half of the people didn’t understand the logic and significance of Gawain’s words, while the other half didn’t believe what they were hearing. Mixed in the crowd was Amber, who was responsible for yelling out ‘awesome’ every so often, but she had also forgotten what she was supposed to be doing. She looked at Gawain and muttered, “Is this fellow sick in the brain… Isn’t he admitting that the commoners and nobles have the same value and purpose…”
After Gawain spoke, he didn’t bother about the reaction from below and gestured to those behind him to come up to the platform.
Apart from this territory’s soldiers, the others were the commoner laborers that had thick limbs and were wearing coarse and tattered clothes. These people had nervous expressions while they walked to the front of the platform and looked at a loss. They already knew what their lord was going to do, but they didn’t know how they should react. They were like rusty puppets that were moving stiffly as they were afraid they might miss out on an instruction.
Stonemason Gordon accidentally took half a step more than others and ended up in a position that was almost the same as Gawain. In the beginning, Gordon didn’t notice this point as he only saw the densely packed crowd below. This was the first time he stood in front of so many people, and it was on a platform. This had made the old stonemason who had a body of firm muscles tremble. Subsequently, he noticed that he had ‘exceeded’ his position, and that caused his face to change greatly.
But Gawain merely laughed and said to the others in a soft voice, “Stand along with the stonemason. This position is meant for all of you.”
At this moment, the people below had already recognized the one standing above… This camp had a mere eight hundred individuals, and most of them were survivors of the disaster at the Cecil territory. Most of them were already very familiar with one another, and they were even able to call out the names of the serfs.
“That’s the stonemason — old man Gordon!”
“Isn’t that Hunter by his side? The one who hunts?”
“Who is that skinny and small person?”
“Isn’t he a serf of the territory? Holme was it? He’s the one smelting ‘slags’ at the furnace…”
“I recognize the soldier. It’s Krim. I heard that he killed two of those monsters yesterday… None of his brothers and sisters were able to escape from the territory unfortunately…”


Right at this moment, Gawain’s voice echoed and interrupted the soft discussions from below. “These people are the ones that made the greatest contribution during the defense of the camp. They are the most outstanding individuals at their jobs, and they are the most hardworking craftsman and the bravest residents. Towards them, I will honor my promise in advance.”
“Holme, Terry, and Wacker, all of you are originally serfs and slave workers. Right now, you’re free citizens! From now on, you can possess your own property and use your hands to strive for your own land and house. But remember, the freedom to work and live is also the freedom to starve and degrade. From today onwards, your lives are in your own hands. Do not let down this freedom you’ve received.”
 
“Stonemason Gordon, Huntsman Hunter, Soldier Krim, all of you are already free citizens. Hence, you shall obtain a piece of newly plowed land and will also be the first batch of people to receive your residences after the construction of the houses. In addition, Krim, due to your outstanding bravery, Sir Byron has the intention to give you guidance. If you’re willing, you can start as a knight’s retainer.”
The names of the people that were mentioned had puffed out their chests. Gawain then took the copper crests prepared in advance from Heidi and pinned them onto their clothes.
The crest was truly simple and crude; it was actually a flattened piece of copper that was carved with the insignia of the Cecil Clan. On the back of the crest, it had the words “New Cecil Clan’s First Defensive Battle Commemoration”. Heidi, Rebecca, and the others didn’t understand the significance of making these things… because these ‘copper pieces’ weren’t currency, and Gawain had also stated clearly that they must not be used for transactions. In other words, these were worthless things unless they were smelted and sold as copper.
But Gawain insisted on making these things.
After pinning these things on their clothes, Gawain whispered to them, “This is the symbol of glory.”
 
The symbols were indeed simple and crude. Due to the sudden request, he didn’t have time to create the various ‘brave combat awards’, ‘production excellence awards’, or ‘outstanding contribution awards’ (though the people of the territory might not be able to understand them). But no matter what, such a merit system had to be established.
This wasn’t just an encouragement; it was also a symbol for others.
The people below the stage might not be able to see those crests clearly, but they could obviously feel the honor of standing on the platform, causing them to look forward to standing on the platform as they looked on with envy.
Immediately after, Gawain announced the third thing, “Thirdly, it is regarding the territory’s army.”
Chapter 94: Regarding the Army
For now, this ‘army’ in this world could only be evaluated by Gawain as — outlandish.
At least within the borders of the Anzu Kingdom.
Civilization had severely regressed; production capabilities were low; the aristocrats were divided; the higher-up military professions were only willing to work together with an unconditional regime due to various factors, causing the abnormality in the Anzu Kingdom’s military system. Nominally, the kingdom was a united entity, but in fact, every noble clan was occupying their own independent kingdom. The so-called king was merely the most prominent feudal lord among the rest; furthermore, he might not even be the one with the most authority. This kingdom didn’t have all their military personnel together; there were only soldiers of various noble clans and also the royal knights of St. Soniel City. As well, the various noble clans didn’t have top-down sovereignty. They were similar to ancient Europe on Earth where they had a severe case of my vassals’ vassals aren’t my vassals. Even the purported king’s vassals, the noble southern clans, were merely adhering to the royal clan in the form of alliances. They were merely providing information about the places that the kingdom was responsible for, sent troops during war, and had a few other obligations. However, they wouldn’t listen to other requests from the king.
The soldiers under them were naturally serving them only.
Even the small number of soldiers under a viscount was also serving the viscount only.
Then, what if a major noble clan was going to conduct a war? How was he going to assemble an army?
Simple. If the noble had enough prestige, had a good reason for the war, and was able to guarantee enough benefits after the war, then the various feudal lords under the noble’s authority would have the obligation to lead their private troops to assist in the battle. These private troops would form their own groups and would be led by the feudal lords or the powerful military professionals sent by the feudal lords. It was normally the latter, as the nobles in this era’s Anzu Kingdom had already degraded so much that they didn’t know how to ride into war; hence, they could only use money to hire experts to oversee the clan. During war, the formation would be filled with various flags and formed a ‘mixed army’ that would march in a grand manner. After weighing the strength of the enemy and their benefits, they would choose to either fight with little effort or lay down and pretend to be dead. After the war was finished, the leaders of the groups would look for the chief commander or the king to settle the distribution of the spoils of war.
The result of such a military system was obvious: the kingdom overall didn’t have a professional army, and there wasn’t a unified military system or regulation for training soldiers. Each noble clan would use their own individual methods to assemble their own private army. The weapons were different; the military systems were different; the logistics were different; even the army trained by the noble clan’s feudal lord and his son would be different… if the father and son’s relationship wasn’t good.
Apart from the myriad of soldiers, such a disordered military system resulted in a series of severe consequences: it would be extremely slow for the army’s combat strength to take form; there would be a low training efficiency; there were no standards in selecting soldiers; the number of army deserters would be terrifyingly high. Furthermore, once the expert leading the army perished, the entire group of soldiers would be done for… because they didn’t have discipline or the knowledge on how to proceed. They merely learned how to follow the leading knight and charge.
 
The Cecil Clan was slightly superior in this aspect as compared to other noble clans. As the ‘southern guardian clan’ that resisted the monsters’ invasion at the borders — even if the Cecil Clan had regressed — they still retained the institution that had been passed down for generations: the fairly rational militia system.
Apart from the official soldiers (who were also the clan’s warriors), the Cecil Clan’s soldiers had another source, and they were the trained militias. The clan’s knights would train these free citizens who were enlisted and instructed using the standard method of training official soldiers. When they were free, they would be training. When they were busy, they would be farming. They would then serve as a supplement for the official soldiers when the numbers weren’t enough. At the same time, by using such a method, the clan could prepare a large number of reserve troops. Because there were a lot of individuals who had received basic military training, during emergencies, the Cecil Clan had a much easier time supplementing the official soldiers as compared to other noble clans.


The criteria of militia enlistment and also for militiamen to be able to become soldiers had been enlarged by Rebecca from free citizens to serfs. This resulted in an advancement of the system.
But Gawain decided to advance it further.
When considering his future plans, he required a professional and specialized army with a stable source of troops. Hence, he was planning to dismiss the separated system between militias and clan warriors. He was going to convert all the soldiers into a unified ‘Combat Corps’. He requested all of the soldiers to follow the new and unified method for training and would issue a salary to them.
Before this, the noble clans’ private soldiers didn’t have any salary. Normally, the private soldiers would have to prepare their own weapons or have to purchase the weapons from the feudal lords. Before they went on a campaign, they had to prepare their own rations too. The soldiers were still willing to fight wars for the noble clans in such situations because they were allowed to ‘plunder personally’. The soldiers could plunder on the battlefield and also after the cities were seized. They would be able to keep half the spoils, and it would serve as their reward as soldiers.
The situation of the Cecil Clan and the others were different. Generations of the Cecil Clan’s feudal lords would use a rental method to supply the soldiers with weapons and equipment. They would also issue rations as compensation for any delay in farm work due to training or war. But apart from all these, the soldiers didn’t have salaries either, and the rations were only enough for them to barely get by.
As it should be, Gawain decided to issue salaries to professional soldiers and also announced that the Cecil Clan’s military personnel would be forbidden from any personal plunder.
If the soldiers wanted to be promoted or have additional rewards, it was simple. Gawain had also promised to implement a detailed reference for outstanding military service and various contributions to conduct promotions. In comparison to how they plundered chaotically and like savages in the past, there would be more wealth that could be obtained in exchange for killing enemies dauntlessly and for carrying out orders well.
  This matter wasn’t a problem because the Cecil Clan had always been battling monsters; they had only fought the foreign barbarian tribes in the earlier days. Their soldiers didn’t have any habit of plunder at all, and they had been maintaining their loyalty to the Cecil Clan all the time because of those supplementary rations and the various benevolent policies for those families that participated in the military. This time, Gawain was merely turning the ‘prohibition on personal plunder’ into an actual law. No one had any objection, and they even welcomed the idea. After all, Gawain had promised that even when serfs participated in the military, they could also rely on outstanding military service to get promotions. In the past, only the clan’s warriors had such a privilege.
But the next matter might make some have differing opinions. In order to maintain and extend the original militia system, Gawain set the law that all adult males on the territory had the obligations to receive basic military training during the idle farming periods. It had changed from an enlistment into a compulsory one, and it applied to all male citizens.
This didn’t mean that everyone would have to fight in the war. It was to guarantee that all the citizens had basic military skills, and it would allow them to be converted into professional soldiers more easily.
If this matter was proposed at some other time, it would probably cause a lot of resentment. But right now, the assault of the monsters had just happened less than a day ago. Gawain Cecil’s prestige was now unprecedentedly high. After personally protecting the camp and giving them inspiration, this new regulation was announced without any trouble.


Moreover, everyone was lighthearted. Since they were already ‘working’ during their forced labor under the feudal lord, they would also be ‘working’ when they participated in the military training. If thought like that, there weren’t a whole of changes actually. It was fine as long as they could eat until they were full.
Furthermore, if they had the chance to be selected as official soldiers, after putting on armor and wielding a sword, they would be considered ‘half a respectable person’. This was a rare opportunity for most of the people that had been living in poverty. The prerequisite for this opportunity was to use their idle farming period to train. It was totally worth it.
The changes to the military system weren’t going to be completed in just a single day. The details involved were far beyond what a few words could explain. After considering the audience’s ability to accept and the various complexities, Gawain didn’t explain all of his thoughts on the platform. He merely spoke roughly about the formation of the ‘Combat Corps’ and the basic military training before he left the tall platform. As for the details… he would need to discuss them with Heidi and the two knights.
Everything he had announced today was just a foundation. To be frank, with the current state of the territory, everything he had said was perhaps a little ahead of time… In order to develop this land, they would have, at most, over eight hundred individuals. Among these people, there were a hundred that had been pulled out for military training as soldiers. These one hundred individuals could be considered the Cecil Clan’s entire ‘army’. The scale and the concept in Gawain’s imagination of the future were simply poles apart.
 
But these one hundred individuals should not be underestimated. The ratio of militia had already reached a deranged extent… The population had been converted into professional soldiers at an 8:1 ratio. Just looking at the ratio, it was the same as writing the word militaristic on the face. In Gawain’s imagination, when this world was at peace, the militia ratio of the kingdom would be within the range of 40:1 to 70:1, or even lower. Even during war, the ratio wouldn’t exceed one tenth… unless it was a great battle for survival or back when the northern barbarian tribes attacked with their entire population in arms.
But on Gawain’s territory, one-eighth of the population were soldiers!
If these were all full-time soldiers, then it meant that nearly all of the camp’s supplies would have to be supplied to the combat personnel at a ratio of 8:1 for the entire camp. It meant that development would stagnate and that the stability of the society would decline. As such, not all of the soldiers of this territory were full-time soldiers. Apart from their normal training and guard duties, soldiers would participate in the construction and development work of the camp. It was to ensure there was sufficient labor.
This had made them close to a construction army. Gawain was glad that none of the soldiers had any complaints about this.
One of the reasons was because almost half of the soldiers were militiamen, and they weren’t full-time soldiers in the first place. The rest of the soldiers were veterans who were extremely loyal. Furthermore, the Cecil Clan had always been strict in military management and had ensured that the warriors of the clan didn’t become lazy soldiers who were all take and no give, resulting in the current advantageous situation.
 
Even if this was the case, the soldier ratio of 8:1 wasn’t a long term plan. Gawain’s next plan was to think of a method to attract more people here, and it was the camp’s greatest shortcoming.
If the population couldn’t keep up, everything else would be a fantasy. If Gawain wanted to produce a professional and specialized modern army from just an eight-hundred population with one hundred soldiers, even he wouldn’t believe in such a fantastic dream even if he had opened the coffin’s cover back then and got smashed on the head.


But he had to set down the framework in advance even if it was just a framework… Because once there was a huge import of population, it would be too late to change a lot of things. By then, if they didn’t have a firm and mature framework to support, all the hard work that Gawain did would be diluted by the newcomers, which might consist of crooks among honest folk.
After dismissing the gathering, Gawain immediately called for the two knights and the rest of the supervisors. Furthermore, he had also called for the farmer Norris, who had been adapting to the position of ‘Agricultural Manager’ over the past 10 days, and also the blacksmith Hummel, who had already started to be in charge of the steelworks’ matters.
Chapter 95: Veronica
All the management personnel of the camp were gathered, and they discussed their future path in Gawain’s tent.
Amber was rather restless as she sat in the seat beside Rebecca. She would turn here and there to survey the surroundings from time to time as if searching for a chance to sneak out at any time. After noticing that Gawain had absolutely no intention of letting her go, she could not help but grumble, “Say, just hold a meeting if you want to, why must you have me here… It’s not like I understand those things you’re saying.”
“Keeping you within sight is mainly to prevent you from going out and being a nuisance to others,” Gawain responded casually; he ignored Amber’s expression of baring and gnashing her teeth in the next second. He went directly to the subject. “I gathered everyone because I wanted to first explain one thing — the crisis has yet to pass.”
Rebecca’s eyes instantly widened as she stared blankly at Gawain. “Ah? Haven’t we already repelled those monsters?”
“That’s the key.” Gawain shook his head. “We only repelled them once, but would they not come anymore?”
Everyone present gazed at one another, whereas the farmer Norris, who was at such an occasion for the first time, instinctively shrunk his neck. He wasn’t startled by what Gawain said; in fact, he hadn’t even paid attention to Gawain’s words. This down-to-earth farmer only felt especially awkward to be here, given his status. Every single person around him was someone he had to look up to in the former days, but they were now all seated with him. This made him exceptionally nervous.
On the other hand, Hummel, who was seated beside him, was doing pretty well. Although this blacksmith was also of humble birth, as he was responsible for smelting steel for lords year in and year out, he had lots of experience interacting with aristocrats. At present, he appeared to be perfectly calm and collected.
Heidi noticed Norris’s nervousness, but she did not say anything. Instead, she carried on with Gawain’s subject. “Ancestor, haven’t you already verified the integrity of the Great Barrier? Its self-repairing capability…”
“It has indeed repaired itself, but I’m not sure if it will be compromised again,” Gawain said. “Everyone, we have to be clear on one thing — although we have just resolved a crisis, it is far from an absolute, complete victory. The Great Barrier isn’t a creation of the gods. Even if it was a miracle, it was a miracle from seven hundred years ago. The monsters that wandered out from the Gondor Wasteland are enough to illustrate that this barrier isn’t almighty. Now, this barrier is aging, so we have to be prepared for the possibility of it malfunctioning again.”
 
Amber held her chin and muttered, “Then we should simply just run…”
“Where to?” Gawain glanced at the half-elf. “Once the Great Barrier collapses, the pollution will spread throughout the entire continent. Besides, do you think everyone is like you? Able to dart away several hundreds of kilometers at the first sign of trouble, and able to survive in some casual nook or cranny?”


Following that, he waved his hand. “I’m reminding all of you only because I don’t wish for you to let down your guard too much. I do not mean to say that the Great Barrier that has stood for seven centuries is about to collapse anytime. I’ve confirmed it the last time. Overall, it is still operating normally. The hole was probably just a ‘small problem’. According to the blueprint from those days and the general endurance of the elves’ creations, it is unlikely to completely collapse in the next few decades, so no need to be too nervous.”
The crowd present only heaved sighs of relief then, while Sir Philip went on solemnly, “Even if that’s the case, our victory has had a great deal of luck. If the enemy’s numbers had been slightly higher, if the effect of those traps had been slightly lesser, if those monsters had been slightly luckier when they set off the traps, the outcome of the battle would have been the total opposite. The constitution of aberrations is far beyond that of humans. Moreover, when their numbers are enough, just the auras they emit would be enough to kill all living beings within an extensive range. When their numbers increase by one, the pressures that the soldiers have to face is more than double. Our victory… isn’t that comforting.”
This honest young knight had undisguisedly vocalized his inner thoughts, and it also happened to be what Gawain wanted to say. “That’s right. We cannot be hoodwinked by this victory. Our camp remains very vulnerable in all aspects. Now, we’ve merely settled down here. We’re still far from gaining a firm foothold. That is why I called all of you together, to speak about my subsequent plans.”
Heidi spoke up curiously, “Subsequent plans?”
“Build walls, store up grains, increase population, increase production of steel,” Gawain said while tapping lightly on the surface of the desk. He then looked towards Rebecca, “How is the progress with baking ‘cement’?”
“Um… I’ve yet to succeed,” Rebecca said with slight dejection. “Actually there has been some progress. A type of porous rock extracted near the iron mine combined with clay has produced something very similar. But many tests are still required to determine the optimal ratio, temperature, and baking duration. At this point in time, since the furnaces’ have been putting almost all effort into producing crystals, the progress of ‘cement’ is very slow.”
In other words, she had already seen the light?
Gawain was rather pleased at heart. He looked at Rebecca who was a little lacking in confidence. “Not bad, having found the direction is the greatest progress. Your most important task now is to make the best use of time and come up with a truly usable cement formula, the faster, the better. In addition, the production of ‘Rebecca Crystals’ cannot stop. Retain at least a third of the furnaces to be baking crystals at all times, and set aside a group of people to specially handle the washing and selection. The newly built warehouse at the southwest of camp is yours. Use it to store those crystals.”
With that, he turned to Norris. “How about the land cultivation?”
The old farmer stood up instinctively but sat down slightly embarrassedly again. He was only done organizing what he wanted to say a few seconds later. “One hectometer of cultivated land has been opened at the eastern and western sides of camp respectively and planted with sweet-wood roots and fire-leaves. The magic of Lord Druid and the potions that he created were both especially effective. The speed at which the crops are growing is scarily fast. We might be able to harvest even before Frost Month arrives, and we would have a surplus after feeding everyone—”
Gawain cut Norris off. “You are the Agricultural Manager. You do not have to address people of the same rank as Lord. In fact, you do not have to address me that way either. Call me by my official title or aristocratic rank.”


Norris peeked a look at Gawain rather nervously and repeatedly agreed. “Yes, yes, Duke…”
Whereas Pittman who was beside him wore a glum face. “It’s so rare to have someone address me that way. Can’t you let me enjoy it for a few more days…”
“Duke,” Norris continued at this point, “there is one other issue that I hope you may permit.”
  “Speak your mind.”
“The land on the northern banks of the White River, I hope they can be cultivated too,” Norris said. “I brought people to examine the land. The quality of the soil is great, and there are few pebbles as well. However, because there is a need to cross the river, it wasn’t included in the cultivation plan from the very start, but I believe it would be good to make use of that area. When the monsters attacked this time, a considerable number of people, the farmers especially, were worried about the land on the southern side of the White River. If we could cultivate another piece of land on the opposite bank…”
Norris stopped there, seeming like he didn’t know how to go on. A hint of restlessness and anticipation appeared on his dark and wrinkled face. Gawain responded to this very quickly, “I approve. The cultivation of the northern bank will be listed under the second phase of the cultivation plan. But before that, we have to build a bridge over the White River, relying on just a few logs won’t do… Heidi, note this down.”
“Next would be regarding population,” Gawain said while looking at Heidi. “What thoughts do you have about this?”
Heidi put down the dip pen in her hand and pondered seriously for a while. “Actually… the simplest way would be to buy serfs. On the whole, their background would be clear and clean. There’s not much need to worry about their loyalty, but this would require quite a sum of money, and we might not be able to buy enough to meet the numbers. Secondly, it would be good to take in refugees. As the harvests of the Southern Borders in recent years haven’t been good and conflicts have erupted many times between a few aristocratic families with fiefs, till now, there have been a significant number of refugees without definite residence. To the majority of the aristocrats, the extra population is a burden, and refugees from other territories are like livestock. Therefore, these people lead difficult lives between a rock and a hard place. They’re even ‘cheaper’ than serfs. Give them food, and they would follow…”
Speaking of this, Heidi could not help but shake her head. “But the problem is also very obvious. It’s difficult to check the background of these people. In the process of wandering everywhere, they have also picked up many bad habits of pilfering. If we have them enter the territory in large numbers, public security would become a big problem.”
Amber’s voice suddenly sounded pensively, “If abiding by the law promises a good and prosperous life, a good half of the bards and hoodlums would all try to find a job. They did not choose to be rats because they like to live in the sewers. Do you think anyone would choose a life of starving daily and getting whipped because they like to steal?”
Heidi watched Amber dazedly; this was the first time she did not retort this half-elf’s words. And Gawain commented coolly a few seconds later, “You were still thinking of stealing my stamp the day before yesterday. In the end, you were thrown out of the tent by me. Although what you said made a lot of sense, do you really have the cheek to be saying that yourself?”


“I was just joking with you. Did you have to go so far?!”
“Stop!” Gawain immediately waved his hand and cut Amber off. He thought to himself: that was close; one really couldn’t be unguarded at all when communicating with this disgrace to the elves; you’d never know that if you responded to just one comment of hers, you would involuntarily become a joker. “The expansion of the population still requires more planning. Hummel, share about the progress with steel…”
…
At the same time, upstream of the White River, a beautiful ship that had been completely painted white — with three sails open and the emblem of the Anzu royal family hanging from it — sailed steadily on the river. There were several smaller ships guarding its front and back.
On a side of that white ship, a special faint gold symbol could be seen. It was a circular ring radiating gold light, with two intersecting rays of light.
That was the symbol of the Church of the Holy Light.
In the entire Anzu, situations where the royal emblem and the symbol of the Church were present together were rare. Thus, this scene naturally attracted the attention of residents of Tanzan Town who were on the riverbanks.
 
The people of this ship had set off from the Anzu capital. After drifting for a month on the Duoergong River, then turning from the canal into White River, and sailing for another week, they finally arrived at this barren land at the borders of the kingdom.
This had truly been an arduous journey, but no one on the ship complained because a person who, given her status and identity, absolutely didn’t have to undergo this rocky journey was also on this ship. And this person had never made a single complaint.
On the upper deck of the ship White Oak, which belonged to the royal family, in a room specially meant for praying, the Saint Princess who had the title of ‘lady favored by the light’, Veronica, gradually opened her eyes.
She had long pale-blond hair. Her looks slightly resembled her brother, Edmund Moen, but she was even softer and more attractive. Being immersed in the path of the holy light through the years had her possessing a remarkably holy, pure, and firm disposition. Even if she was merely dressed in a plain white nun gown, an unapproachable aura lingered around her as if she was a deity that had descended from the sky.


Until minutes after she had finished praying did the utterly aloof, inhuman aura gradually fade from her body.
 
As if sensing the change in aura in the praying room, a timely knock sounded. A female voice with almost no changes in emotion sounded from outside. “Your Highness, we have arrived at Tanzan Town. Do you want to pull to shore to meet with Viscount Andrew?”
The faint glow in Veronica’s eyes slowly faded. She replied gently, “No, just send an envoy there. The Lord gave me a revelation. I cannot remain here. I have to hurry to the Cecil territory. There—there is something that The Lord has guided for me to see.”
The aura outside the door left. Veronica narrowed her eyes slightly. Holy light floated in her eyes again as if it could not be controlled.
She closed her eyes fully and entered meditation once more.
Chapter 96: The Hundred People Who Were Late
The aid that had the pioneering camp eagerly awaiting for more than a month was finally here.
Early that day, a clipper had sped down from the upstream and stopped by the logging shed in the West. Then, the envoys who disembarked from the boat communicated with the soldiers guarding the logging shed and informed them that the contingent from the capital was about to arrive. The soldiers took fast horses and sent this piece of news to camp at top speed. Gawain immediately halted his work on hand and headed to the camp’s pier to prepare to receive them.
The pier here had been reconstructed and built upon the foundations of the temporary pier. Although it had yet to achieve the standard for long-term use, it now had a broader jetty and sturdier structure. To the west of it was the timber mill whereas vast empty land had been set aside in the east in preparation for future expansion. Now, there were already a considerable number of people standing on that empty land. Everyone was curious as to what the contingent from the capital looked like. About half of the people in the entire camp had gathered here.
Gawain did not stop all this. On the contrary, it was something he had specially permitted. The support contingent from the city of St. Soniel would significantly reassure the people of the territory. And in this place that lacked all sorts of entertainment, monotonous labor itself would result in the accumulation of pressure. Having some novel happenings in the territory was one of the most effective ways to raise the masses’ spirit.
Amber stood on the walkway of the pier, propped on her tiptoes as she looked toward the upstream of the White River. Her body shook and swayed here and there without rest. After waiting for a short while, she could no longer hold it in. “Why aren’t they here yet… I feel like I’m about to grow cobwebs soon.”
“How amazingly quick must that spider be.” Gawain gave this girl an eye-roll. “You just arrived, and you’ve been standing here for a total of less than fifteen minutes, alright?”
“Hey, hey, what do you think the people from the capital look like?”
“Don’t impose a bumpkin manner on yourself. You haven’t been to the capital or something?”
“Tch, it’s no fun talking to you.” Amber pursed her lips, but she began chattering again within a few seconds. “Hey, hey, have you heard? The figure leading the contingent seems to be very extraordinary…”
 
“Veronica, Francis the Second’s only daughter. The ‘Saint Princess’ who devoted herself to the Holy Light two years ago.” Gawain’s face was void of expression. “Mm, it was indeed slightly contrary to my expectations. I didn’t think that this princess — who allegedly stays in the Cathedral of the Holy Light all year round and never participates in any political agenda — would actually come out and personally lead this contingent… Tsk, pity I don’t know her well. Neither can I infer anything from that.”
Amber sneered through her nose with great disdain. “Tch, you bunch of aristocrats just have so many unnecessary misgivings. You insist on analyzing and arriving at schemes and plots out of everything, wishing even a fart of hers has consequences and connections to the past.”


Heidi who stood behind Gawain immediately frowned. “Utterly coarse. No improvement at all.”
Amber’s eyes instantly widened; she was just about to argue with Heidi, but Gawain suddenly raised his hand. “Save it, they’re here.”
On the riverbank shaded by the woods, the shadow of a sail crossed the trees and appeared on the water surface of the upstream of the White River.
A big, graceful white ship and several small and medium-sized clippers that looked to be guards were floating down the river.
There was a very clear emblem of the Anzu royal family on it; its outer appearance also fit that reported by the envoy. Without doubt, this was it.
And at the same moment, the people on ‘White Oak’ also caught sight of the campsite by the riverbank in the distance.
The craftsmen and apprentices had been pent up in their cabins for many days. Their endurance in all aspects had long reached their limit. It hadn’t been a day or two since they looked forward to pulling in to shore. At present, hearing news that their destination was near, they were naturally especially excited. Many people streamed out from under and squeezed onto the deck to gaze into the distance. A vast, neat, brand-new campsite appeared in everyone’s sight.
The scale of that campsite was far bigger than they’d imagined, and the orderliness of it was astonishing.
The people on board could not help but begin buzzing in low voices. They were aware of what had happened in the Cecil territory. They also knew that the pioneering camp had only started building a few months ago, and the total number of people participating in its construction were merely 800 refugees. Given the construction speed that people were acquainted with, within such a short period of time and with so little manpower, being able to put up a messy tent and surround it with a fence was considered excellent progress. That campsite downstream…
…Didn’t look like it had been constructed in such a short time, no matter how they looked at it.
They’d even caught sight of a lovely wooden pier beside the campsite. There were even quite a few wooden houses in the campsite!


Veronica was also standing on the deck. Only she was on the deck at the head of the boat. The craftsmen, apprentices, and coarse sailors did not dare to come close to this area. The people standing beside her were a short-haired woman with mediocre looks, dressed in white priest robes, and a middle-aged man donning a silk jacket, with the emblem of the Order of Knights before his chest.
Unlike those who only knew to exclaim out loud in a mess, Veronica quietly surveyed the Cecil pioneering camp in the distance. Her eyes with a glow dancing in them could see more, farther, and clearer.
She distinctly noticed that north of the campsite, on the northern banks of the White River, were countless daunting things arranged in a row.
Veronica looked intently at them after using the Holy Light to strengthen her vision. Her heart instantly trembled; her calm mind, which was usually immersed in the Holy Light, stirred uncontrollably and even almost affected her expression.
  Those were actually blood-red skeletons that seemed like the remains of numerous titans. They laid in a heap by the riverbank. These huge skeletons were lined up for at least a few hundred meters along the river. A hazy, dark-red mist drifted from those skeletons, and they seemed to be disintegrating every minute and every second. With just a sweeping glance, she’d spotted several propped up skeletons that were already severely deformed and weathered, as if they would dissolve in fine sand anytime.
Evidently, those skeletons had been intentionally displayed there, just like spoils of war to show off one’s brilliant achievements in battle.
Veronica controlled her emotions very well, but the middle-aged man beside her could not stifle his surprise. This guard who wore the emblem of the Order of Knights muttered several incantations softly after noticing the items beside the campsite. Following that, the glow of arcane energy emerged in his eyes. He looked in the direction of the camp using Eagle Vision and instantly could not help but exclaim, “In the name of the king! What monster’s bones are those?!”
“More than two months ago, Duke Gawain Cecil had warned my father of the aberrations from the Dark Wave reemerging in this world. However, the way I see it, this warning did not stir up enough attention.” Veronica spoke up indifferently; there was an ‘almost estranged from the mortal world’ and pure rhythm in her voice. “Without a doubt, those monsters truly exist, and that ancient hero had defeated them once more.”
The middle-aged man concluded in a solemn tone, “This matter needs to be reported to His Majesty!”
“Yes, Vice Commander Cohen,” Veronica said quietly. “But in doing so, the overall situation becomes even tougher.”
“You’re referring to the east…” The Vice Commander of the Order of Knights, Cohen, could only sigh. “It’s a natural calamity and a man-made disaster…”


White Oak finally docked.
Gawain watched as the winsome big white ship steadily reduced speed. Its sails had been completely retracted, and some unnatural waves with magical power surged by the two sides of the ship and precisely pushed the ship to the front of the pier. Many people stood on the deck, curiously looking in the direction of camp. Meanwhile, several sailors walked out from behind the crowd. They pushed the gangplank out and set it between the deck and the jetty.
The crowd on the ship parted to two sides. A squad of soldiers ran down the gangplank to form two rows by the jetty. Following that, three people appeared on the deck. The first two were an expressionless woman dressed in priest robes and a middle-aged man wearing the uniform of the Order of Knights who looked refined and not unlike a general. Between these two people was a young lady clothed in plain white robes, with pale blond hair, soft and sweet looks, and an impressive aura.
Gawain confirmed with one look that the person standing in the middle was the legendary Saint Princess Veronica — because he had seen portraits of her when he was in the capital.
“Damn, so beautiful.” Amber could not help but murmur. “She looks even more beautiful in person than in the portraits… What did she eat growing up…?”
While mumbling softly, she glanced at Gawain but saw that Gawain’s gaze did not linger on that beautifully unreal Saint Princess at all. Instead, his eyes were fixed on the ordinary-looking woman beside the Princess. This had her puzzled. “Hey, hey, hey— what are you looking at? Could there… be a problem with your aesthetic standards?”
Gawain was jolted from his daze all at once. He looked at Amber confusedly. “Aesthetic standards? What about aesthetic standards?”
“Why are you staring at the person beside her instead of looking at the beautifully unreal Princess there?”
Gawain casually gave a perfunctory reply. “Come on, she just looks like someone I knew during my old life, so I looked longer.”
 
While they conversed, the three people who disembarked the ship had walked to the ground. Gawain decisively ended the chat with Amber and strode over. “Welcome, welcome, your arrival has been the best news in recent days.”
“It is also my greatest honor to be able to meet the legendary hero from seven hundred years ago.” Veronica bowed slightly. Her unique ethereal and pure disposition and the inhuman-seeming rhythm mixed in her tone made Gawain falter slightly, but he promptly returned to normal.


Then Veronica smiled. “Should I converse with you in the manner of speaking to an elder?”
With this question, the unique aura which she had revealed by accident was quickly restrained; her entire person also became more ‘alive’.
“No need to be a stickler for formalities. Conversing with an old fellow like me who crawled out of his grave, if we were to be truly particular about formalities, both of us would become extremely tired very quickly.” Now, Gawain was already very used to his identity of the ‘old ancestor who arose from his coffin’. With some brief comments, he’d turned the atmosphere into one familiar to him. “Let’s converse as equals. Have everyone aboard the ship come ashore and rest. Though we don’t have anything too good here, standing on flat ground will always be more comfortable than standing on a ship. Afterward, I’ll give you all a tour around this camp…”
 
While he spoke, his eyes thoughtlessly swept past the ordinary-looking short-haired woman beside Veronica.
Everything he had told Amber about her being an ‘acquaintance’ was naturally fake.
Because he had no way of explaining the real situation to anyone.
In his eyes, the one standing beside Veronica wasn’t any woman wearing priest robes. —Instead, it was a ball of translucent light with the facial features of a human!
Chapter 97: Those From the Royal Capital Are All Guests
When the nameless woman appeared beside Veronica, Gawain realized that the situation wasn’t right… He had been living in this world as a human for a few months. He had also observed this continent as a satellite spirit for eons. He could say that he had seen all sorts of strange and bizarre races on this continent, but he had never seen someone who had such an appearance: she had the facial features of a human and was wearing human clothes, but her entire body was translucent and glowing. Instead of saying this creature was a human, it should more likely be viewed as a certain kind of elemental being…
But elemental beings weren’t supposed to look like this either!
Gawain’s first reaction was that he had witnessed a rare being, and it might even be an SSR1. But he immediately realized that the surrounding people were all very calm. It was as if they didn’t notice the short-haired woman’s abnormal appearance. It was fine for Heidi to be calm because she had seen all sorts of strange and magical phenomena, but even Amber, who would be extremely excited to see a slightly bigger egg, was actually composed as well. She even had the time to analyze the esthetics of the person… It would mean that this was a big problem.
There was only one explanation for this. Apart from him, everyone thought that this short-haired woman was normal.
As such Gawain decided to suppress the massive astonishment and curiosity in his heart for now and forcefully straightened his expression. He then shifted his attention to Veronica’s face. He had to admit that apart from the glowing hologram with facial nerve paralysis, Veronica was indeed the next most dazzling existence here. She might not be overly outstanding as compared to Heidi in terms of looks, but she had an extraordinary aura that few possessed.
It was rumored that the ‘Saint Princess’ had exhibited astounding talent since a young age. In terms of magic and martial skills, she was superior to normal people while also possessing unbelievable spiritual talent that was inclined towards the Holy Light. When she first walked into the Church of the Holy Light, even the main bell tower’s bronze bell had sounded three times after getting struck by holy light. This was also why she had ultimately given up her royal inheritance and converted to the Church of the Holy Light.
Although 90% of all these were rumors, Gawain believed that there must be a reason for such rumors to appear.
Members from both sides were exchanging conventional greetings at the docks. The content of the conversation was basically ‘Duke has worked hard on the development of the land’, ‘We will remember your heroic spirit’, ‘The King is healthy’, ‘It’s an honor to meet you at last’, ‘When is it time to eat’, and all sorts of useless talk (the last statement was made by Amber). During the conventional greetings, both sides had also made a brief introduction.
Gawain found out from Veronica that the priestess beside her had a very simple name, Sandy, but she had an extraordinary status. She was the Church of the Holy Light’s high-ranked priestess, and in terms of rank, she was on an even footing with Veronica. Because Sandy had yet to receive any position from the church and because she was promoted very quickly, she had been assigned to assist Veronica in her group, nominally.
 
As for the man wearing civilian clothes with the emblem of the royal knights, he was Francis II’s direct subordinate, the Vice Commander of the 1st Order of Knights. His name was Cohen Loland, and he had the noble rank of Count. Just from his family name, one would be able to know that he was closely related to the Duke of the East, Silas Loland. In fact, this vice commander was indeed a member of the Loland Clan. He was Silas Loland’s distant younger cousin, and many years back, he had voluntarily given up his status in the clan. He had then accepted the special title conferred by Francis II and became an inner royal-court noble of the royal clan.
On this trip, this vice commander of the knights had the responsibility to ensure Veronica’s safety.


After exchanging conventional greetings, Gawain asked Heidi to arrange for the 100 skilled workers to disembark the ship and to rest. He led Amber and Rebecca to accompany Veronica and the others to the central main tent with two knights at the sides.
The soldiers on the ship had also followed along, and Veronica quickly stopped before she instructed the middle-aged man beside her, “Sir Cohen, please ask the soldiers to rest.”
The middle-aged man hesitated while Veronica immediately shook her head lightly “We are on the pioneering Duke’s territory. I don’t think I need to worry about my safety… Furthermore, don’t you think that it would also be very rude for so many soldiers to follow behind Duke Cecil?”
The middle-aged man finally nodded and waved his hand to dismiss the soldiers, but he continued to follow the princess.
Protection of Veronica was the mission that Francis II had given him before departure.
Along the way, Gawain gave a simple explanation of the camp’s situation. Subsequently, as expected, Veronica took the initiative and asked about the blood-colored skeletons at the southern bank of the White River.
“Those giant skeletons… are the ones you mentioned? Those aberration monsters that would only appear during the Dark Wave?” Veronica looked at Gawain’s eyes and asked in a serious tone.
“That’s right. They are the products of the great disaster that happened seven hundred years ago. I already informed you at the royal capital a few months ago.” Gawain then said, “They arrived a few days ago, but this time we managed to stop them. What I want to say is that this group of monsters wandered out from the Gondor Wasteland… On these monsters, we found shards of weapons that belonged to the era of the Gondor Empire.”
Veronica paused a little and asked with a slightly changed tone, “Gondor Wasteland?! Are you sure?”
“Absolutely sure.”
“That is impossible!” The vice commander of the 1st Order of Knights, Cohen, immediately frowned and exclaimed, “In order to reach this place from the Gondor Wasteland, they would need to traverse across the plains and the Dark Range. Furthermore, before traveling across those places, there was the Great Barrier. How were those monsters… Could it be that there is a problem with the Great Barrier?!”


  While speaking, Cohen involuntarily looked toward the Dark Range’s direction. It felt as though he was unable to hold back and wanted to go over to the mountain to verify the functioning of the Great Barrier. Gawain shook his head in response and said, “The barrier is still intact, and you will be able to see it once you go over the mountain. But I am very certain that the barrier has started to deteriorate… It is aging at a speed faster than we predicted back then.”
Cohen’s breaths got heavy as the severity of the situation had exceeded his imagination again. He took two deep breaths to compose himself. “The sentinel towers at the Great Barrier have always been monitored by the Silver Empire. The elves have never mentioned the problem of the barrier deteriorating for the past hundreds of years…”
“The elves… are a race that can be trusted. At least, the same group that worked together with us back then could be,” Gawain spoke and swiftly took a glance at Amber who was daydreaming, quickly excluding this disgrace of the elves. “It has been merely seven hundred years, and to the elves, it isn’t even a generation. Therefore, I believe that there wouldn’t be a problem with them deceiving the continent and the various nations. But there is something we have to know… This is the extreme north of the continent, while the Silver Empire is at the extreme south of the continent. There is the vast Gondor Wasteland in between. Even with the power of the Silver Empire, if they’re monitoring the sentinel towers over here, there should be a serious delay on information.”
Cohen’s brows locked tightly. He naturally knew this was a fact, and there was no other choice but to allow the Silver Empire’s elves to have full authority on the monitoring of the entire Great Barrier. After the Gondor Empire collapsed, only the elves’ ancestral magic could construct this barrier that could be referred to as a miracle. The other nations and races had offered everything they could and were only able to supply some resources and labor. The Great Barrier’s ‘superior magic-technology portion’ was completely operated by the elves’ ancient magic system. Furthermore, such magic technology… could only be controlled by the elves.
It wasn’t because the Silver Empire had monopolized this technology. Apart from the elves, the other races’ brain composition was unable to handle the elves’ magic model. Those arrogant pointy-eared people were born with special awareness and thinking ability. Their spellcasting process was complex yet precise, making it look as though human magic was a sham version of elven magic…
Of course, human magic had their own advantage too: abundance. The cost was low, and the power was massive. Apart from the occasional appearance of people like Heidi who couldn’t aim or Rebecca who could only use Fireball, the other aspects were fine.
In short, due to the restrictions during the construction of the Great Barrier, the sentinel towers were all being monitored by the Silver Empire for the last 700 years. As Gawain had mentioned, the limitations were inevitable: it was hard for the elves, who were at the south side of the continent, to receive timely information about problems with the sentinel towers situated far to the north.
“I might have converted to the Holy Light and might never meddle in the nation’s affairs, but the Church of the Holy Light taught us to have a merciful and benevolent heart,” said Veronica, suddenly breaking the silence. “After I return, I will report on the situation in this place to my father and suggest for him to send envoys to contact the elves.”
Immediately after, she looked around with concern. “If the Great Barrier is really going to fall, this place will be the first to bear the brunt. How is it possible for these weak and frail people to survive…? Duke Cecil, I do not question your bravery, but for the sake of the citizens here, would you reconsider changing to another place…”
“Many thanks for the concern, but I do not have such thoughts as of now.” Gawain smiled and looked at Veronica. “I have already verified the situation of the Great Barrier, and there shouldn’t be another mishap within a short period of time. The actual risk of the Great Barrier collapsing completely is close to zero. Besides, if the Great Barrier really collapses… is there any difference in hiding in other places on the continent?”
“I am very curious. How did all of you manage to stop these monsters?” Cohen couldn’t help but ask with curiosity. “From the aura of these skeletons, I can feel how powerful they must have been when they were alive. But the military power of this territory…”


Gawain chuckled before replying, “It was mostly luck. The monsters were unfortunate enough to encounter a cliff’s collapse, and because we discovered them a few days before they approached the camp, we were able to make preparations. As for the rest… just treat it as an old man’s wisdom and strength.”
 
Veronica and Cohen were speechless.
Standing behind Gawain, Amber started to whisper something to Rebecca, “See, I always said your ancestor had the ability to anger someone to death with his words.”
Rebecca had a pure face as she commented, “Is it wrong to speak the truth?”
Amber: “…This shameless style must be a clan tradition.”
Rebecca: “You are rude!”
 
Gawain was a little awkward as he listened to the minor commotion behind him… The two young ladies thought they had suppressed their voices properly, but in fact, everyone present could hear the commotion clearly. It was fine for Rebecca as she was always an honest person with a low emotional quotient, but the shrewd Amber was obviously looking for a beating. But if Gawain was to do so on such an occasion, it would be rather inappropriate…
It was fortunate that Veronica didn’t really mind the chatter of the two young girls by the side. After she heard Gawain’s decision to remain in this place, she revealed an expression as though she had already expected it and responded, “I respect your decision, but there is something I wish for you to know… If the situation in the south worsens, I’m afraid that the kingdom won’t be able to offer additional assistance.”
Gawain might have known from the start that he wouldn’t be able to obtain anymore support from the royal clan after seeing the Anzu Kingdom’s current system, and this was rather fitting for his aspirations. However, he could also hear another hidden meaning behind Veronica’s tone and couldn’t help but ask, “Is there something wrong?”
“The eastern borders.” Cohen spoke with a grave tone, “Our kingdom and the Typhon Empire… There probably isn’t any method to alleviate the tension between us.”
Chapter 98: The Conviction of the Holy Light
If it was the genuine Gawain Cecil from 700 years ago, he would be feeling rather disappointed and sorrowful. Because 700 years ago, the various human nations didn’t have such conflicts. Back then, everyone was a fellow countryman who had escaped from the Gondor Wastelands; they were merely separated by the disaster. Every nation worked together to build a defense line and shared resources. The honeymoon period between the Typhon Empire and the Anzu Kingdom had even lasted for as long as 500 years.
Back then, no one would imagine that there would be a day when they would face one another with weapons.
However, the person standing here wasn’t the genuine Gawain Cecil but a satellite spirit that had descended from above. Gawain knew that he had to ‘sob’ a little, but he knew he wasn’t able to do it convincingly. As such, he could only work hard to make his expression a little stiff and stern, putting on a show as though there was nothing more wretched than apathy. “Has war been declared?”
“It is merely a step away.” Count Cohen shook his head and said, “All diplomatic channels have been severed. Both factions have stationed their troops. There is no more reasoning at this moment, and it is up to whoever makes the move first. We are guessing that the first war between human nations would occur within a year.”
Rebecca who was by the side couldn’t help but comment, “But we need to face the Dark Wave. If the Great Barrier really collapses, is the Typhon Empire going to be unscathed? If the monsters really rush out from the Gondor Wasteland, will they ask which nation you’re from?”
“In fact, before the diplomatic channels were severed, in the last message, my father already sent a warning to the empire,” Veronica said in a soft voice. “He warned those arrogant imperial members that there are changes happening at the Gondor Wasteland and that we have discovered signs of aberration activities at the border of the Anzu Kingdom. He wished that the empire could put down all the foolish talk of vengeance in the face of such a crisis…”
Amber then asked anxiously, “Afterwards?”
Veronica’s eyelids dropped down as she replied, “Afterwards, the Typhon Empire unilaterally severed the magical relay station at the borders and increased their stationed soldiers by thirty thousand.”
“That’s unreasonable!” Rebecca then asked, “How much hatred must the Typhon Empire have towards the Anzu Kingdom for things to come to this? Moreover, even if they didn’t believe it, they should give a reply. What is the meaning of cutting off the relay station…”
 
“Because — humans are living beings that aren’t very smart. Especially when it involved politics or aristocrats. Their brains are always muddled by profits, reputation, familiar ties, or the habitual wars.” Gawain shook his head and said, “Even if the Anzu Kingdom said that the Dark Wave was coming, why should the Typhon Empire believe it? They would rather believe you are using an excuse to delay or prepare for battle. Even if they believed it… they would probably hope that the Dark Wave would erupt in the center of the Anzu Kingdom.”
Rebecca blinked her eyes as her brain that had been knocked out by wolves in the past was stuck at this juncture. “Why?!”


Gawain shrugged his shoulders and said, “If it was true, the Anzu Kingdom would be finished, and they would be able to obtain the spoils easily.”
Rebecca felt that she wasn’t able to keep up with Gawain. “Do they think it’s possible? In the face of the Dark Wave…”
“Before personally witnessing the aberrations, have you ever imagined the power of those monsters? Before the old Cecil territory was corroded into wastelands by the elements, did you ever imagine the true power of primal magic? Furthermore, up until now, everything you have witnessed is not even close to the true Dark Wave.”
Rebecca: “…”
Gawain sighed. He wasn’t saying these words just for Rebecca; he was also saying it so that Veronica and the others could hear it. “It is also because of this that even after seven hundred years, humans remain a short-lived race lacking foresight. Right now, apart from the elves, everyone treats the Dark Wave as an ancient legend. The Anzu Kingdom’s royal clan had simply forsaken the entire southern region. Tell me, apart from this developing land, is there any place in the entire Anzu Kingdom that could directly overview the Great Barrier?”
Count Cohen’s expression changed while Veronica crossed her hands, placing them in front of her chest, and lowered her head while praying, “Will the God of Holy Light please forgive us ignorant living beings… Humans have been holed up in the peaceful lands while civilization has been regressing continuously. The barrier that involves everyone’s life and death has already vanished from their vision…”
“Right now, the elves are probably the only ones that are still conscientiously looking after the Great Barrier, but the Anzu Kingdom and the Typhon Empire don’t seem to be interested at all.” Gawain sighed before changing the topic. “But then again, the Typhon Empire’s reaction is indeed a little strange. Humans might be foolish at times, but their reaction… is excessively aggressive.”
Count Cohen widened his eyes slightly and said, “You’re saying they know that monsters have appeared at the Anzu Kingdom’s border and also believe there is a threat from the Gondor Wasteland but still chose to conduct an internal war between humans?”
“I didn’t say anything because I don’t know what the current state of the Typhon Empire is. The old fellows that I knew back then have all perished.” Gawain spread out his hands and said, “Let alone the Typhon Empire, I have been in the Anzu Kingdom for a few months and realized all of you have been growing in an uncivilized manner for hundreds of years. Had I not personally seen the portraits of the pioneers from back then, I wouldn’t have dared to believe that this place was really the same place that we developed back then…”
  Veronica: “…”
After this, Gawain arranged a welcome feast for these guests from the royal capital.


The camp was still in a developing phase, and apart from the wild animals hunted in the nearby forest, the camp’s food was mainly supplied by Tanzan Town using river transport. They might have brought some domestic animals and poultry when they initially moved here, but those animals were meant for reproduction, and they weren’t willing to slaughter and eat them at this moment. Due to the deficiency in ingredients, the feast wasn’t really sumptuous, but it was obvious that Veronica wasn’t one of those harsh nobles that would be picky about such things. The Priestess Sandy and Count Cohen were also very understanding as none of them believed there was any problem with the Cecil Clan’s method of treating their guests.
Of course, most importantly, no one would want to pick at the old ancestor as there were 700 years of seniority in between them.
After handing over the manpower, Veronica and the others weren’t going to stay in this place. But before they left, Gawain brought them for a tour of the camp. He wasn’t worried about revealing any of his secrets as many of the projects in this place were still in the early phase. Even if professionals were here, they wouldn’t be able to see anything significant, let alone two priestesses and a combat mage who weren’t specialized in such aspects… They didn’t even know what a primitive furnace looked like; therefore, it was impossible for them to understand the process of the production of Rebecca Crystals.
Moreover, flaunting wealth and land was the custom and norm for this world’s nobles. If Gawain didn’t bring them for a tour of the camp, it would be more suspicious instead.
Of course, the tent that contained the sphere had been excluded from the tour as that sphere was truly hard to explain…
As expected, along the way, Gawain’s attention was attracted towards Sandy who stood beside Veronica more than once. It was unavoidable as there was a living being that looked like a glowing hologram standing right next to him. Furthermore, he was the only person that could see her abnormality. Whoever was in his shoes would have the same behavior; hence, Gawain took a few glances at Sandy and was finally noticed by Veronica.
“Do you mind that Sandy is reticent?” Veronica asked the question tactfully and said, “Please forgive her. She has always been like this.”
“No, it is because she resembles a person I knew back in the days.” Gawain’s random nonsense had served as excuses in front of Amber more than once. He held onto the mentality that ‘dead men would tell no tales’ and was, therefore, very confident when using such random nonsense. “Of course, she is definitely not the same person. I just couldn’t help but take a few more glances. Please forgive me if I have been offensive.”
“Sandy wouldn’t mind.” Veronica smiled while that woman named Sandy merely nodded, and it was considered as her response. Subsequently, Veronica continued to introduce Sandy. “She has been my good friend for many years. Before I converted, she had already converted to the almighty God of Holy Light. Also, it is her who guided me on this proper path.”
 
It was the tone of a mad believer.
Gawain didn’t reveal the feelings in his heart. After all, it was her problem on which religion she chose to believe in. Apart from conversations about her belief, this Saint Princess was rather amiable and approachable.


But Veronica had yet to finish the topic. “Her devotion truly deserves respect. She is reticent in front of you, but it is because she had offered most of her words to The Lord. — Back to the main topic, I noticed that your land might be filled with vitality, but it seems this place is lacking some guidance in faith?”
Gawain forced out a smile and replied, “I respect devout believers, but as you can see, my territory only has slightly more than nine hundred individuals, after including the one hundred workers that you brought here. Just the construction of houses and agriculture has already taken up a lot of energy. The construction of the church and the supply of missionaries will be left for the later phases.”
“Conviction will not become the citizens’ burden and will become their guidance and power.” Veronica smiled and said, “At least, the God of Holy Light instructs us to treat people with a broad mind and use the Holy Light’s power to guide and protect all living beings. If you are willing, I can help you to construct a church for the God of Holy Light in my name. I can guarantee you that apart from voluntary offerings, the church will not ask for any money from this land. All of the expenses will be provided by me, and at the same time, the church’s clergy will provide treatment and enlightenment to your citizens without any cost.”
 
Gawain maintained his smile and said, “Is there such a good thing?”
Veronica looked as though her body was brimming with a layer of faint and holy radiance. Her smile seemed like it was permeated with holy light as she said, “Please do not be skeptical. This is my personal expression of goodwill and respect to a legendary hero like you. my younger brother and I have both grown up listening to stories about you.”
Gawain’s smile didn’t change as he replied, “The Cecil Clan is thankful for Your Highness’s goodwill. I will consider this matter, but not now. Once the territory has stabilized and when my citizens require the guidance of conviction, I will very much welcome your assistance.”
“That will be good.” The faint radiance gradually receded from Veronica’s body as her smile became amiable and gentle. “No matter when you need help, The Lord will show concern for anyone. There might be plenty of gods, but only the God of Holy Light will pardon everything. At the end of the Holy Light will be the final redemption for the foolish beings.”
Chapter 99: Regarding Religion
To be honest, if the final ‘preaching’ part had been excluded, Gawain had a rather good impression of Veronica. This Saint Princess indeed had attractive traits that would make someone praise her: she was humble, courteous, gentle, and amiable. All these were traits that could be considered a rarity when found in this era’s nobility. In Gawain’s opinion, her amiable personality wasn’t a pretense, and she wasn’t just using this attitude with him. When they walked past the chaotic construction sites and when they saw those busy and ‘vulgar’ commoners and serfs, she would still maintain her smile. Be it her words, actions, or the expressions in her eyes, there wasn’t any disdain or estrangement. However, Count Cohen beside her had an utterly resentful and impatient expression.
Even if Veronica had astounding acting skills and acted as if she was very close to the commoners, Gawain felt that it wasn’t easy either. After all, this era’s nobles didn’t need to consider being close to the commoners; thus, they wouldn’t even bother to pretend.
But in the end, Veronica was a devotee that had converted to the God of Holy Light long ago. From the looks of it, it didn’t seem like the rumors that said it was purely a political move. She had committed her heart and soul to this religion, and she was rather fanatical about it.
Gawain never contradicted religion himself, especially when real power of conviction existed in this world. He had viewed religion as a kind of necessity and natural phenomenon. Since the gods would protect the mortals that prayed to them, he wouldn’t have malice towards the gods for no reason. But he wasn’t really able to accept Veronica’s attitude when she preached… In the end, he still maintained his previous life’s attitude to ‘remain at a respectful distance from gods and demons’.
Veronica was keen enough to notice the change in Gawain’s attitude, but she didn’t think too much about it. She had viewed this situation as a noble being vigilant when an outside force was meddling with his regime. After all, her title as the ‘Saint Princess’ still consisted of the word princess, and she would still have the shadows of the royal clan no matter what. Hence, on this topic, she would simply touch on it and leave it there.
Finally, it was time for the guests from the royal capital to depart.
The White Oak that was at the White River was already prepared to depart. Gawain followed with his eyes as he saw the Saint Princess and her two accompanying members walking towards the gangplank that led to the deck. Before stepping onto the deck, Veronica suddenly stopped and turned around to ask, “Duke Cecil, I have a rather presumptuous question that I have been wanting to ask you, but I didn’t dare to ask until now. Are you able to satisfy this younger generation’s curious little heart?”
Gawain chuckled and nodded. He felt that his current expression could simply be described as benevolent. He had been putting on the airs of the old ancestor front of these ‘juniors’ for almost half a day, and it seemed like he had been overly involved in his role. “If you have a question, you may just ask. As long as I know the answer and it doesn’t involve any secrets.”
“I am not sure if it is considered a secret.” Veronica let out a faint smile while asking, “During the… years that you were a deceased individual, have you ever seen a god?”
 
Even though she was only revealing a faint smile, Gawain felt that the smile had the zealotry of a devotee. He chuckled before spreading out his hands and said, “Never… Perhaps, I didn’t die thoroughly back then, and the gods didn’t even treat me as a dead person and ignored me.”
“Is that so…” Veronica seemed to be rather disappointed before she shook her head pensively. “Thank you for your reply. I will be praying for you and your territory to The Lord.”


After finishing her statement, the Saint Princess stepped onto the deck along with Count Cohen and Priestess Sandy, who had been glowing in Gawain’s vision from start to finish. The trio’s figure quickly vanished into the rear of White Oak.
Once the fleet departed, Gawain and the others walked down from the docks and returned to the camp.
Along the way, Heidi, who had spared some time to bid farewell, looked as though she had a load on her mind. Gawain asked after noticing, “What are you thinking about?”
Heidi opened her mouth a few times and couldn’t help but ask, “Ancestor, I heard that you refused Princess Veronica’s assistance and goodwill to build a Holy Light church?”
“Goodwill…” Gawain pursed his lips and looked at Heidi’s eyes before asking, “Do you think it was inappropriate?”
“The priests and priestesses from the Church of Holy Light have the ability to heal and pacify the hearts of people,” Heidi said. “The territory is lacking medical personnel. Mister Pittman might be a qualified druid, but most of his energy is on agriculture and the medicines that he concocts aren’t enough for the long term. Especially after the recent battle that resulted in many injuries, all the medicines in the reserves have nearly been used up. There is also an urgent need to purchase medicines from Tanzan Town. But if there was a priest or two from the Church of the Holy Light, or even just an apprentice priest, the current situation would be alleviated.”
“That’s right.” Rebecca couldn’t hold back anymore either. “It is impossible for our territory to provide for an official church, and it isn’t very worthwhile to hire a priest with our own money. If the Princess is willing to provide her own personal funds to construct a church for us, we will be able to save a huge sum of money! Furthermore, the priest that the Princess sends over will definitely not be those dabblers from some small rural church. It would be extremely cost-effective.”
“I don’t like the Church of the Holy Light,” Amber mumbled behind Gawain. “They are always preaching and are also inflexible and stubborn. People like me who worship the Goddess of the Night feel as though we have slaughtered their entire family. No matter where we go, they will look at us with cold eyes…”
Rebecca rolled her eyes at Amber and said, “Isn’t that because you’re always stealing things from the Church of the Holy Light?”
“Don’t talk nonsense! When have I ever been discovered to be stealing something?!” Amber glared and said, “They obviously don’t even know who stole their things, but they still seek trouble with me. If they are not finding fault, what are they doing?”
  Gawain and his two great-granddaughters were stupefied as this half-elf young lady’s unequaled logic had instantly triple killed1 them.


Gawain decided to completely ignore this disgrace to all living beings and replied, “I naturally know that Veronica’s suggestion would be very worthwhile for us. But I have my own considerations too… Do you really think she is simply going to help us construct the local church and send a chaplain here?”
Heidi wasn’t a one-track minded person like Rebecca and quickly reacted, “Ancestor is saying… this might be the influence of the royal clan and the Church of the Holy Light behind her? It wouldn’t be right… Princess Veronica has always been upright and sincere to everyone. She is devoted to the God of Holy Light and would never allow profits to contaminate her conviction…”
“She wouldn’t but it didn’t mean that others wouldn’t. Didn’t you see the people she brought along? One of them is the honorary high-ranking priestess of the Church of the Holy Light. She might not have spoken much during the entire process, but she never left more than half a step away from Veronica. The other person was the inner royal court’s Count that the king personally conferred. Furthermore, he is a Count that has been ‘cut off’ from the eastern Loland Clan.”
Gawain pursed his lips and continued, “The royal clan and the church are standing beside the Saint Princess like her left and right protectors, and they didn’t allow any chance for Veronica to leave their line of sight. That Princess’s devout conviction might not be able to stop the other people who have thoughts that are not so devoted. In such situations, I do not dare to accept her goodwill that easily.”
When Heidi and Rebecca heard the explanation, they couldn’t help but reveal thoughtful expressions. The former was considering the possibilities of the royal clan and church’s intentions, while the latter was thinking what her old ancestor blabbed about.
After Gawain finished, he immediately mentioned another matter that was on his mind. “In addition… I feel that Princess Veronica said something to me that I need to be mindful about.”
Amber asked curiously, “Which statement? She said a lot of things to you today!”
“There might be plenty of gods, but only the God of Holy Light will pardon everything. At the end of the Holy Light will be the final redemption for the foolish beings,” Gawain repeated Veronica’s statement without missing a single word as though he was preaching. “Don’t all of you feel there is a problem with this statement?”
“What problem? Isn’t it just preachy words that those Holy Light devotees love to use?” Amber scratched her head while saying, “They love to declare the universal love of their god… as though the entire world was their children…”
“Most of the latter part is indeed the preaching of the Church of Holy Light. But she added something extra at the front — there might be plenty of gods…” Gawain spoke with a stern tone. “This statement might be short, and she said it indifferently too, but this statement isn’t something a devotee of the Church of the Holy Light would normally say.”
Heidi had a reaction and spoke without too much certainty, “She is… putting the God of Holy Light above the rest of the gods?!”


 
Gawain nodded and responded, “It is an unassuming induction, but it is indeed the meaning.”
Everyone present had bizarre expressions.
This world had plenty of religions, and it was something that Gawain already knew. There were dozens of reputable and well-known religions. There were hundreds of small churches in villages and towns too. As for those hidden and smaller groups that passed as secret religions, it had reached an extent that was countless. Each of the religions that could be passed on would have their individual theurgy. This would mean that a true god’s power existed that supported them. It might be a god or something that was as powerful as a god.
Even with so many religions, the continent was still able to maintain a relatively balanced situation. The balance had actually surpassed the nations and races’ balance. Even if the nations broke out into war, the mainstream religions of those nations would be uninvolved.
This wasn’t always the case. In history, this continent had plenty of wars between religions. The history books were filled with how the religions annexed and invaded one another. Even when the entire continent was united into a single nation, the Gondor Empire would frequently have warring situations between the different religions.
 
When Gawain was suspended in the sky during all those years, he had seen so many religions warring with each other that he became sick of them. To add on another condition, it was especially bad since he was unable to turn or close his eyes…
But no matter how each religion beat up the brains of each other, they were indeed at ‘peace’.
All of the conflicts had stopped during the year of the Dark Wave.
The gods had chosen to stay silent during the Dark Wave, and they had stayed silent for an entire year.
Chapter 100: The History of Religion and the Motive Power Trigger
For as long as a year’s time after the outbreak of the Dark Wave, all believers lost the ability to listen to the revelations of the gods. It wasn’t limited to only those low-ranking pastors and chaplains; the bishops and even popes of the respective sects lost this ability at the same time.
Of course, even in normal circumstances, humans were unable to directly hear the voices of gods. The so-called ‘listening to the revelations of the gods’ actually referred to the almost hallucinatory, soft murmurs that pious believers were able to hear in the process of sincere prayer, carrying out sacraments, and testaments as their mental state had gotten close to the gods’ spiritual nature. These whispers would reverberate in the minds of the believers and form a permanent and ineffaceable ‘spiritual mark’, and this spiritual mark would, in turn, alter the consciousness of believers, bringing them even closer to the gods’ spiritual nature. This was the main path for clergymen in this world, to promote and become stronger.
As those obscure whispers indeed had the power of altering humankind’s consciousness and making humans stronger and purer, it was lifted out of those common auditory and visual hallucinations and were viewed as sacred phenomena by clergymen.
However, in the year that the Dark Wave occurred, all the believers of gods could not hear such ‘whispers from the gods’. They realized in terror, that regardless of how they prayed or how strictly they performed the ceremonies, their gods no longer responded. It was if all the gods had collectively disappeared.
As they’d lost divine grace, in that year, all the clergymen were unable to obtain promotions. Amongst the shallow believers and laymen, not a single new person who could grasp theurgy emerged. The babies born that year were even proven afterward to not possess any natural gift for theurgy.
If the situation continued to worsen following that kind of trend, the future of the believers on this continent would have been difficult to tell. However, like the last thread of hope in despair, people discovered that the mastered theurgies had not completely lost effect. Although the might was slightly weaker than before, at least, the priests who had officially become clergymen before the Dark Wave could still use theurgies. And these priests who were still able to use theurgies did their best to maintain the various teetering churches in those days. Yet despite so, a considerable number of small churches were unable to continue on. They disappeared in the Wasteland when people began to escape from the Gondor Empire.
Gawain remembered that the leaders of the various big churches conducted secret talks and attempts at divine communication more than once. People gave up on their former prejudices and hostilities. Just like laymen who advanced shoulder-to-shoulder amidst the Dark Wave, clergymen no longer had any qualms about their respective beliefs and historical hatreds. In turn, they gathered together and attempted to find a solution to the problem. Subsequently, the few large-scale sects representing the God of Holy Light, the God of War, and the three goddesses of fertility finally found some progress. After several emergency meetings, the leaders of the sects proceeded with an attempt to communicate with the gods at the summit of ‘Ancestral Peak’ at the eastern border of the tribal country of Augari. That attempt was a private meeting; even Gawain Cecil was unaware of the specific happenings. He only knew that the leaders of the sects announced after leaving the summit that the gods had sent a new message: a sign for mortals to abandon their disputes and strive to survive in unity. After all, the Dark Wave was a disaster that incurred due to humankind’s various follies.
The sects signed an agreement called the ‘Sacred Alliance’ on Ancestral Peak. They renounced all disputes regarding beliefs. The sects no longer opposed one another and would do their utmost best for humanity, regarding the continuation of human civilization as their responsibility. And as if it was really such acts that had pleased the gods, in the second month after the signing of the Sacred Alliance — also the same day as the one-year anniversary of the Dark Wave’s occurrence — the gods’ graces were bestowed upon humankind once more.
The believers could hear the voices of the gods once more.
 
This was what Gawain knew of the historical event that led to the current rather peaceful situation despite having so many sects on this continent.
That historical event changed many things:


It ended the conflict between various beliefs on the continent and also united the clergymen of every sect, joining hands to help human civilization resist the Dark Wave and rebuild their homeland. However, there were also some unduly obstinate sects that could not accept such reality. They chose degeneration, setting all the sects who signed the ‘Sacred Alliance’ as their enemy. They become various twisted heterodoxies and gradually evolved into a few of the most-dreaded dark organizations. The theurgies they used were also named ‘Dark Theurgies’…
Even to this day, those degenerated and warped fanatics remain one of the most terrifying shadows on this world.
As a person with normal logic and a healthy brain, Gawain naturally had a very high opinion of the ‘Sacred Alliance’. Although he was an atheist, he really admired those believers who, in the moment of crisis, put down their conflict, united as one, and worked hard for the continuity of civilization — regardless of whether those efforts were due to the gods’ orders or not.
However, he also knew that to a race like humans whose lifespan was short (compared to elves), even the Sacred Alliance was not everlasting.
Today, 700 years had passed. Though the alliance from those years were still carved on the cornerstones of every sect, just like the ‘Brotherhood Treaty’ between Typhon and Anzu that was now long gone, the later generations were also gradually forgetting the significance behind the alliance that their ancestors established at the foot of Ancestral Peak.
Presently, although the sects of the continent still maintained a peaceful picture, in reality, the disputes and discriminations in private had never lessened. Some sects with huge differences in their religious doctrine had also come to the point where they were just a step away from openly declaring war.
After all, no one could truly listen clearly to what exactly the gods were telling them. Even the pope of the Church of the Holy Light could merely hear fuzzy whispers from the gods. And the ambiguity of the gods’ messages gave humans the space to improvise…
  “What if the gods are telling us to have a fight with the heretics? In any case, that’s what I believe. This has absolutely nothing to do with me consuming too much dream herb before praying…” — A considerable number of people thought this way.
But no matter what, the Sacred Alliance did have that little bit more authority than the alliance treaties between human kingdoms (it was written in the name of the gods after all). Even if the conflict between the sects intensified in private, at least on the surface, everyone maintained a win-win situation. At least with the churches in large towns, for the priests of various sects to meet each other frequently was still very normal. — Of course, priests turning to the side to spit after greeting one another and returning home to prick voodoo dolls were also very common.
However, no one would speak about such situations in the open, especially the high priests of every sect. They would not make comments of ‘though there are many gods, my boss is more impressive than all of you’ in public.
Yet Veronica did.


Gawain did not know whether that Saint Princess was giving an intentional hint or that hidden under her pure and intelligent outward appearance was a heart that spoke without thinking. In any case, he was very concerned about this matter. Moreover, the high priest who appeared with Veronica and resembled a light form had his heart full of doubts. In such a situation, he did not dare accept anything that the other party was tossing over without careful consideration.
As for whether the camp would be constructing cathedrals and bringing in the church in the future, he wasn’t too conflicted about that. After all, gods really do exist in this world; theurgies were also certainly a part of people’s day-to-day lives. As a pragmatic person, even if he was an atheist himself, he would not stop others from believing. — Since he had arrived in such a bizarre world, if he still hung so forcefully onto atheism, it would be too idealistic.
However, by that time, he would definitely strengthen supervision over the church and ensure that everything was under his control. It was true that theurgies were real; it was also true that theocracy would affect political power. He wasn’t willing to trip and fall in this aspect.
Just like for every qualified transmigrator, theurgies, in Gawain’s opinion, were to be used as a means of production.
Of course, it was too far away to be planning these things now. In the circumstances where the camp could not even construct a small cathedral, it would be more practical to think of how to manage capital construction instead of wondering how to control religion on his land. Hence, Gawain decided to make use of this period of time where foreign aggression was temporarily nonexistent to build up the camp’s foundation.
 
The news regarding the eastern border that Veronica and company had brought had given him a reminder. In his not-too-peaceful world, the dangers were much more complicated than the Dark Wave in the Gondor Wasteland. This continent had enjoyed 700 years of peace. There were too many people restless and eager to make trouble under the appearance of peace. If one wanted to live an easy life in such a situation, one would have to become nervous first.
Gawain returned to his own tent — speaking of which, more and more tents were turning into wooden houses or even houses that were more resilient and warmer. It was time this tent of his was upgraded too. He woke Betty, who was curled up on the cushion, fast asleep, and drooling all over. He had the girl bring over all the blueprints that he had accumulated some time ago.
He spread out those blueprints one by one and then weeded out the unrealistic items (but he did not plan on destroying them; what if they came in handy in the future?). Finally, he found those that he wanted. It was a certain simplified machine — metal wheels, connecting rods, and cylinder blocks were ingeniously assembled together. There were the split-up and detailed explanations of these mechanisms and structures on the blueprints. However, at the bottom of the main blueprint was a line of striking red words, “Initial motive power could not be resolved, temporarily shelved”.
“Go get Rebecca and Heidi.” Gawain looked towards the little maidservant who stood in a daze beside the desk. “Just say I have something… Never mind, just remember to get them here.”
Betty jogged out in a dash, leaving Gawain in thought as he faced the sheets of semi-finished blueprints. Amber’s voice suddenly sounded behind him. “What are you drawing here? Why can’t I understand it?”
 
“A certain motive power trigger,” Gawain said without lifting his head. At the same time, he slapped the half-elf bandit’s claw from his silver stamp with ease. “In theory, this is something that only needs to consume energy to operate continuously by itself and drive other mechanisms and structure, but the design is not completed yet.”


Amber’s whole body left the shadows. She bowed her head and studied those blueprints on the desk curiously. “Oh? You’re referring to those magic puppets powered using elemental cores?”
Gawain shook his head. “No, not the same thing at all. This is an equipment that is more universal and basic, but its value far exceeds those magic puppets… Regrettably, it still lacks the most important part.”
Yes, the part that could not boil water…
Chapter 101: The Doofus Has Made A Contribution Again!
After realizing that boiling water was unable to produce enough steam power, Gawain gave up on the plan to create Earth’s classic steam engine.
However, this didn’t mean he was giving up on the goal of creating a universal, reliable, and simple motive-power machinery.
He still remembered in his native world, how industrial mass production had eroded all inefficient production methods, including manual workshops, sweeping away all obstacles in the way; how roaring engines had launched human civilization from the ground into the space age. In factories, raw materials were poured into the workshops like flowing water, and at the end of the cluster of machines, tens of thousand tons of products would gush out. The power of machinery could change entirely the mode of operation of a society. They could cut into mountains and crack rocks and could also reclaim land and flatten grounds. They were stronger, more precise, more efficient, and more inexhaustible than individual human beings, and these properties that replaced the natural man happened to reflect humankind’s true power.
That was the power of thinking and creating.
Of course, Gawain was also very clear about the side effects of industrial mass production: for example, pollution and the pressure that overly high production efficiency had on natural resources. Though there would be problems, they could be resolved, and survival was the highest priority now. Just like how human illnesses could be cured, but if you reject reincarnation just to avoid falling sick, that wouldn’t make sense…
Hence, regardless of whether it was for the sake of pushing through natural calamities and man-made disasters, including the Dark Wave, to allow himself to live more comfortably in this backward world or for the sake of figuring out the truths of this world, Gawain had to establish technology in this world. And to kickstart technology, the most fundamental was to resolve the problem of motive power.
Steam propulsion was an impassable way, but there were still many rules in the macroscopic domain of this world that could be used. Gears could be used; levers could be used; waterwheels could be used too. And thanks to the power of magic, many technological advancements that normally could not be skipped through or that required gradual accumulation to achieve on Earth, could instead go forward by leaps and bounds here. For example, from high-quality steel that was smelted through magic skills, or from all sorts of alloys and crystals that differed from Earth’s but whose properties are unusually outstanding — only no uses had been found for these things in this world.
Rather, the people of this world had indeed unearthed the uses of these things in their own technological route. After all, the pseudo-Earth people weren’t fools either; only, due to the restrictions in their world view, they had never considered other ways of utilizing these things.
Gawain looked at the cylinder body structure on the blueprint. He had drawn a cross on this structure. Now, he needs to think of a substitute to replace steam that could provide motive power for the whole apparatus.
 
What came to mind was still the work1 of expansion or high-pressure draft, but where would the ‘source of energy’ for these high temperatures and high pressures come from?
He’d once considered Rebecca Crystals. Explosion, when simplified, was also a form of expansion. As long as it was used appropriately, the energy of explosions was also a form of motive power. Earth’s combustion engines were essentially carrying out ‘safe explosions’ continuously in the cylinder. Then, could the explosion caused by Rebecca Crystals also be controlled and vectored to become motive power?


However, after comprehending the theory behind the explosion of those crystals, he had to give up on this idea.
Rebecca Crystals that used magic to create explosions completely differed from Earth’s gunpowder. The processes of the two types of ‘explosions’ were entirely different too.
The explosions that Rebecca Crystals produced were essentially ‘spells’. The power of the magic circles stimulated the energy inside the crystals and formed an autonomous spell-casting process, and the effect of this spell was ‘explosion’. Thus, before producing impact and expansion, what Rebecca Crystals first produced was a spell effect. Then, if he were to shove such crystals into the cylinder and set off the explosive magic circles, what outcome would be created?
The cylinder would be ignited as an alchemical product…
Of course, Gawain could make this cylinder extremely sturdy, extremely thick, and heavy — to the point where it could not be blown apart even if it were to be filled to the brim with crystals. Then at this point, could the explosive magic inside produce motive power?
No, it would blow up the relatively weaker connecting rods, pistons, and the like as materials for the spells. As long as these items are placed within the area of effect of the magic circles, there was no escape for them.
If even the connecting rods, pistons, and everything else were extremely tough and would not be blown apart, leaving only the crystals to participate in the magic reaction…?
Alright, at this point, this equipment might really be able to work now. However, its size would be massive, because that outer wall that was absolutely explosion-proof has to exceed the area of effect of the explosive magic circles. Judged according to the quantity and size of the core, this outer wall could be a round ball with a radius ranging from a few meters, to tens of meters. And no shrinkage was allowed — once there was a shrinkage, a portion of the equipment outside would then be located within the area of effect of the explosive spell. Then, if the operator was standing right beside it, the operator would be ignited… Humans were one of the best magic conducting materials.
Even if there wasn’t an operator beside it, this equipment would be enveloped in constant explosions and would blow up everything close to it.
This was no way to use it at all!
As the ‘explosions’ of this world were so special, Gawain also gave up on the thought of using Rebecca Crystals to build firearms. At the least, he had given up on the idea of launching such crystals. He had no way of stuffing these crystals into the barrel as propellants because these propellants would directly create a one-off explosion within the area of effect in the process of spell-casting. By then, the gun might be fine, but the person firing would definitely have exploded; the people standing beside him would probably suffer the same consequence as well…


Then what should he use to have work done?
Steam didn’t work; explosion didn’t work; fuel oil… He had yet to hear of something similar to petroleum in this world.
Moreover, he had to take into consideration the problem of process precision in this world. Even if he designed a usable prototype machine, it would be a problem if the blacksmiths could not forge the suitable spare parts.
However, to be honest, this wasn’t what worried him. He still remembered the Mithril safe he had dug out in his old mansion in the capital. The safe’s complicated magic lock was actually a type of very precise gear. The people who created such gears weren’t ordinary blacksmiths, but rune craftsmen who specially worked on magic articles and had a higher standing than blacksmiths.
Rune craftsmen were equivalent to blacksmiths or carpenters who’d undergone advanced training. Although they did not have the ability to cast spells, they possessed some knowledge of magic. They were usually ‘workers’ that mages educated to produce magic articles for themselves.
Their workmanship was exquisite, and they were able to forge things that were more precise and complicated than the usual ironware. Moreover, they knew how to safely process all sorts of magic materials.
Although there were fewer rune craftsmen and it would be costly to forge these items (mainly due to the costs of magic materials), if they could build a prototype machine for him, it would still be worth it.
There were rune craftsmen amongst the hundred technical personnel who came from the capital…
  Just as Gawain was pondering, two familiar auras appeared in his senses. Then, the portiere of the tent was lifted. Rebecca and Heidi walked in together.
“Ancestor (Lord Ancestor), you were looking for us?” The two of them greeted almost unanimously.
“Yes.” Gawain did not waste time either and pushed the blueprints toward them. “Bring yourselves a chair and come sit here. Look at these things.”


Rebecca ran to get a big chair, while Heidi casually lifted her hand and the Sculpture Hand grabbed a chair in the corner of the tent and flew towards them. The sight left Rebecca stupefied.
But very soon, this tiny bit of disappointment of Miss Iron-Headed was replaced by the blueprints that Gawain had laid out.
“What is this?” Rebecca’s eyes sparkled. “There are so many wheels and connecting rods… Is it also a waterwheel?”
“No, it’s a type of… ‘machine’ that can produce motive power,” Gawain casually explained. “My conception is limited, so I would like to hear your thoughts. Visualize this, a type of machine, driven using the most basic magic unit. It can produce stable and reliable motive power, such as allowing wheels to spin continuously, such as making a hammer move up and down. Look at these connecting rods and wheels, and this structure — it’s called a crank. These things are able to inter-convert the back-and-forth movement of the straight line into rotational movement for the wheels…”
Gawain patiently explained his ideas. Heidi became absorbed in thought as she listened, while Rebecca’s eyes twinkled brightly. She had developed a keen interest in these unconstrained and imaginative designs!
A machinery that depended on the drive of magical power for operation — this concept was actually not a new one. This world where supernatural powers existed had a natural advantage in many aspects. Of course, they were also many things that were ‘ahead of time’ in Gawain’s eyes. For example, the magic puppets that mages created, the automatic doors of the vault in the mountains that were activated using cipher keys, and the magic lock that he had seen back in the capital that could distinguish the user’s identity. All these were considered applications of magic mechanisms, and a considerable amount of them could even be described as ‘black technology’.
However, Rebecca instinctively felt that the ‘magic motive-power trigger’ that Gawain had proposed was an entirely different thing compared to those products.
The majority of its structure were intuitive and direct mechanisms; it did not require the involvement of magical power.
Its function and goal were especially simple — to provide motive power, and this portion of motive power was prepared for the next stage of machinery.
Its specifications and standards were plain and to the point. Abandoning everything that allowed the craftsman to ‘be free’, in exchange was the numerical index as precise as the rules of magic, striving to accomplish the goal using the most logical and most succinct way. Traditional rune craftsmen or mages would often carve a heap of patterns on the magic articles that they’d created and even racked their brains to find ways to conceal those truly usable runes inside the complicated, encrypted lines, afraid of them being seen and understood by others.
Rebecca thought hard for a long while. A term that Gawain often said to her finally surfaced in her mind: universality.


Just like Magic Web 1, this equipment was also ‘universal’.
It wasn’t designed to be a treasure or work of art. Instead, just like those Rebecca Crystals being baked at steelworks — what they wanted was a large amount and for it to be sturdy and reliable.
Gawain finished explaining his own thoughts and finally pointed at the cylinder that already had a cross on it. “Now, we’re just left with this step. It needs an initial motive power source, so that this ‘piston’ can move. I’d thought of using expanded gas to complete this process, so I designed this airtight ‘air cylinder’, but you don’t have to be restricted by my ideas. — From the viewpoint of magic, what kind of spell do you think can create a driving energy whose supply can be non-stop and recycled?”
Rebecca held onto the chair while her body swayed here and there. “Carve a super-mini typhoon magic circle inside it? To blow wind hard?”
Heidi frowned and contemplated seriously. “Not too practical. The typhoon magic circle is too complicated. Besides, the air current that it can draw in a closed environment is limited…”
While speaking, she casually condensed a semi-translucent Sculpture Hand beside her. However, she quickly dissipated the magic again. “It would be simple if we could use the Sculpture Hand and propel it inside. Regrettably, this is a very unique spell. There’s no corresponding magic circle. Moreover… it feels so strange to have a Sculpture Hand pushing inside the machine.”
 
“Sculpture Hand…” Rebecca’s eyes rolled up as she thought hard. Suddenly, it was as if some train of thought was unfolded. “Oh yes, it’s not a must to use air currents… So much so that we can even dispose of this thing called ‘air cylinder’?”
Watching Rebecca’s eyes that were growing brighter and brighter, Gawain could not help but feel delighted at heart. The doofus was going to make a contribution again!?
Heidi also became curious. “What have you thought of?”
Rebecca gestured happily. “Aunt, do you remember that I had a spell that I could never learn back then…”
“Other than fireballs, which other spells have you mastered?”


 
“No, that trick level one. You believed that I would definitely be able to master it regardless of how dense I was.” Rebecca waved her hands with effort. “Subsequently, I secretly drew runes inside the glove, pretending that I could cast the spell. In the end, I was hung up and beaten up by you and dad…”
Gawain was speechless.
Was there a need for this girl to be gleeful when speaking about these?!
Meanwhile, Heidi had clearly recalled what that ‘trick’ Rebecca was referring to was. “Repulsion trick?”
Chapter 102: Magic-Powered Engine
‘Trivial spells’ were categorized as spells that weren’t official. Even apprentice mages would be able to execute these fundamental spells. They were extremely easy to learn in normal situations, and the construction of the spells was so simple that even young children could understand. But the corresponding effects were extremely limited, and the functionality was very direct. In fact, many of the trivial spells didn’t possess any practical usage for combat or work. They could only serve as support spells for official spells or ‘preschool education’.
Gawain knew a few ‘trivial spells’ that were very interesting, like the Transformation spell’s simplified version ‘Dye spell’. It could change the target’s hair color according to the situation, but apart from the change in color, there wasn’t any lethal power, and it was only able to be maintained for two hours. There was also the spirit-tempering trivial spell ‘Toughen Will’. After execution, the spellcaster’s vision would summon a phantom that would immediately start to recite the spellcaster’s youthful and sorrowful experiences. It would keep on repeating until the spellcaster stopped the spell. It had an unbelievable effect on toughening willpower…
Okay, youthful and sorrowful stories were just Gawain’s own understanding. The local mages realized that the phantoms would mainly be reciting the spellcasters’ failures and foolish mistakes from their entire life. Because the phantom would only be seen by the spellcaster, it was something like a mental hint to oneself. It was a technique that was in between a spell and a skill. It was very effective when used to toughen the willpower, to self-reflect, and to summarize one’s experiences. But most of the people weren’t willing to learn this trivial spell.
Official mages weren’t willing to be grouped as ‘spellcasters’ together with people that merely learned trivial spells. It referred to those street performers who used trivial spells to deceive uneducated commoners or to those shoddy apprentices who relied on trivial spells to trick countryside knights. Even apprentice mages wouldn’t feel proud for mastering a few trivial spells… On the other hand, if one wasn’t even able to master a few trivial spells, it would definitely be humiliating…
Rebecca was obviously a dauntless general of the shamed and humiliated mages.
The Repulsion trivial spell was something that had nearly caused Rebecca to have a mental trauma during her childhood. It was a rather powerful spell among the various trivial spells.
It was the prerequisite spell for the force field-type spells. It was in the same category but a variant of the trivial spell, ‘Telekinesis’. It was also a training method for advanced spells like the Gravity Control spell, Levitation spell, or the Sculpture Hand. The Repulsion spell’s function was to push away anything in front or within the vicinity of the spellcaster (as for which effect, it would be decided by the type of runes added during the construction of the spell). As for the object being pushed away, it would be up to the spellcaster’s magic strength. It was one of the rare trivial spells that could be effective during battle… to push away enemies or to make the enemies lose their balance.
Gawain knew of this trivial spell, but he had never thought of it.
His mind was only filled with the forces of expansion or high temperature and high-pressure airflow. Even though his mind would flash with the electric-motor model occasionally, he didn’t correlate it with this world’s most fundamental ‘Repulsion spell’.
 
After seeing how Rebecca described her idea in high spirits, Gawain used a self-mocking attitude to reflect upon himself.
He told himself not to overestimate his creative thoughts and other world’s experiences as a ‘transmigrator’. These thoughts and experiences might be very effective, but there were plenty of moments when it would become a transmigrator’s restriction and obstacle. Just like this time, Gawain Cecil’s memories contained the Repulsion spell, but why didn’t he think of it?


Because Gawain’s mind was filled with Earth’s classic engine model…
Rebecca had never seen a steam engine before and wouldn’t know what an internal combustion engine was. She wouldn’t even understand why Gawain insisted on adding a sealed cylinder in the machine; therefore, her thoughts didn’t have such restrictions. She merely required Gawain to propose a rough idea, and she would use her fine brain and her magical knowledge of this world to think of a perfect solution.
Of course, there was another very important reason — that Rebecca was indeed abnormally talented. With her highly creative ideas, as long as she didn’t starve to death in this world, she would probably be a significant person. She would at least become those people who were printed on history books and would take up two lessons to fully explain their accomplishments. But one had to admit that: how could the other world people be silly?
They simply didn’t consider things in a certain direction!
Heidi’s train of thoughts had opened up because of Rebecca’s idea. She took a piece of paper and casually drew runes and lines on it. “That’s right… the Repulsion spell is very suited for simple magic circles. In fact, there are plenty of magical mechanisms like the automatic door, and the most common floor traps are all actuated by the Repulsion spell. But no one had ever thought to transform such energy into sustainable operation and standardized machines… Ancestor, your wisdom and thoughts are truly unfathomable.”
As she spoke, she handed over the rough sketch she had done.
The back of Gawain’s head was perspiring with cold sweat after getting praised by Heidi. I am not done with my self-reflection yet…
After taking over Heidi’s sketches, he took a glance and realized that it wasn’t just the sketches of the simplest Repulsion magic circle; there were also markings of the corresponding magic effects and the cheapest material for assembly.
She was truly hardworking and frugal. If the camp didn’t have Heidi, there would be plenty of pointless expenses.
The trio’s minds were working together as their discussion revolved around the ‘Repulsion spell’ that was one of the most fundamental spells. Rebecca pointed at Gawain’s initial blueprint of the cylinders and said, “If we are using the Repulsion spell, we can simply do away with the sealed cylinders. Perhaps, we will leave behind a protective cover to avoid any foreign material from dropping inside, but it wouldn’t need to be so tight.”
“We can carve the Repulsion magic circle at the underlay for it to actuate the ‘piston’ thing.” Heidi’s interest in research was aroused. “But how will the piston return after being pushed away?”


“Using inertia — this steel wheel’s inertia. It’s called the sprocket wheel.” Gawain pointed at the sprocket wheel that was connected to the piston. “It is connected to the crankshaft and piston. When the piston is away from the Repulsion magic circle, the sprocket wheel will turn and reset the piston.”
Amber had been staring blankly for a long time. At the start, she couldn’t understand at all, but as Gawain and the others continued to discuss, she finally had some clues. After all, the fundamental theorem of this machine wasn’t considered complicated. The main structure was a bunch of wheels and connected shafts. As a thief, Amber had frequent contact with various mechanisms and traps; thus, she was rather familiar with these wheels and shafts. When everyone was discussing the problem of the piston reset, she murmured something by the side, “What about the process when the piston is trying to return to the Repulsion magic circle? The magic circle will still be pushing outwards… but this large wheel will only be able to continue acting after turning the last half of the circle. It means that the machine will be competing against itself.”
  “That’s true…” Heidi frowned in response. “When the piston is moving away, it naturally needs the force from the Repulsion magic circle. But when the piston is resetting, the Repulsion magic circle will counteract with those useful forces…”
“Useful forces would be called ‘work’.” Gawain made use of this opportunity to impart them with the terms he was familiar with. At the same time, he had already thought of a solution about the machine ‘competing against itself’. For the Earth’s four-stroke engines and other classic engines, the piston reset process required ventilation to relieve the pressure in the cylinder. But for this machine, the Repulsion magic circle had to stop working the moment the piston was resetting. “Rune triggers. We can use rune triggers to control the Repulsion magic circle. When the piston is close to the magic circle, the rune trigger will be connected. When the piston is being reset by the sprocket wheel and approaching the underlay, the rune trigger’s connection will be severed…”
Heidi’s mind emerged with various magic runes before she asked, “But how are we going to control it? The sprocket wheel is moving very quickly and so is the piston. Magic circles with such quick reactions that had to instantly change based on the position of the rune trigger… This would require high-grade runes…”
Before Heidi had finished her thinking, Rebecca casually said, “Put the rune triggers on the piston then. When the piston is near the underlay, it will be connected and will push the piston away. It will be pushed away once it is close… pushed away once it is close — Wow, so bouncy and vivacious.”
What kind of image had appeared in this lass’s mind for the words ‘bouncy and vivacious’ to emerge?
Heidi and Gawain glanced at Rebecca. The former was astonished at the delicate solution, while the latter was surprised that this foolish girl was truly an engineering genius. How was she able to switch between the magical knowledge and the mechanical knowledge so seamlessly? She was able to instantly jump ahead of his thoughts and obtain a result from the new train of thoughts. Didn’t her brain require any cooldown time? Or were the two kinds of knowledge actually synchronized in her brain? Whichever side was able to provide a solution, she would be able to take hold of that solution?
Rebecca’s neck withdrew when she was stared at as she asked, “Did I say something wrong?”
“No, no, no, this is a very good idea.” Heidi quickly shook her hand. “I have even thought of more things. Why are we carving only one Repulsion magic circle? The piston is going to operate back and forth, so we can simply carve the Repulsion magic circle on the other side of the mechanism too. This way, the piston will be able to receive twice the power in a single repetition…”
Gawain looked at the sketches seriously while his mind was thinking about the problem of the rune trigger’s position. He suddenly had an idea too, “Also, fixing the rune trigger on the piston isn’t the best method either. This means that it will only be connected for an instant during the operation. We can connect it with the sprocket wheel’s axis and allow two magic circles on both ends of the piston to be controlled by this rune trigger. We can then use a kind of ‘prod’ system to switch the rune triggers’ magic circuit. It also means that when the sprocket wheel is at the first half of the turning process, the runes will be within the first magic circle. When the sprocket wheel turns to the second half, the runes will be connected to the other magic circle. This way, when the piston is being pushed away for the first time, it will be under the force of the first Repulsion magic circle until the piston reaches the furthest point. At this moment, the first Repulsion magic circle will switch off, and the second magic circle will activate, allowing the piston to reverse in direction. What do you think?”


Rebecca’s mouth was agape. She took a look at Heidi before looking back at Gawain while pouting her lips and feeling dejected. “As expected, I am still the stupidest…”
“You are not stupid at all!” Gawain felt both funny and embarrassed by this lass who was habitually self-abased. “The theory of the Repulsion magic circle was started by you. Me and your aunt are merely following up on this basis.”
Rebecca continued to pout. “But this machine is still proposed by Lord Ancestor.”
“But without your enlightenment, my machine will probably remain a blueprint for eternity.” Gawain laughed. “Aren’t you incredible?”
“Really?”
Gawain smiled and nodded with Heidi. “Really.”
 
“Oh!”
“That’s right, Ancestor. What name are you giving to this equipment?” Heidi suddenly recalled something. “This is a completely new thing… You have the right to give it a name.”
“Name, huh…” Gawain pondered, and a name immediately came into his mind. “I shall name it Magic-Powered Engine.”
Heidi listened to the unfamiliar and strange combination of words. A smile slowly appeared. “Ancestor, that is indeed a great name.”
Rebecca nodded repeatedly. “Yea, yea, I might not understand the meaning, but it sounds very cool!”


 
Seeing his two ‘granddaughters’ excited, Gawain lowered his head and looked at his sketches while a new idea appeared in his mind.
This structure, could it be further improved?
Or should he say… Since the Repulsion magic circle and the rune triggers had already laid the foundation, why shouldn’t he simply make an even more advanced machine with an entirely different framework?
Like the use of electromagnetic force to actuate electric motors — eliminating the pistons and crankshafts. Directly carve the Repulsion magic circles in a certain angle on the annular shell to actuate the magic guided rotor inside?
Chapter 103: Talk with a Ball
To be honest, after receiving the enlightenment from Rebecca, Gawain immediately realized that this small ‘Repulsion’ spell was simply a great pleasant surprise from this world. It was easy to use, low consumption, stable, and had a good effect.
Anyone who had experience with magical mechanisms would be familiar with this fundamental magic. Be it the magic door that opened automatically or anything else, as long as there were mechanisms, it required the actuating structure, and it would definitely consist of the ‘Repulsion’ spell. But how much was the power output? As a kind of spell, its power depended on how much magic you supplied or the performance of the magic guided material. In Gawain’s opinion, the spell efficiency was extremely high. The treasure vault in the mountain had a door that was forged with the dense purple steel, and a single door would be several tons in weight. The operation of the door was done by an ancient mechanism that basically didn’t have mechanical optimization but was still able to operate with ease. Of course, this was because the ancient Gondor Empire had its black technology, and the magic-guided crystals that they purified had wicked capabilities. But the current era’s ‘inferior goods’ weren’t bad either as there were plenty of magic traps that could push giant rocks!
For all these magical mechanisms, the usage of the Repulsion magic circle was actually rather primitive and botched. They were basically using the concept to use brute force to create miracles and using the Repulsion magic circles to shove. They never considered using crankshafts and sprocket wheels to conduct optimization…
As such, Gawain had a high expectation for Magic-Powered Engine. He believed that even if he used low-cost materials to create the engine, the motive power generated by the engine would still be unbelievable.
After the discussion of the ‘imitation’ Magic-Powered Engine was done, Gawain started to think of how to use the Repulsion magic circle in the future before Rebecca and Heidi finished the modifications, and they verified the details of the blueprint. He had already expanded the use of the Repulsion magic circle to the composition of electric motors.
A motor that used a stator and a rotor naturally had additional advantages: its structure was relatively simple, so the malfunction rate was greatly reduced. During operation, the rotor’s repulsion point could function at full load. The initial torque was great, but it wouldn’t be like the piston-type engines where initial torque would be insufficient and would need to wait until the angular velocity was increased before the torque could reach the greatest. The electric motor’s size could be compressed to a very small size, and with the energy supply from Magic Web 1, it would have a higher efficiency. Due to the benefits of magical technology, the ‘rotor-type Magic-Powered Engine’ wouldn’t need carbon brushes and wouldn’t need a ‘prod mechanism’ to frequently switch the rune triggers. This would lower the malfunction rate and also increase the machine’s lifespan (because of fewer friction parts), making it rather cost-effective…
But it had obvious flaws too. There wasn’t a need to compare with the pros and cons of Earth’s electric motors and internal combustion engines. Just looking at ‘this world’s’ technology, the rotor-type Magic-Powered Engine in Gawain’s imagination would require a large quantity of ‘repulsion points’ along the entire outer shell. It would ensure that the augmentation process was balanced and continuous. With so many independent magic circles in close vicinity, there was also a need to ensure they wouldn’t cause interference to one another, to ensure that the force exerted would be precise and unanimous, to ensure the accurate distance between the rotors, etc. This way, it would lower the technological difficulty on the engine’s mechanical structure but would increase the difficulty of the magic circles’ drawing. The latter… would require skilled workers that were harder to nurture. The complexity of this aspect would be much more troublesome than the complexity of the mechanical aspect.
No matter what, this concept was still particularly attractive, and it was impossible for Gawain to give up on it.
Hence, he took out a blank piece of paper from the side and started to make sketches on the paper under the curious attention of Amber, Rebecca, and Heidi.
 
He drew a ring-shaped shell with an inner rotor that had many slanted blades. On the outer shell, there were many corresponding Repulsion magic circles.
The structure was just so simple.


“This is…” Heidi’s brows lifted as she asked curiously with hesitation.
Gawain put down his brush and spoke with some excitement, “Second-generation machine.”
Apart from him, the three other individuals had stupefied expressions. After quite a while, Amber looked at Gawain as though she was looking at a monster and asked, “How does your brain operate?”
“You are not allowed to insult my Ancestor!” Rebecca was instantly enraged and brought up her magic staff to point at Amber’s head, but she quickly turned her head and asked, “Lord Ancestor, how does your brain operate?”
“…”
Rebecca only reacted two seconds later before she withdrew her magic staff and apologized sincerely, “Sorry, Lord Ancestor, have I spoken without using my brain again…?”
“No. That isn’t the problem.” The half-elf young lady who had just gotten out of the danger of having her head exploding didn’t tone down at all. She continued to stare and exclaim, “The discussion of the first-generation blueprint hasn’t even ended yet, and you actually made a second-generation blueprint? Furthermore, be it the principle or the structure, it looks like it was born from a different mother… Your brain probably has a large pile of blueprints waiting in there right?!”
A mouthful of saliva nearly choked Gawain’s airway; this fellow had unexpectedly guessed things correctly for once?
“It is just an incomplete idea.” He quickly pulled back his expression that had nearly crumbled. He then looked at Heidi who had a much more meticulous mind and asked, “Its theory is very simple. Do you think it’s feasible?”
“It is indeed much simpler, and it is very feasible in theory… But to do it in reality, it will not be easy.” Heidi took a glance and noticed the problem, and it was the same answer within Gawain’s conception. “When so many Repulsion magic circles are arranged in order, and in such symmetrical and close positions, it looks like it is specially prepared for magic resonance. There is a 100% chance that it will cause mutual interference, and it’s unknown if it can continue moving after the activation.”
“What if the diameter is bigger, and each ‘repulsion point’ is further from one another?”


“…It isn’t as feasible. I can understand your intention but these repulsion points need to continuously ‘relay’ in order to rotate the center part with the greatest efficiency. Hence, the distance between each repulsion point is limited. Instead of increasing the distance, why not put in an additional magic-inhibiting structure in between each magic circle to block out the interference. But doing it this way… the costs will be very horrific.”
Gawain’s tooth was immediately aching. Magic inhibiting materials. Even the cheapest would be comparable to the precious metals among the magic-guided materials. If it was going to be used for mass production… Even if he died now and was buried for Rebecca and Heidi to sell tickets for the kingdom’s citizens to visit him, they wouldn’t be able to afford it…
Wait— what kind of metaphor was this?
  “Make a prototype as a study when there is spare time. Consider it an accumulation of technical knowledge.” Gawain sighed. “The priority is to finish the prototype of the piston-type engine. Most of the parts can be forged by Hummel and his apprentices. As for the difficult parts and Repulsion mechanisms, hand them over to the newly arrived rune craftsmen. Remember, don’t worry about the cost for the first machine. As long as it can operate in a stabilized and safe manner, it will be our success… Also if some of the functions have to be sacrificed, it isn’t a problem too.”
Heidi and Rebecca brought a large pile of design plans and left. After considering the administrative pressure that Heidi would face, Gawain had handed the main task of the Magic-Powered Engine prototype to Rebecca, while Heidi would be providing technical support. This was something that made Rebecca extremely pleased.
After the duo left the tent, Gawain kept the rest of the design plans and handed it to Betty who was squatting nearby and using a small branch to practice writing in a very serious manner. “Keep it up. That’s right. I have asked the carpenters to make a small study table for you. They will deliver it to your tent later in the evening. Also, there will also be a set of stationeries and some white paper that will be provided… Use them sparingly.”
Betty, still storing the design plans in the sheepskin bag, was shocked. She then immediately revealed an especially happy expression before bowing forcefully and nearly fell forward. “Thank you Master~! You are awesome!”
The maidservant was almost hopping as she ran out.
Gawain smiled while looking at the hopping back view of the young maidservant and couldn’t help but shake his head. At the side, Amber had strange eyes as she said, “It feels weird. You are always so busy, but you actually have the time to take care of that silly maidservant… Could it be that your real obsession is actually like this? Ehh… People like you will always make a move on your own maidservant… Hey hey hey, pain pain pain!”
Gawain pulled Amber’s ear with force and spoke in an unpleasant tone, “What obsession and making what move? I simply like that child’s diligence and studious drive. Can’t your brain be a little cleaner?”
Amber rubbed her ear while looking at Gawain with anger. “Didn’t you always say that my brain was very clean?”


Gawain: “…I was saying that your brain was empty, ignorant, and incompetent!!”
“Ha? It turns out that you’re not praising me?!”
Gawain glanced at this embarrassing half-elf before walking towards the exit of his tent.
As expected, Amber couldn’t suppress her curiosity and followed along. “Where are you going? Are you sneaking off to eat some good food? Bring me along!”
Gawain waited for Amber to catch up before replying without consideration, “I’m going to have a heart-to-heart chat with that large metal ball. It has been holed up in the tent for a long time, and it should be willing to say something to me now.”
Amber heard the reply and instantly lost interest. “Oh, then I shall not be going…”
Gawain conveniently reached over and was preparing to trap this lazy bum in between his armpits.
But he had failed this time; Amber, who already suffered such an experience, had instantly blended into the shadows and caused Gawain to feel emptiness in his hand. The half-elf thief had already run over ten meters away.
 
“Go and have your heart-to-heart talk with the ball~” Amber stood from far away and spoke with a proud face, “I will go and ask for a meal from Betty~~”
Gawain didn’t know whether to laugh or to cry as he watched this ‘nominal guard’ who did things her own way as she waved and turned around to leave.
In front of the special tent at the south of the camp, Gawain inquired about the metal ball’s situation from the guards. “Is there any commotion from that fellow inside the tent?”


“No.” The responsible soldiers stood straight and replied, “We have been guarding this place. That ancient magical device had been staying inside the tent obediently and didn’t have any intention to exit.”
‘Ancient magical device’ was the explanation that Gawain gave to the soldiers who witnessed the metallic ball. From the looks of it, they had already accepted this explanation.
 
After encouraging the soldiers that were standing guard seriously, Gawain walked into the tent.
The metallic ball was floating in the middle of the tent and was roughly half a meter above the surface of the ground. It looked like a floating device from science fiction.
But this science-fiction ball started to speak in a garrulous tone, “Damn it, I thought you had already forgotten that you left me here! There is only a group of retarded soldiers standing guard in the vicinity, or that annoying little old man, or the female human that always wears a red dress. All of them are very boring. Let me tell you, if this ball didn’t value promises, I would have already left this morning…”
Gawain ignored the nagging of the ball and walked in front of it. “I’m here to have a chat with you today. I need to verify something first. You aren’t… a person… a ball from here, right?”
Chapter 104: Foreign Person… Ball
The ball was probably startled by Gawain’s question. There wasn’t any method to determine if the ball was startled as it was merely a smooth metallic ball; it didn’t have any facial features or any body language. When it was floating in midair without moving, you wouldn’t even know if it was listening. But it did stay silent for two seconds before replying, “Aren’t you talking nonsense? I was transported to this place from another place by you. I am definitely not a local ball!”
“You should know that isn’t what I mean.” Gawain remained unmoved and said, “You must have come from a place that is further away. In fact, it wouldn’t be appropriate to describe it as purely further away. A metallic ball that can think, talk, and can even release strange energy waves, with control over magic and metal. I have never heard of such a strange race in this world.”
“That is because you don’t have enough experience.” The ball seemed to be mocking as it said, “During the past two days, I have already found out about you people from the self-proclaimed druid. It seems like your people have gone through a great regression and are now unbelievably backward. How much could you have witnessed in your lifetime? Just based on your measly human eyesight and knowledge from oral tradition, the things you can experience in your entire lifetime is still little!”
When Gawain heard this explanation, his heart was much steadier.
This ball was right. Most of the people in this era indeed had their eyes ‘covered’. The deficient information relay method and the chaotic division of the continent made it hard for people to communicate and gather new information. Only a rare few high-ranked noble clans, mages, or knights would be paying attention to the outside world. The others, including a feudal noble like Viscount Andrew of the Tanzan Town, were all shutting and closing themselves off. The farmers that were either facing the soil or the sky would only be able to receive fresh information in their entire lifetime through a few pieces of newspapers. As such, if Gawain was also a person whose eyes were ‘covered’, then it would indeed be ridiculous for him to judge that the ball came from outer space just because ‘he had never seen it before’.
But the real Gawain didn’t have covered eyes: he had been staring at this world’s evolution for countless years. He had been observing this continent before monkeys started to walk straight. He might not have seen the situation in other continents, but no matter how the other continents’ lifeforms were isolated from this place or how strange they might be, it still wouldn’t evolve into a metallic ball from a pile of carbon-based life!
Unless, there was a cheat-like race outside of Gawain’s vision that developed rapidly and reached the zenith of science and technology, allowing them to create this alloy, anti-gravity, and artificial intelligence. Furthermore, this thing had been stranded on the Loren Continent 1,000 years ago and had been captured by a group of Gondor Master Mages… Instead of believing such an explanation, Gawain would rather believe that Amber would return Viscount Andrew’s butler’s pocket watch.
Thus, Gawain smiled and arrived in front of the ball before pressing his hand on the surface of the ball.
The ball immediately screamed, “Hey, hey, what are you doing!? I am going to be shamed into anger! I will—”
 
The ball was interrupted halfway because Gawain used magical resonance to transmit a message into the ball’s brain (then again, does a ball have such things?): “Don’t you feel that your appearance and this world’s living beings are drastically different?”
The ball fell into silence for a few seconds before using magical resonance to reply: “…You can just talk using your mouth. Why do you have to do it so mysteriously?”


“Because I know there are some things that you don’t wish for others to know.” Gawain smiled and said, “Therefore, you can just tell me alone.”
“I don’t wish to let you know!”
Gawain remained calm. “Where are you from? How did you get stranded in this world? How long have you been here?”
The ball pretended to be muddled. “I don’t understand what you’re talking about… Isn’t your mental association a little too good?”
“Sigh, I can understand why you are trying so hard. However, you have to admit that your novel and outstanding appearance doesn’t allow you to conceal such information. Furthermore, you are underestimating the knowledge I have. Did that druid called Pittman mention to you that most of the people in this territory might have been born after the civilization regressed, but the feudal lord here— that would be me — revived from over seven hundred years ago when the civilization was at its prime. Furthermore, I am a natural science scholar.”
The ball was in utter silence this time. It was obvious that the unreserved druid, who had a mouth like Amber’s, had mentioned it before.
With the open mind of a transmigrator and the current information Gawain had, he was able to determine that this ball was a guest from a foreign place. But he wasn’t able to determine if it had transmigrated to this world like him, or did it merely come from another planet? But no matter what, this unlucky fellow was definitely the most unfortunate one among all transmigrators: its appearance was entirely different from others…
This was goddamned awkward. In comparison to those black-haired and black-eyed transmigrators who were treated as the child of the devil, this situation was at least two hundred times more awkward. How were you going to use an atypical form to explain to someone else that you came from a strange remote eastern nation?
For his own safety and because he didn’t know this ball’s inside information, Gawain couldn’t just reveal his secret of being a transmigrator either. Instead, he could explain that he had another identity: a natural science scholar who came from a developed society 700 years ago. This identity should be much easier for this ball to communicate with as compared to those ‘ignorant fools that cut themselves from information’.
“Think about it carefully. Your secret might not be as critical as you imagine.” Gawain lowered his tone and said, “I am not a member of those fanatical religions or those Master Mages that studied you from a thousand years ago. Hence, I don’t really mind if you are a foreign guest, and I will not call some god’s name to purify you, nor will I use metallic tools to drill holes on your body. I simply wish to have a good conversation with you. On the one hand, it will satisfy my personal curiosity. On the other hand, I will also be able to help you.”
  “You need to know that you have nowhere else to go. The other side of the mountain is a wasteland, and it is filled with the monsters that you saw two days ago. If you head north, it will be to a feudal kingdom that was founded after civilization declined. Ninety-nine percent of the people there are more stubborn, extreme, superstitious, and unreasonable than me. Since you can only stay here, why not become friends with me?


“Of course, if you are still suspicious, I can let you leave. You can try going to the human nation or the southern side of the mountain. But I cannot guarantee that you will make it back alive. Also—”
“I can’t remember very clearly…” When the magic was resonating, the ball suddenly echoed with a metallic and trembling voice that interrupted Gawain’s words.
Gawain blinked before realizing that the ball was heeding him. He quickly controlled his excited emotions and asked curiously, “Can’t remember clearly?”
“I don’t remember clearly where I came from, or how I came here,” the ball said with a smothered voice. “Your guesses are correct. I did come from a ‘very far’ place, and it is much further than you can ever imagine. One thousand years ago, your people had the concept of planets and a universe. Hence, you should have it too. I shall tell you directly. Back then, those people who studied me had discussed it privately and were guessing that I came from another planet. But I want to say, it is even further than that. The distance has exceeded the concept of ‘universe and outer space’.”
Gawain had a stern expression. “In fact, certain astronomy knowledge wasn’t entirely lost either. But after losing this aspect of observation and calculation skills, the related knowledge had degenerated and twisted into a legend. But didn’t you say that you don’t remember clearly about your homeland, or how you arrived here? How can you be so certain that you didn’t cross the universe and outer space to arrive here?”
The ball’s voice sounded a little helpless. “I lost my memory, but I didn’t lose my common sense. If the two places’ laws of physics are different, how can it be the same universe?”
Gawain had an emotional and excited feeling that was hard to suppress. A comrade (although it was just a ball); a comrade that had transmigrated just like him (although it was just a ball); a comrade that could discuss concepts of planets, the universe, and time travel with him (although it was just a ball). Gawain who had been alone in this world for tens of thousands of years, this was an extremely emotional event.
Of course, Gawain now had new friends and relatives (although the bloodline was rather far away). Amber, Rebecca, Heidi, and Byron were all people that he trusted but were they able to discuss the universe or outer space with him?
Mm… It might be possible if Rebecca’s mind was expanded a little larger…
Gawain had worked hard to suppress all the disorderly thoughts that had surged out instantly. He had a hard time finally finding a new question. “Are you so sure that you have crossed the universe? Have you ever thought the laws of physics in the universe might not have ‘equal proportions’? Perhaps each star system might have a different law?”
 
“Sigh, how can I not think of that. But it is impossible,” the ball spoke in a dispirited manner. “My race has already explored all our remaining survivors in the entire universe and has even started to consider opening a hole in the world’s barrier. If the universe’s law of physics was disproportional, we would have written it in the elementary textbooks… Thus, since the first day I arrived, I had already excluded the possibility that I was stranded on a foreign planet.”


Gawain was dumbstruck.
This ball actually came from such a powerful and advanced civilization? They had already explored the entire universe? They were even researching how to travel to other universes?
Gawain was a transmigrator, and when he realized that the laws of physics here were different from Earth, he already guessed he had entered a so-called ‘foreign universe’. As such, he wasn’t too surprised by the ball’s explanation about crossing over to a new universe. But he was very surprised that this ball’s race was actually so advanced… Then could the ball be Gawain’s chance for a science and technology explosion, allowing him to dominate the entire continent in half a year, unifying the entire planet in one year, and rushing into outer space in two years?
After thinking like this for a moment, Gawain laughed. Just the thought was fine. The laws of physics were different… In this bizarre world, anyone would be caught unprepared if they were to transmigrate to this place.
 
Furthermore, this ball should be more unprepared than Gawain: the ball only had its own outlook of the world, but Gawain had the knowledge of Gawain Cecil…
At this moment, the ball was deeply moved as it said, “It has truly been tough to find a human to speak with. This era’s humans are all ignorant and prideful. Let alone talking about the universe or outer space, the people in your camp don’t even understand what the atmosphere is… I finally found a person that could have a conversation with me.”
Gawain’s bitter tears welled up in response. The ball had truly spoken what he felt in his heart. He was also deeply moved in his heart too.
Foreigners meeting on a foreign planet. This was truly the destiny of the ball!
Chapter 105: Nicholas Egg’s New Identity
It seemed like the ball had really kept it in for a long time in this world. — Considering the kind of state he was in, pretending to be a rock ball previously, even Gawain, the fellow who’d been hanging in the sky for so many years could not help but admire it. Such willpower could not be found in the average Buddha-nature1.
And after such an extended period of repressing himself and living as a fake rock, now that it could finally unbind its tongue, the ball rattled on with no end. It constantly exclaimed about the joy of conversing with humans and also lamented the dullness of people in this era and this world.
“Sigh, if it wasn’t for the facts laid out here, who would dare believe that civilization had regressed to this extent? That bunch of soldiers standing guard actually have no knowledge of even concepts like the atmosphere or geomagnetic fields…”
“That druid called Pittman, there’s definitely something wrong with his brain. He made countless trips here these two days. Each time, the topic of conversation was only one, and that was urging me to admit that I’m a dragon egg. He even asked me if dragons had to hatch from their eggs twice. Damn it, so damn annoying. I’ve really, already left my shell, alright? If I break my shell one more time, I’ll be dead!”
“And that female human wearing a red dress, she would hold all sorts of strange magic articles against my body all day long and even asked me if she could scrape some chippings off my body to study. Eek—— Scared this ball to death! Virtually as abnormal as that bunch of Master Mages back in those years…”
At this point, Gawain could not help but interrupt, “Um, that abnormal human female dressed in red that you spoke of is my family member, my granddaughter.”
“Oh—— Then you’ve got to educate her properly. Research cannot be done this way. She will develop problems mentally sooner or later this way.” The ball floated up and down, seeming to be slightly embarrassed. “Speaking of that, that bunch of Master Mages from a thousand years ago do know something. Initially, I’d even intended to communicate with them and try to figure out a way to go home, but who would’ve expected that all that bunch of fellows had in mind was to study me. Tsk tsk, if only those people then were as amiable as you are.”
Gawain looked at it with slight curiosity. “How many years has it been since you landed in this world? Or, how many years had it been since you landed in this world when those Master Mages caught you?”
“Sigh, I was caught once I arrived here,” The ball said dejectedly. “Then I was locked up in that laboratory all the time, and it seemed like I’d been locked up for a very long time — so long that I’d even learned your language.”
 
Gawain sized the other party up. “Those Master Mages never realized that you were actually an intelligent being?”
“Hehe, I was cautious.” The ball declared triumphantly, “When I’d just landed in this world, I’d instinctively built a protective shell for myself using metal and rock. I even switched myself into a semi-hibernation state, no signs of life at all. And because I could not understand this world’s language in the beginning, I had no idea what was happening. I kept pretending to be a piece of rock and observed in secret.”


“Those Master Mages later found me and brought me to the laboratory. I’d planned on escaping at first, but they were really too formidable. A slight movement would put them on alert, so I really didn’t dare to move. But I was pretty lucky. Some inexplicable phenomena would always occur near where I was found, so they thought I was an ancient sealed object or the like and did not slice me open at the first chance…”
At this point, the ball’s voice suddenly sounded terrified. “It was really unsettling. I remember, later on, they ended the research for the first phase, and they were really preparing to cut me open. However, an order suddenly came, requiring all facility personnel to immediately transfer, and they were not allowed to take any test samples found locally. I managed to preserve my life then — but those Master Mages especially wickedly added a seal to the laboratory before leaving. In the end, I slept for many, many years. And everything that came afterward, you’re aware.”
The ball finished sharing his experience in those years. Gawain immediately took note of his last few sentences. “You said those researches suddenly received an order that on top of asking them to evacuate swiftly, it also demanded they leave all local samples in the facility?”
“Yeah,” the ball casually replied, “back then, they never realized that I was actually alive, so they did not avoid me regardless of whatever they were discussing. That order was directly read out in the laboratory. I remember it especially clearly.”
Gawain frowned instantly, rubbing his chin as he mused.
The round ball questioned curiously, “What’s wrong? There’s a problem?”
“Such evacuation orders wouldn’t be given in normal circumstances,” Gawain explained. “Back then, the Gondor Empire recalled every pioneer team because the gains and losses were disproportionate. There were no pressing problems, but the evacuation order you heard was clearly an urgent order. Moreover, not allowed to take any locally found test samples… Why couldn’t they take the samples with them?”
The ball thought for a moment. “Could it be because the samples were polluted? Or some installation went out of control when they were studying the samples, and there was no time to salvage it?”
“The former is highly possible, the latter, not quite.” Gawain recalled the state of the remnants in the mountains.” Although it was an urgent evacuation, I observed the remnants. The facility was emptied in an orderly manner. Many big-scale installations were taken away, and they had plenty of time to transfer the samples. Say, what exactly were they researching in these mountains back in those days?”
“That, I don’t know. I wasn’t the one doing the research, I was the one being researched,” the ball said helplessly. “But there were a few occasions where I caught sight of some things when they were transferring me to other laboratories. They pushed some mutated, completely swollen corpses into the incinerator room. I suspect those corpses were from them using humans in experiments. Though they no longer looked like humans, you could tell they used to be humans at one glance.”
“Experimenting on human subjects?” Gawain faltered; he really hadn’t expected such to be the secret hidden in the Gondor research facility. “Were there any other traits of those test subjects?”


“Let me think… Ah yes, other than being slightly bigger and taller than average humans and having signs of deformity on their limbs, there was also something like crystals growing on various parts of their bodies. Like crystals separated out from biological tissues. One researcher, how did he put it…?” The ball thought hard and finally recalled the term. “Ah, he called them ‘divine evils’. But I don’t know whether the ‘divine evils’ referred to those crystals growing on those test subjects or the test subjects themselves. Your language is too inconvenient.”
  “Divine evils?” Gawain’s brows were tightly knitted together. He could not help but repeat these words.
This was not a term that could be casually used.
The evils of divinity, forbidden, a violation of rules, a renouncement of divine will. Born because of divine power, but they were something that should not have come into being at all. Some believed they were the negative elements released due to agony in the moment gods lost their consciences and fell into degeneration. Others thought they were messengers that the gods sent to the mortal world to punish sinners, as mortals meddling in the gods’ authority had infuriated all the gods. Regardless of which, this term was related to the gods.
In the era of the Gondor Empire, the belief in gods was as thriving as present-day. It was impossible that those researchers would pointlessly use the term ‘divine evils’, which had such significant meaning, to refer to those research products without careful consideration.
An urgent order a thousand years ago had the research facilities in the Dark Range deserted, but this emergency order also demanded for them to leave all local samples behind. Then did the ‘human experiments’ that the ball saw share some relation with the ‘local samples’ mentioned in that order?
The latter were the former’s tools and materials? Energy source? Or technical source?
Of course, these were not Gawain’s greatest concerns. His primary concern was — were the samples that the researchers of the empire didn’t take with them a thousand years ago still left in the remnants in the Dark Range?
A thousand years had passed. Would those samples have weathered? Decayed? Disintegrated? Or had they seen no change at all and were even subtly influencing the area!
“You seem a little nervous?” Although the metal ball wasn’t a human, in its prolonged process of observing humankind, it had learned how to analyze human emotions. “Why are you worried? Those were research projects of a thousand years ago. By this time, those people should be long dead, and even the facility was abandoned. What implications could there be?”
“I’m worried about the samples that they didn’t take with them.” Gawain frowned as he asked, “Do you know where they left those samples?”


The ball swayed. “Not at all. Though I was also classified as a ‘local sample’, those Master Mages were clearly no fools. They would not confuse me with their true samples, so I never came into contact with the facility’s real center. Why? You wish to find and bring out those things?”
Gawain pursed his lips. “Find them at the least, so I’d know what they are.”
The scale of the remnants in the mountains was massive, even to the extent where it was unbelievable. Gawain had already explored it once with a team, but he suspected that the area they’d seen during that exploration was less than a fifth of the entire remnants. In other words, in the remaining four-fifths of the remnants, it was possible for anything to be hidden!
“If you wish to explore, you better be careful.” The metal ball perceived what Gawain had in mind and reminded him with good intentions. “Given the scale and risk level of that facility, it’s almost impossible to explore the entire place inside with just the manpower in your camp.”
 
“I know.” Gawain nodded. “I will work within my means. Let’s move on. We’ll talk about you first.”
The metal ball faltered for a moment. “About me? What’s there to talk about?”
“Don’t you know how striking you look in this world?” Gawain said with a wry smile. “There do not exist lifeforms like you on this world at all. If you run out just like that, how would you introduce yourself to people?”
“Boss Saint Nicholas Egg.”
“…”
 
“Alright, I was joking.” Nicholas Egg slowly sank a little, almost touching the ground. “The majority of the people in this era are fools. There are indeed very few people like you, who are smart and can be communicated with. So speak, what are your arrangements for me?”
“My explanation to the outside of your identity is that you are a magical equipment that stores an ancient soul. However, at present, only some of the soldiers know this. Most of the civilians in the camp have yet to see you. If you think there’s no problem, you may show yourself in the camp from today onwards using this identity.”


“Aha, sounds pretty cool!”
Clearly, Mr. (Mdm.) Nicholas Egg was rather pleased with Gawain’s arrangement.
Chapter 106: The Aid Team
The third day after reaching a consensus with Nicholas Egg (this magical equipment that came from the ancient Gondor vault, stored an old soul, and forged a friendship with the Cecil ancestor), it finally began to officially appear to the people of the new Cecil territory.
From now on, ‘it’ could no longer be used to address this egg, instead, they had to use ‘he’.
His appearance naturally attracted a bout of attention. Even the most apathetic serfs and slave laborers could not help but grow curious about this metal ball. When they saw a bright, gleaming metal ball with a diameter of 1.3 meters floating mid-air moving towards them, everyone would involuntarily stop and watch and then discuss this thing with the people around them.
Initially, a considerable number of people felt fearful because Nicholas Egg’s appearance was really unimaginably queer. Moreover, it was a little too bright under the sun, virtually looking like a magic ball that was about to explode anytime. Those extremely superstitious civilians with shallow knowledge would give way to screams and run away. However, Gawain specially sent some soldiers to publicize and introduce the origin of this ‘magical equipment’ and especially emphasized: it was actually a respectable ancient scholar inside the egg; he had been trapped inside the metal ball because of a magic accident; other than his peculiar appearance, he was no different from the people at the camp.
After spreading that message many times, people were finally able to accept such a metal ball. Of course, some fear and nervousness were unavoidable; eventually, they would realize that this round fellow was harmless. Moreover, it could even make sounds and communicate with people. Together with Gawain’s promise, everyone forced themselves to calm down.
And Nicholas Egg himself… was extremely satisfied with his present situation.
From the first day he was stranded on this odd foreign world, his circumstances had been difficult and awkward. First, he faced the strangeness of the environment; then it was the ill-intentioned locals, being detained in the laboratory, and made a research sample. He was nearly sliced into metal shavings by those Gondor Master Mages a thousand years ago. Finally, he was suppressed by an arcane seal by those Master Mages for a thousand years. When he opened his eyes again, it was a new world with regressed civilization and collapsed technology. He’d thought he was doomed to such ceaseless bad luck, but he never expected to meet such an offbeat person like Gawain.
He was able to communicate, was able to understand what he said, and was so open-minded that he was able to accept his various statements. He was neither ignorant like the current locals, nor did he only know dissection and research like those ancient people.
Now that he thought about it, when he attempted a secret escape a few days ago but ended up being caught… it was really a very good thing. Otherwise, if he’d continued pretending to be a rock, no one knew how long it would take before he would be able to come out for a stroll like he was doing today.
 
However, while Nicholas Egg was enjoying his stroll around camp, someone complained to Gawain. Heidi stood before Gawain with a troubled look. “That ball keeps floating here and there around camp. Are you really not going to do anything?”
Gawain had his head bowed, carefully studying the information on personnel. This was the rough register of the hundred technical personnel from the capital who’d just arrived two days ago. Hearing Heidi, he lifted his head and smiled. “Did that ball make trouble for anyone?”


“Not making trouble,”—Heidi shook her head—”but he’s just too curious! As long as he sees people working, he would float over and watch them for a long time. That appearance of his is really too striking. The workers are bound to be affected.”
“Everyone will get used to it sooner or later. It’s merely a metal ball that floats around. It’s not like it’s a gigantic dragon.” Gawain chuckled. “Of course, I’ll remind him later not to distract the workers as much as possible. Oh yes, about that, what do you think about Nicholas Egg?”
Heidi’s expression became an odd one. “You’re sure you’re giving him this weird name?”
Gawain held up his open hands in resignation. “I have no choice. He’d only recognize this.”
Heidi sighed. “If you’re asking my thoughts… Actually I’d always wanted to study how he managed to float. The energy that he emits is very intriguing. It doesn’t seem like a magic energy that I’m familiar with. Besides, he is able to float in mid-air forever. If this is a kind of innate spell…”
“Hang on.” Gawain quickly interrupted Heidi’s thoughts that were beginning to unravel. “If you’re thinking of studying him, you’d better restrain yourself a little. That rascal had been captured and studied for a long time by the Master Mages of the Gondor Empire a thousand years ago. Right now, his psychological trauma is especially severe. By doing so, you will cause the hard-earned trust that he’d built with us to vanish in a flash.”
“Of course, I was merely thinking about it at heart.” Heidi smiled rather apologetically. “Compared to that, I’m more concerned about what you mentioned before — the issue about the samples that weren’t withdrawn a thousand years ago being still hidden in the ancient fortress in the mountains. I heard you got Sir Philip to organize a scouting team? Are you thinking of going into the remnants to search for those dangerous items now?”
“Of course not.” Gawain shook his head. “As you said, those are dangerous items, not something we can have a hand in right now. I got Sir Philip to organize a team mainly for the sake of investigating the shallow levels of the fortress, as well as checking on those forked roads that we weren’t able to explore when we explored them. You must know, that is a massive and sturdy stronghold… If we simply leave it in the mountains instead of making use of it, don’t you think that’s a waste?”
Heidi’s eyes widened slightly. “You’re thinking of…”
  “Briefly making use of it. Or at least using those rooms between the entrance hall and the corridor on the main floor. This is the Dark Range after all; danger will always emerge. If we encounter an emergency, at the least, everyone can go to that stronghold to take refuge ——Isn’t that so?”
With that, he bowed his head and directed his attention back to the register of the 100 tradesmen.


“Official craftsmen — fifteen, including masons, carpenters, blacksmiths, cobblers and more. Another ten craftsmen who specialize in building houses. Official spellcasters — only two, one of them is a grade-two arcanist. Another is a grade-four runemaster.” Gawain could not help but laugh out loud as he read. “Jenni Perot, grade-four runemaster, the professional with the highest grade in the team. I guess this is considered the King’s magnanimity. There’s actually another intermediate spellcaster…”
Heidi listened to Gawain’s words but could not help but frown. She was actually displeased with that ‘intermediate spellcaster’. That grade-four runemaster was the person with the highest grade amongst the hundred-men team. According to the distinction method of ‘three grades in one rank’, she was already in the intermediate rank (grades four to six). An intermediate spellcaster is indeed considered a high-end talent. After all, at present, other than Gawain, the most formidable person in the territory was a grade-three professional. However, in reality, runemasters could not be regarded this way — although they were also known as ‘mages’, they were the ‘workers’ among the mages. The skills that they learned were to carve runes and magic circles on all sorts of magic articles. Compared to the conventional mages, their strongest point was having steadier hands…
How did runemasters get promoted then? That was to have everyone get together and draw runes and magic circles. All would be good as long as they drew a lot of them and drew them well. As for their spellcasting abilities…
Runemasters only possessed the most rudimentary magic abilities. It was enough as long as they were able to sense magical power and discern between different elements. Usually, their mage grade would be around grade two, the lowest; even a grade-one mage who’d just graduated from apprentice could become an official runemaster.
Amongst the laymen who could not grasp magical power, runemasters who were able to draw magic circles were equally mysterious and powerful as those ‘great mages’, but in the eyes of true mages, runemasters were their ‘poor cousins’ who were a class or several classes beneath them. Their positions were merely just a bit higher than ‘rune craftsmen’ who were completely unable to cast spells. Runemasters could often only act as assistants to official mages, serving as appendages or working with rune craftsmen to help the latter create magic articles or draw magic circles. As they did not possess high levels or magic skills, runemasters were unable to even use the magic circles and articles that they had made. Their weak magical power and inferior magic control were simply insufficient to control those complicated magic circles.
As such, this was a profession that worked for others with no credit for oneself.
Heidi did not have the lofty mentality of most mages; neither did she discriminate against those runemasters who were viewed as ‘magic servants’ by mainstream mages. However, she could tell with one look that the runemaster called ‘Jenni Perot’ was actually shoved in to make up the numbers by the capital — an intermediate spellcaster in name only. With such a person in the team, it could be said that Francis II had done his part in the letter of the agreement (if not the spirit). It would even be a wonderful story if it was spread.
This was what Heidi was most displeased with. Moreover, the total number of spellcasters in this team was only two. The rest were all mage apprentices or craftsmen apprentices. This made her feel that this team sent from the capital severely lacked sincerity.
 
Heidi was not a person who was good at concealing her emotions, especially before Gawain. Thus, the latter caught her dissatisfaction at one glance. “What’s wrong? You feel that a grade-four runemaster is insulting our intelligence?”
“The king has no sincerity.” Heidi was very straightforward. “A runemaster… If Rebecca practiced properly, she might be stronger than him. He was wholly added in to make up the numbers.”
“This probably isn’t Francis II’s intention.” Gawain waved his hand. “That king needs to take into consideration my attitude, so his support for the Cecil pioneering camp wouldn’t be too fake. However, he has to bear the pressures from the other aristocrat clans of the capital, and those aristocrat clans do not wish to see the Cecil Clan rise back up too quickly. In reality, a good half of them probably wish that this old family clan would noiselessly die in the Dark Range. Knowing this, do you think they would allow a capable and valuable technical team to come here?”


Heidi’s expression became grim. “Those narrow-minded and greedy aristocrats of the capital… The Cecil family has completely no inclination to vie against them over any interests, yet they would spare such great efforts to wreak havoc.”
Gawain shook his head. “This is precisely the code of conduct of the aristocrats. If you cannot accept it, it only means to say that you’re actually not a qualified aristocrat — according to their standards at least. Of course, I’m not qualified either.”
 
“Then with regards to this name list, you…”
“Of course, I’d kindly accept it. Why not?” Gawain smiled. “No matter what, these are a hundred technical talents even if they were randomly put together to make up the numbers. It’s better than having none. These blacksmiths and carpenters shouldn’t be so bad to the extent that they can’t even use hammers and saws? Moreover, I want to meet this runemaster called Jenni Perot. There was a sentence on her data that had me pretty interested.”
“Which?”
“Jenni Perot, mage grade — apprentice.”
Chapter 107: Jenni Perot
Jenni Perot, the grade-four runemaster who came from the royal capital was in her room and arranging her very little luggage.
Most of the things were tools for the drawing of runes or to carve magic circles: tools like corrosion-proof painting sticks, carving blades that were coated in adamantite powder, wedge-shaped scrappers, and brushes of various sizes. Apart from those, it would be those books and notes that were kept carefully for many years.
When she left the mage tower, she was only permitted to bring along these things. As for the other things, she only had two sets of clothes.
But Jenni Perot still arranged them seriously before putting her pitiful number of personal items on the study table, the closet, and the rack by the bedside. After she was finished unpacking, she sat on the chair in the center of the room and quietly observed this wooden cabin that could only be described as simple and crude.
As the highest-grade intermediate profession holder in the 100-person team, she was given extra attention: A solitary house. Even though it was a simple and crude wooden cabin and couldn’t be compared with the mage tower, Jenni knew that this was among the few good houses in this camp. Among the team, only the official craftsmen and the other mage were qualified to have a solitary house. Furthermore, she had the largest house among all the houses, so she was already very satisfied.
After all, even back at her mentor’s mage tower, she would only be sleeping in the junk room’s floor bed. Apart from the walls that were constructed of stones, that dwelling truly wasn’t any better than this place.
No, this place was better as this wooden cabin belonged to her, and she wouldn’t need to constantly worry that her mentor would ask her to test magical drugs or magic circles.
Jenni watched everything quietly before lowering her head to look at her hands while contemplating her future days.
She was very clear of her awkward position. She was the team’s highest-grade intermediate professional, but in fact, she was only a mage apprentice. Runemaster was ‘handicraft’ work, and if the spellcasting ability and magic-sensing ability were eliminated, she was not much different from those carpenters and stonemasons. Actually, according to mage custom, the grade-two arcanist in the team should be the one with the highest status. Thus, it was very obvious that… she was just an intermediate professional to fill up the numbers.
 
At the same time, she was very clear that the legendary duke from 700 years ago could see this in a single glance.
She was such an awkward person, but he still had to treat her seriously according to the rules. She was even provided with a solitary dwelling. How long could such a situation last for?


It would probably last until the moment the duke believed he had given the king enough face. Or until someone in the territory raised an objection.
But then, the only thing that would guarantee her the qualification to stand on this land would be her handicraft.
After all, the camp was in its construction phase, and there were plenty of things that were required to be constructed — be it production of magic tools or processing of runes. Madam Heidi couldn’t possibly be doing everything personally; hence, a runemaster like her would be useful. If she could complete her tasks well, she might be able to receive the approval of the madam. Jenni didn’t dare to have excessive expectations and would be perfectly satisfied if she could have a footing in this place.
Right at this moment, the sound of door knocking interrupted Jenni’s thoughts.
She looked towards the door with surprise and anxiety while guessing who would be looking for her at this time. But she didn’t stop moving just because of this as she stood up and went to the door while thinking: ‘It doesn’t matter who is outside the door. I must not offend that person.’
After opening the door, the person standing outside the door had caused her breath to slow down by half a beat.
It was a tall figure with brown short hair and abstruse eyes. It was this land’s lord, Duke Gawain Cecil from 700 years ago, who had revived. Beside the tall figure was the elegant and beautiful Madam Heidi who was wearing a red long dress.
The feudal lord and the chief supervisor had come to visit personally, causing Jenni to be at a loss. She couldn’t hold back her wild imaginations from before and started to be worried. Could this feudal lord already feel that he was giving me an excessively preferential treatment?
As Jenni was in a state of astonishment, Gawain was sizing up the young lady in front of him and couldn’t help but take two more glances. ‘This runemaster who came from the royal capital shouldn’t be more than twenty years old yet. She is tall but skinny, and it feels like she is weak due to illness. She has silver long hair, but due to the insufficient attention to her hair, they look dried up and are in a mess. Her hair is hanging over the two sides of her cheeks, and on her left cheek, there is a spot where the hair couldn’t cover, where there is a large and ugly scar.’
That scar was the reason why Gawain took two more glances.
The scar had utterly affected this young lady’s appearance that would have originally been considered delicate and pretty. The scar didn’t just cover a third of her left face, but it extended down along the neck. Due to the obstruction of the clothes, Gawain didn’t know how great of a surface area this scar, which looked like it was a scald wound, covered. But he guessed that the scar must have been due to some kind of horrific accident.


Soon enough, he realized that it wasn’t appropriate to stare at a young lady and immediately withdrew his eyes before asking, “Why? Are you not going to invite us inside?”
Jenni finally returned to her senses and stood to the side helplessly before asking cautiously with a soft voice, “Duke… Duke, what instructions do you have to personally—personally visit?”
“I am just here to take a look.” Gawain entered the wooden cabin along with Heidi and casually looked around. ‘The house isn’t big. The bedroom and living room are completely connected. All the furnishings in this place could be seen in a single glance.’ Gawain could see those simple furnitures that were made by the territory’s carpenters but couldn’t see any traces of personal items. He was immediately able to determine that Jenni Perot was in dire straits in the royal capital just as he guessed.
“How is it? You have been adapting to this camp for two days. Are you satisfied with life here?”
  Jenni couldn’t possibly know why the feudal lord and the chief supervisor had visited her simple and crude house. She couldn’t possibly ask on her own accord and had no choice but to brace herself and answer Gawain’s question, “Very—very satisfied. To be honest, it is much better than I imagined.”
As she spoke, she shifted two chairs over so that the feudal lord and the chief supervisor could have a seat while she stood by the side. There were only two chairs in this place.
“Imagine?” Gawain looked at Jenni curiously and asked, “What did you imagine?”
Jenni heard this question and thought she had said something wrong, but she had to respond, “In the beginning… I thought this place would be harsher. I heard that this camp had only started construction for over one month and doesn’t really have sufficient manpower. I didn’t think there would be so many houses already constructed. There is also the dock to receive the supplies from Tanzan Town…”
“This is everyone’s labor and hard work.” Gawain smiled and said, “To be honest, this still isn’t considered fast. I have witnessed an entire city being constructed in a single month.”
‘That is on Earth where cement is available…” Gawain thought silently in his heart.
Jenni was shocked by Gawain’s casual comment, but she immediately used her own method of understanding and asked, “Ahh, you are talking about the Gondor Empire seven hundred years ago, right?”


“Almost the same meaning.” Gawain replied half-heartedly before looking at this simple and crude house. “Mm, the camp can only provide such living conditions now. But don’t you worry, the brick-kiln yard’s construction has already started. When there is sufficient bricks and tiles, I will have the people in the territory move into brick houses.”
Jenni: “…Ha?”
From the start, she had been waiting for Gawain to mention the problem about the ‘excessively preferential treatment’, but after waiting for a long time, the topic was deviating away until it was the direct opposite. She couldn’t help but suspect that this ancient figure was planning the operations of this camp by using Gondor Empire standards. But she immediately recalled that… Back then, Gawain Cecil had also developed a land from the ground up and had constructed the Anzu Kingdom together with the late king. He was a veteran with experience in this aspect and wouldn’t be making reckless analyses…
The confused runemaster had started to analyze with her wild imagination.
However, Gawain didn’t know what this runemaster named Jenni was thinking about in her mind. He merely wanted to use some casual statements to set the mood, but seeing that he wasn’t successful, he simply changed the topic. “We’re here today mainly to understand your living arrangements and to understand what kind of requirements our guests from afar would need. And also to understand a bit about you.”
“Understand about… me?” Jenni pointed at herself while feeling flabbergasted and asked, “What aspect are you referring to?”
Heidi took out a piece of paper and pushed it in front of her. “I will ask bluntly. We have seen your information. You are a grade-four runemaster but your mage grade… is that of an apprentice?”
Jenni’s heart throbbed.
As expected, what was supposed to come would eventually come.
 
The status of a grade-four runemaster wasn’t going to bring her any glory. It was her apprentice mage grade that was the truth. This drastic difference in grades didn’t indicate talent; it was only for people to associate her with ‘freaks’.
What’s even worse? A mage apprentice was actually filling up the numbers of intermediate professionals in the team. What was this founding duke from 700 years ago going to think? According to normal nobles’ thinking, he would definitely view this as a kind of deception and humiliation. It was possible he might be enraged too, but he wouldn’t vent his anger on the king; hence, he could only vent his anger on her, who was a ‘fake’.


The runemaster from the royal capital bowed deeply and used the most humble and most terrified tone to seek forgiveness. “I am sorry, Duke and Madam Heidi. I didn’t have the intention to deceive you. I am willing to accept punishment—”
But Gawain suddenly interrupted her, “How did you do it?”
Just as Jenni was doing her best to arrange her words to extinguish the ‘noble’s anger’ in her imagination, she didn’t expect that Gawain was calm and had asked a question all of a sudden. As a result, she was stunned.
 
Gawain thought Jenni didn’t hear the question clearly; thus, he repeated his question. “How did you finish the foundation practice of a runemaster as an apprentice mage? Are you able to sense the magic of complex runes? Are you able to conduct ‘magic tuning’ on runes?”
Runemasters were indeed ‘craftsmen’. In the eyes of professional mages, their work wasn’t any different from masons, but Gawain knew clearly that there was a difference and that it was a big one.
Runemasters didn’t just draw magic circles according to the blueprints. It was necessary for them to make alterations and adjustments to the runes’ positions. They had to also be able to conduct tuning tests on those uncertain runes, and in order to do such things, they had to be able to sense complex runes and to conduct ‘magic tuning’ after adjusting the runes.
This was something only grade-one mages could do!
Chapter 108: Runes and Formulas
The drawing of magic circles and carving of runes was a very technical job, and it was this world’s unique product. It wasn’t like a pure ‘drawing’ like everyone imagined. It was indeed as simple as drawing according to the blueprint, but in order to become a runemaster, one couldn’t just learn to draw.
If drawing magic circles were as easy as following the blueprints, an ordinary person would be able to do it. Even a commoner who couldn’t sense magic could draw the magic circles as long as they were instructed on how to draw and what to use when drawing. It would become a simple ‘produce-then-repeat’ job.
Apart from the production and repetition, runemasters would need the ability to create and to adapt according to situations. They would need to assist mages to produce magic tools or draw the magic circles on various complicated magic-guided materials. Each magic tool and magic-guided material had different attributes, and when put together, there could be countless variations. It inevitably meant that they couldn’t just draw magic circles according to the blueprints… They had to change the runes’ sequence on the magic circle according to the materials and the function of the magic circle. Or they would have to make minute adjustments to the runes’ positions and the methods of connections.
In short, the runemasters were creating ‘blueprints’. Each time they drew, they would draw the first edition of the blueprint and make a new creation.
And this process would require the ability to sense magic and to conduct ‘tuning’ for the runes.
The ability to sense magic would be used to make sure every rune was working normally during the process of the drawing as well as to sense if there was any disturbance between the runes that were above the threshold. The ability to ‘tune’ would be to inject one’s own magic into the runes to conduct a practical test… Runemasters might not be able to activate the entire magic circle, but it was possible for them to test parts of the rune array.
To do these two things, one had to be an official grade-one mage. Apprentice mages definitely wouldn’t be able to do such things as apprentice mages didn’t have the ability to sense and control complex runes. Their magic wasn’t precise enough and couldn’t be released outside their bodies. If they could do these things… they would have graduated.
Jenni’s information clearly stated that she was an apprentice mage.
Jenni had heard Gawain’s question clearly during the first time, but she didn’t know how she should reply. She hesitated and considered for a long time before she lowered her head and said, “It was luck, my lord.”
 
“Luck?” Gawain’s brows lifted and didn’t sound like he was convinced.
“Yes, luck.” Jenni’s head was still lowered as she said, “I have great intuition and would always be able to find the correct method to arrange the runes. You should know that there is a certain rule for rune sequences. With enough experience and intuition, one would be able to accurately arrange those—”


“If it was really luck, then before you accumulated enough experience, you would already be dead.” Gawain interrupted Jenni and said, “I might be a knight, but I know the fundamental principle of magic. For a magic circle, each rune’s position and connection method are relatively strict. You would have to already be familiar with all of the rune’s rules and their formation methods in this world. Otherwise, it is impossible for you to arrange all the runes in their proper positions. Rune sequences might have a rule to comply with, but I have never heard of anyone analyzing all the rules of the rune sequences. It is also because it is impossible for humans to write down all the rune combinations. Thus, there is a need for the abilities to ‘sense’ and to ‘tune’.”
As Gawain talked, he stared at the silver-haired young lady in front of him and said, “Raise your head and tell me the truth… Without the ability to sense and tune, how are you able to know each position of the runes and the effects each rune would generate?”
Perhaps Gawain’s tone was too stern, it caused Jenni to shiver uncontrollably, and she didn’t even dare to speak. When Heidi saw the situation, she recalled that Gawain had instructed her to assume the roles of a stern individual and a lenient individual. Therefore, she used a gentle tone to say, “You don’t have to be nervous. This isn’t the royal capital that has strict rules or the oppressive and inflexible Association of Mystics. We welcome and encourage all actions that would be beneficial to the construction of the territory. It is fine even if the actions are unorthodox.”
Jenni finally raised her head and looked at Gawain. The latter nodded sternly. “I can guarantee that creative ideas are protected in this place. Because I am the law of this land.”
“It actually isn’t a creative idea.” The silver-haired apprentice mage who was a grade-four runemaster had finally spoken. She then turned to the bedside and retrieved a large and heavy book. “It is through logic and calculation.”
Gawain put his hand on the book but still asked, “Can I take a look?”
“Of course, you are the feudal lord.”
Gawain opened up the book that looked rather old and realized it was actually a book of handwritten notes. The yellowed pages were filled with runes, numbers, calculation methods, diagrams, etc. There were writings that were already blurry due to wear and tear. He casually flipped through and realized that the handwriting on this notebook wasn’t uniform. There were at least four different handwritings in the book, and they appeared sequentially from the front to the back. It was obvious that this notebook had gone through four different owners, and each owner had written down their own records.
This book seemed to have verified Gawain’s indistinct conjecture. He was almost excited and inspired as he flipped through the pages rapidly. It had caused Jenni who was seated directly opposite to worry if her precious notebook would be damaged due to the violent flipping. As Gawain was flipping through rapidly, his vision was suddenly attracted to an attached piece of paper that was sandwiched in the latter half of the notebook.
This piece of paper had been pasted to the middle of the page with glue, and there seemed to be an additional annotation or summary. The words on it caused Gawain to suffocate for a moment: [E/N: Yeah, just skip through the next few paragraphs.]
“…All inferior rune’s energy levels have an energy ratio of 1:3 as compared to runes that are one grade higher. If inferior runes are continuously connected, three would become one, making it a complete rune that is one grade higher.”


“…Random runes of the same grade, same positions, and different attributes can only be connected no more than eight times. Runes of the same grade, same positions, and same attributes can only be connected no more than four times.”
“…When the originating character and the ending character of random runes form a ‘bond’, each ‘bond’ rune’s interior could be filled with connecting fields that must be an even number. Every two connecting fields are considered a ‘pair’. The number of ‘pairs’ is X and every ‘bond’ rune would develop energy level X+1.”
  “…In a magic interference area, two completely identical and adjacent runes would produce an ‘interference bond’. The overall interference in the area produced would drastically increase due to the increase of interference bonds. A single interference bond has the interference value of constant t=1.35, and when the interference bond’s number is n, it would cause an actual overall interference value of m=t*n3. (Note: Avoiding identical runes being adjacent to one another would greatly decrease the production of interference bonds).”
“…Among magic-guided materials, purple copper is ‘zero’ grade; those weaker than purple copper would be negative; those superior or equivalent to purple copper would be positive. Positive magic-guided materials can endure theoretical interference value M during rune connections. The number of rune bonds is set as N, and the number of rune attributes is set as Z. Interference values produced by interference bonds are set as t. As such, magic-guided materials within the range of a rune combination would be able to endure a theoretical interference value of M=(N+Z*N)*t. The negative magic-guided materials would divide the interference value by the constant E=1.66…”
“In all circumstances, the actual interference (m) should be smaller than the theoretical interference value (M)…”
“In multifunctional magic circles, the formula for ‘self interference’ produced by the rune bonds is…”
“In multifunctional magic circles, the optimal arrangements for runes should follow…”
There were even more records at the back.
There were massive quantities of formulas, rules, and logical deductions filling up this paper attachment. There were also a lot more on the page behind this attachment. Gawain merely took a glance and judged that this was already a summary and derivation that had practical value.
It seemed like they weren’t the ultimate result. Furthermore, there were also limitations due to the era. Many summaries were purely the product of experience and lacked definite formulas. There were also plenty that had messy formulas and had yet to be simplified and merged to become formulas that could be used anywhere. Moreover, these things weren’t arranged into a system and were scattered and accumulated individually without any rules.
But they were already extremely astonishing things.


“Are these summarized by you?” Gawain looked with wide eyes while asking with surprise.
“No, no…” Jenni answered with a little panic. “Not all of it. Only a part of this notebook was written by me. The other parts… are the legacy of the predecessors.”
When speaking of the words ‘legacy of the predecessors’, her face had an obviously dull and sorrowful expression.
“Mm… that’s right. There are at least four kinds of handwriting on it.” Gawain lowered his head and looked at the notebook. He then continued to flip and suddenly realized that the words in the beginning were rather familiar. After verifying for a moment, he turned to look at Heidi. “Did you bring that notebook along? The rogue mage’s notebook.”
The rogue mage’s notebook was simply a treasure in the eyes of Gawain, but the most precious thing recorded inside was knowledge and not the notebook itself. Hence, he had made a copy of the notebook and kept that copy with him, but he had given the original as a present to Heidi, who was passionate about magic research.
Heidi nodded. “I have it. I just happen to be researching the interchangeable rune combinations inside it for the past two days…”
 
As she spoke, she took out that book of old notes which Gawain placed on the table. He then compared it with the notebook from Jenni… As expected, one quarter of Jenni’s notebook had the exact same handwriting as the rogue mage’s notes!
This thick and old notebook was also one of the rogue mage’s legacies? Furthermore, these had been circulating in the mage’s circle and had been researched and carried on by at least three other individuals?
“This…” Jenni saw the notebook that Heidi had taken out, and it caused her to subconsciously say, “Do you know the owner?”
“I have met him.” Gawain replied casually and pointed at Jenni’s notebook that contained the rune calculations. “Since you have this, does it mean you met him too?”
“It is very regretful. When I obtained this notebook, it had already switched hands three times.” Jenni shook her head and asked, “You have seen him? Where is he now? Could he be in this camp too?”


 
The runemaster’s expression was filled with traces of reverence and excitement. However, Gawain had to disappoint her. “He has already passed away. My notebook is his legacy. Of course, now there is also your notebook.”
Jenni opened her mouth, but it ultimately turned into a sigh. “Is that so…”
“You said this notebook has switched hands three times. Where are the previous owners?” Gawain didn’t give Jenni a lot of time to immerse in regret and immediately asked, “Those people that carried on the research, are they in the royal capital or the Association of Mystics? Can you contact them?”
“They… are dead too.” Jenni’s tone suddenly became even gloomier. “The second owner had died in an adventure. The third owner is also my previous master. He is Master Ravencrest, and he perished in a mission arranged by his mentor… Constant E=1.66 is his legacy.”
Chapter 109: E=1.66
After Gawain and Heidi’s constant questioning, Jenni was no longer silent and presented the complete stories of all the previous owners of this notebook. Gawain also found out more information about that rogue mage.
The first owner of the notebook was indeed that rogue mage, and he didn’t leave his name in this notebook either. Jenni only knew he was a dejected and eccentric senior that was shunned by everyone. That rogue mage came from the Violet Kingdom that was situated in the northern side of the continent. He was once a member of the human mages’ largest organization, ‘Association of Mystics’. But just as Gawain knew, his magic power was too weak, and he was ostracized. His research was considered unorthodox in the eyes of traditional mages, and he had an extremely miserable life. Finally, in order to treat his daughter, he left the Association of Mystics and entered the Anzu Kingdom. The notebook that Jenni had was one of the manuscripts that leaked out long ago from that rogue mage. It was highly possible that he had sold it cheaply to a mage from the Anzu Kingdom in order to raise funds for the trip.
Perhaps he only sold it for three copper pieces, or perhaps it was worth nothing, and he had merely given away a large pile of books and notebooks.
The second owner was also in the same miserable situation, and he could see from the implied meaning of the words that the rogue mage was conducting similarly ‘unorthodox’ research. It was obvious that he had conducted such research because he was also weak and had no hopes of promotion.
A mage that was having a hard time progressing in magic and runes had hoped that logic and mathematics would aid him in exploring the truth of this world. The rogue mage’s research on the universality and hidden rules of the runes had lit up a path for the second owner, allowing him to vaguely understand that even without powerful magic and individual strength, he would also be able to explore the mysteries of magic. But the second researcher wasn’t able to walk far on this path.
Perhaps it was to collect the funds for research or to validate a certain data in the notebook, this nameless mage had perished on an adventure. The few pieces of property that he left behind had been distributed completely, and this precious notebook had been transferred to the hands of Jenni’s master.
Jenni’s master didn’t become this notebook’s owner as he was an ‘orthodox master’ who treated this notebook with abnormal disdain. He didn’t believe that a bunch of calculations written by two low-grade mages would be able to reveal any truth. Furthermore, he believed that the second owner of this notebook had lost his life in an adventure because he believed the nonsense written on these pieces of scrap paper. The wretch that perished in the ruins had just proven the errors in the notebook.
As such, the master threw the notebook in a pile of trash outside the mage tower. It was then picked up by his ‘apprentice’ Ravencrest.
That so-called ‘apprentice’ was actually that great mage’s slave.
 
This phenomenon was very common among orthodox mages. They normally had two kinds of apprentices: real apprentices and apprentices that weren’t treated as human. The former would be individuals with a great talent for magic or individuals of high nobility. The latter would only be nominal apprentices in the mage tower but would actually be used as slaves and experiment subjects. Ravencrest belonged to the latter.
Due to his inferior magical talent and that he wasn’t from any prestigious clan, Ravencrest wasn’t valued in the mage tower. Even though he had an exceptional talent for mathematics and logic, due to his inferior spellcasting and rune-sensing abilities, he had been addressed as ‘retard’ or ‘freak’. The great mage barely taught Ravencrest some entry-level knowledge and had used low-cost magical drugs that would cause great sequelae and a ritual to forcefully push Ravencrest into an official mage. Afterwards, the great mage nurtured Ravencrest as a runemaster and planned for him to take charge of the drawing of magic circles and the production of tools.


It was also at that moment that Ravencrest obtained the notebook and became the third owner of the notebook.
After a few years, Jenni got to know Ravencrest.
Different from most of the ‘talented people’ that could enter the mage tower, Jenni was born from a family with low status, and she wasn’t even selected to enter the tower as a ‘mage slave’. She was a frail young lady from a poor village very far from the royal capital. The generations of her family had never interacted with any extraordinary figures, and it wasn’t possible for them to possess a ‘mage’s noble bloodline’.
She was able to enter the mage tower because her hometown had encountered a disaster, and her family was about to die from starvation. It was at this moment, her ‘master’ happened to pass by her village and wanted to ‘show his kindness in exchange for some experimental materials’.
Jenni remembered clearly that it was a windless yet very cold night. Her parents had gathered all of the children to draw lots, and the 14-year-old her had drawn the lot.
On the next morning, she had been pushed into the caravan of the ‘lord mage’ in order to exchange for enough food to survive: two bags of wheat.
She still remembered that the caravan had plenty of things stacked up. There were unknown herbs, animal specimens, rocks, metals, tree barks, a few children that had numbed expressions and were about the same age as her…
The caravan was filled with experimental materials.
The mage had used rations to exchange materials for experiments, and she was being brought to the mage tower as ‘experimental material’.
Afterwards, in the mage tower, she got to know Ravencrest, a mage slave who as an ‘apprentice’ had a slightly higher status than her.
Ravencrest was responsible for ‘feeding’ the experimental materials.


The children that were brought over from the same village were quickly put to use by that mage. At almost every two to three days, a child would be taken. Some would return alive; some wouldn’t. Even if they returned alive, they would quickly turn insane or extremely sick. Jenni was already aware of her fate, but she didn’t try to escape.
Because Ravencrest had been reminding her everyday: ‘never try to escape; it will be worse than death’.
Just like that, it was finally Jenni’s ‘turn to be used’. She was already unable to remember the exact details of that day as she was basically immersed in fear and chaos, but she had been blessed by fortune. When she was delivered to the experimental magic circle, she had been suddenly tested to have a weak affinity with magic.
  She actually possessed talent for magic.
Due to the fact that she possessed talent for magic and because of her good behavior, Jenni had preserved her life and had been promoted to one of the mage’s apprentices. Moreover, she had the same status as Ravencrest who was a ‘slave apprentice’. She had also obtained a family name as the mage had casually given her the family name of ‘Perot’. In the human common language, her family name had the same meaning as the word ‘wheat’… It was because she was bought by the mage for two bags of wheat.
Escaping the threat of death, it was actually a great blessing for Jenni who was an experimental material. However, in reality, her situation had yet to step into the light. She had merely been promoted from a ‘thing’ to a ‘slave’, and in many situations, the two didn’t actually have much of a difference.
Back then, Jenni didn’t have the mood to consider such things as she was extremely glad to be able to continue living. Furthermore, she never would have expected she would be able to learn how to read and practice magic with the status as an apprentice mage (even though she was a slave apprentice). She started off with the hunger to learn that knowledge and had been studying, learning words, differentiating runes, remembering spells without rest. Soon enough, she realized that her interest and manner of thinking were similar to Ravencrest…
They became good friends that didn’t bother about the age difference. Ravencrest then excitedly revealed his treasured notebook to Jenni and started to explain the unbelievable findings that took root from mathematics and logic. The duo had feeble magical strength and were ‘apprentices’ who had never received a proper magic education. Thus, they had been absorbing the knowledge within the notebook and using that knowledge as a basis for their own worldview.
They were completely unaware that the use of formulas and calculations to research the truth was actually very unorthodox in the eyes of the mages who pursued the truth with the orthodox belief in individual strength.
On the other side, Jenni’s ‘master’, that powerful mage, had quickly realized that Jenni’s talent for magic was actually feeble and pitiful. This sickly person who climbed out from the experimental materials only had a tiny bit of ability to sense magic. With her spiritual power, she would probably only be able to master apprentice-class trivial spells in her entire lifetime and would never enter the ranks as an official mage.
As such, he immediately stopped his investment in Jenni and had an urgent desire to take back his investment. He gave Jenni a bottle of magical drug and a set of magic-circle blueprints. He had asked Jenni to drink the magical drug so that she could be forcefully turned into a grade-one mage before she started her practice as a runemaster.


Ravencrest, who had drunk the magical drug, had secretly stopped Jenni and proposed a bold suggestion. Why not believe the knowledge on the notebook and believe the formulas derived by the data in the notebook and attempt to control those runes without the assistance of magic and to use mathematics and logic instead?
Jenni listened to Ravencrest’s suggestion and had completed the magic circle at her level of apprentice mage.
That was probably the first ‘calculated’ magic circle in the world.
falsehood
Her ‘master’ didn’t reward her because of that and flew into a rage instead. He quickly found out that Ravencrest was the one who planned this ‘dirty trick’. Immediately after, he followed the clues and found out about the existence of the notebook. This near ‘betrayal’ behavior had enraged him because he believed that this book was full of nonsense and because some feeble and shoddy mage’s research had actually been able to entice two servants in his mage tower. This was an utter humiliation to him.
As the great mage’s anger was burning, he was preparing to destroy the notebook and to ruthlessly punish his two ‘apprentices’. At this moment, Ravencrest had stood out bravely for the first time to face the wrath of his ‘master’.
He had accepted the punishment alone, and as the cost to protect the notebook and Jenni, he had lost one eye, a quarter of his soul, and two tendons. He attempted to make the violent mage believe that there was value in preserving the notebook and to let his foolish apprentices continue to research. Perhaps there might be something worth investing in the notebook, and Ravencrest and Jenni could become the experimental subjects who would produce magic circles and runes according to the formulas recorded in the notebook. If it was a success, then all the credit would belong to the great mage, but if it was a failure, the mage would only be losing two experimental subjects.
 
Jenni’s master had accepted this proposal and allowed his two audacious apprentices to carry on the research, but the master had constantly mocked and criticized them. He believed that people who couldn’t even control high-grade runes would definitely produce worthless findings in rune research. It was as foolish as a serf trying to guess the menu of the king’s lunch. Without the ability to sense and control runes, how would one be able to tell the power of runes? With just calculations? Wasn’t it ridiculous?
But no matter what, Ravencrest and Jenni were finally able to continue the research on the notebook’s content. They had quickly discovered an obvious ‘fault’ in different magic-guided materials when conducting magic. This fault seemed to separate all the magic-guided materials into two intervals of ‘positive’ and ‘negative’. There was a mysterious constant that affected the two intervals of the magic-guided materials and would have an actual performance in the magic circle. It turned out that various magic-guided materials would affect the ‘output power’ of the magic circle. The anti-interference ability of the magic circle would depend on the arrangement logic of the runes and the relationship with the magic-guided materials’ positive or negative impact, and it was also influenced by a constant…
They then started to deduce this constant and were getting closer to the ultimate result. But before the eve of success, their master suddenly gave them a mission.
They had to visit a magic well that had lost control and reset the rune formation in there.


This was totally beyond their skills as runemasters, and the resetting of the magic well’s rune formation wasn’t even the specialty of a runemaster. This was a job for an official mage.
 
But the master’s order was absolute, and there was a remark that came after the order: “Didn’t you say all runes can be modeled after your formulas? Then go remodel that.”
Ravencrest accepted this order. He was very clear that the great mage had already lost his patience, and he wasn’t a person that could tolerate his servants acting freely. Hence, Ravencrest didn’t have a choice but to adjust the runes in the magic well. It would also allow him to verify the most crucial problem.
Jenni’s recollections were getting close to the end, and her tone was very calm. It was so very calm, as though it didn’t involve her. “Before Mister Ravencrest departed, he told me he would adjust those runes according to the first conjecture. If he returned alive, it meant E=1.29. If he didn’t return alive, it meant E=1.66… He didn’t return alive.”
Gawain looked down at the notebook, and the constant E recorded was in a brand new and delicate handwriting. It was written by Jenni.
Chapter 110: When The Storm Rises
For a long time after Jenni finished speaking, neither Gawain nor Heidi broke the silence.
However, Heidi could sense a powerful aura brimming out from her ancestor’s body. It was like an ice crevasse beside her; it was such that by simply sitting near him, she could sense all her magical power gradually freezing, and this unbearable sensation lasted until Gawain opened his mouth.
When Gawain spoke, his tone was, unexpectedly, very peaceful. “What is your master’s name?”
“…William, William Birken,” Jenni said, stuttering slightly. “He isn’t a palace mage but is a person of great standing in the city of St. Soniel. He is the Honorary Advisor of the Royal Mages Institute, and… is very powerful.”
Gawain only nodded quietly. “William Birken, Honorary Advisor of the Royal Mages Institute, I got it.”
Heidi felt that the atmosphere was too stifling; she had to say something to get the air that had almost frozen over to circulate again. “After that? Are you still continuing to research the contents of the notes?”
“I pretended to have given up on the theories in the notebook, but I secretly continued to study them,” Jenni said in a low voice. “Originally, master also developed that tiny bit of interest in the notes, but he disdained reading them in detail. Instead, he sat by and watched what we could come up with. Mr. Ravencrest’s death seemed to become a piece of evidence for master to be sure that the research in the notes was absurd and wrong. So, he put them out of his mind, while I pretended to have given up on those theories as he had.”
“So, it is impossible for him to ever know the existence of constant E. He disdained to even read a single assertion in the notes in detail and finished making all judgment based only on impression… based on that foolish impression of his.” Gawain’s tone was extremely contemptuous. “He has no idea what he is despising. Neither does he know what he has let slip. Better yet, he doesn’t even know that he had let something slip— I have never heard of such a foolish and ignorant person.”
Jenni’s eyes widened slightly. This was her first time hearing someone use the two words ‘foolish’ and ‘ignorant’ to evaluate her master, to evaluate an archmage who had an illustrious reputation in the Royal Mages Institute and even an honorary seat in the Association of Mystics…
 
However, she did not dare to agree with Gawain. She only dropped her head slightly and went on, “Then I slowly became a skilled Runemaster. Master had once been curious why I was able to complete the adjustment of runes with magic techniques at the apprentice level, but he still had many other matters to pay attention to, and slave apprentices like me are innumerable in his mage tower. Very soon, his attention was shifted away from me— until not long ago. News that the King wanted to organize a Southern Borders pioneering team came. Various aristocrats in positions of power and influence began organizing this team, and master suddenly came to me…”
Heidi sneered lightly. “So this is due to Archmage William Birken. Packaging a grade-four runemaster with the foundation of a mage apprentice into an intermediate professional and arranging for her to join the team.”


“He probably just wanted to get rid of a burden. After all, in his eyes… I’ve always been considered someone who is neither obedient nor talented.” Jenni nodded with a bitter smile. “Besides, to have a mage apprentice make up the numbers with the rank of a runemaster, this is already severe deception and dishonor, so he’d probably gotten the instigation and support of certain big figures in the capital. Duke, I wish to remind you, I am not an exception. Half of this hundred-men team have been shoved in like that to make up the numbers and are essentially outcasts and radicals. We are either burdens with no status and have been kicked out or hold an empty professional rank and cannot be put to use in reality. Just like that grade-two official mage, Mr. Santis. Although he is a grade-two arcanist, he has an inherently frail spiritual power and can only continuously release three to four grade-two spells. And the carpenter Mr. Blues spent half his life studying gears but was ostracized by the Carpenters Association because he was no good at socializing. He’d been expelled from the association many years ago. Not until the organization of the pioneering team this time did the association find him, reinstate his status as a member, and add him to the team just for the numbers…”
Heidi was left agape. “Does that bunch of aristocrats in the capital have to go so far…”
However, Gawain could not help but break out in laughter. “I’ve got to thank them instead. Thank every clan who had a hand in this matter and also thank Jenni’s master. Those idiots would never know how much wealth they’ve let through. Radicals and rebels? Alright, what my land fears the least is rebelling. If those people who cling to old ideas with a pile of connections were to really come over, I wouldn’t want them!”
Heidi watched Gawain with a worried gaze. “Ancestor, you don’t have to console yourself like this…”
“…Why are you also showing inclinations of becoming more ‘Rebecca’-like?”
“Huh?”
“I mean Iron-Hea— Never mind, you won’t understand even if I spell it out.” Gawain waved his hand and turned to look at Jenni. “Let bygones be bygones, Miss Jenni Perot. You’ve arrived at your new home. Toss all your past fears and worries aside. You may continue your research openly and as you please. Not only will I permit that, I will even support you. From now on, you may go to Heidi’s to collect materials for rune research every month. I only have one request—”
Jenni completely did not expect Gawain to declare his support for her so frankly and even passionately. She was still lost in great shock and only asked subconsciously at this point, “What request?”
“Sort out your research. Sum them up into simple and straightforward formulas and theorems,” Gawain said while looking at the notebook on the table. “I can tell from your notes that you are a practical researcher. You are good at using experience to arrive at these formulas, and I happen to have someone who can complement you in my territory — my descendant, Rebecca Cecil. She is a girl who is very quick-witted and also skilled at mathematics. I will have you two study these together. I hope that the end-product you ultimately create could be a…”
Gawain suddenly stopped here as if choosing his words carefully. Until a few seconds after, under Heidi and Jenni’s curious gazes, he then found the most suitable word. “Textbook. I hope that you can tidy all these into a textbook, a textbook that can be understood by as many people as possible. Of course, that is the ultimate outcome. It is a wish of mine, and it will be really tough to achieve. You can take it slow, and let me know if you lack anything.”
“Are these… really that important?” Jenni finally realized that Gawain wasn’t deceiving her. But apart from being immensely surprised, she only felt confused and bewildered. “Do you want to foster runemasters like me in great numbers?”


Gawain smiled. “Foster runemasters? No, I plan on making the contents in this notebook, in the days to come, the general knowledge for every spellcaster on this territory, or even general knowledge for every person.”
With that, he stood up and solemnly pushed that big book back to Jenni. “Keep it well. Protect it well, and if you have the time and chance from now on, it’ll be best to make a copy of it. Knowledge is even more precious than the book itself. The writings right at the beginning have started to blur.”
  Jenni nodded fervently in a slight fluster. “Yes… yes, I will definitely bear your orders in mind.”
“Then I’ll take my leave first. Rest well. I will introduce Rebecca to you later.”
Gawain and Heidi left the small wooden hut, leaving Jenni staring dazedly at the thick, big book in her hands alone.
The burn scar on her left cheek started to throb with a dull pain. This was a scar left from the first time she walked into her master’s laboratory and stood in the magic circles as a test subject. It had accompanied her for five whole years. Originally, it no longer hurt, but for some reason, the pain returned at this time.
Then she finally understood. Those injuries had actually been hurting all this time. Only, the pain gradually became a type of habit, such that she’d completely regarded them as only natural and right.
Until today, before an ancient hero from 700 years ago who resurrected, she seemed to have lost control and poured the things that she’d kept in her heart for so many years out altogether; these had all kept the familiar numbness and pretense used to relieve pain at the back of her mind. Only now did she gradually feel that she had recovered some… consciousness of a living person.”
So a living person did feel pain.
She hugged that notebook which bore the work bequeathed by three generations of its owners and her painstaking effort over years and suddenly broke down into tears.
After leaving Jenni’s small wooden hut, Gawain’s expression darkened once again. Heidi had the illusion that all her magical power was about to freeze again. She cautiously watched her ancestor’s expression. “You are… very angry?”


Gawain could not help but lash out with curses, “Hopelessly stupid! Ignorant! Fools! A hundred percent, complete, utter ret*rd!”
“You’re referring to… that master of Jenni?”
“That thing has the cheek to call himself Jenni’s ‘master’?” Gawain sneered in contempt. “I am actually ashamed to be of the same race as him.”
“I also feel that… that mage called William Birken is really foolish.” Heidi shook her head too. “I know that traditional mages are all really obstinate, but I never thought someone could be stubborn and blind to this extent. Jenni and Ravencrest already achieved significant results, yet that William Birken completely turned a blind eye to it. Moreover, he never looked at that notebook seriously from the start to the end— Is he blind?”
Gawain snorted. “Blind? Of course he’s not blind. He’d merely been a perfect fit for the code of conduct of his social class. For what reason do you think that William Birken had overlooked Jenni and Ravencrest’s results, ignoring the existence of those formulas?” [E/N: I would have been more upset about the whole child-experimentation-and-deaths thing, but that’s just me.]
 
Heidi made a guess, “Because Jenni and Ravencrest’s capabilities are low? So their research isn’t credible too?”
“This is only a minor reason. The true reason — is because Jenni and Ravencrest are slave apprentices. They are slaves.” Gawain had long seen through all this. “This was enough for that mage to deem the two as ‘a different species’ from himself. He had ‘intentionally’ overlooked their results, hadn’t he? No, that’s not the case at all. He hadn’t paid attention to what results they’d obtained from the very start. He didn’t look at all. Didn’t think about it at all. What he noticed was only the point that ‘his slaves are not complying with orders’.”
“…”
A moment later, Heidi then suggested, “We can send a document of protest to the King. Given your title of duke, it’s impossible for the King to not respond. That archmage would to a certain degree…”
“No, I don’t like protesting — because it’s useless.” Gawain waved his hand with force. “Since these hundred people who were scraped together have arrived at our territory, do you think that the King would fear my protest? It is true that the influential aristocrats in the capital had meddled with this team, but since the team could set off, it means Francis II had at least tacitly assented to this matter. Then why would he not give his tacit approval?”
 
Heidi reacted very quickly. “Because he’d fulfilled the required ‘etiquette’ and ‘customs’. As King, he has done no wrong.”


“That’s right, the customs and etiquette of aristocrats. All the people of this era only recognize that.”
“Then this issue…”
“There is no hurry, Heidi, no hurry.” Gawain let out a long breath and slowly smiled. “Customs and etiquette will not protect them forever.”
Chapter 111: One Small Step
If he hadn’t experienced for himself and seen for himself, even with Gawain Cecil’s memories, it would probably be difficult for Gawain to realize why this world would be so inextricably bogged down in the mire of a regressing civilization; why was it that after so many years, not only did civilization not advance at all, it was instead showing signs of rigidity and stepping back?
One research manuscript, four owners altogether, several decades of accumulation, study and summary. The results born from that were enough to change the world order yet were almost destroyed in the hands of the obsolete powerhouses of this era. Jenni and her predecessors were rare talents, but their bitter experiences were not uncommon in this world.
This was a typical example: on the land of an aristocrat, a serf was suddenly struck with a great idea of managing the land or had discovered a problem with the tax collector. He decided to tell his findings to his feudal lord. What would the outcome be?
Many people believed this serf would be punished for poking his nose in his feudal lord’s estate or for slandering the tax collector. However, more often than not, that wasn’t the case — because they wouldn’t be able to come in front of the feudal lord at all. There wouldn’t come a time where they could speak what they thought at all.
The punishment that they faced was often another thing — how dared he step on the courtyard of an aristocrat with those bare feet of his that had stepped on horse dung!
If he was wearing shoes?
Then, they would also be dragged away by the guards — You actually had shoes?! Where did you steal them from!
Clearly, from start to finish, no one cared what this serf had discovered; neither would anyone know what he truly wanted to say. As a serf, he wasn’t convicted for his words, he was convicted for breathing.
Serfs had yet to be of enough importance to be convicted for their words.
 
This was a kind of societal ecology that people from a modern civilized society would find difficult to comprehend. It was preposterous, foolish, strange, lamentable —— but real.
Had Jenni and Ravencrest’s research produced substantial results? Of course, even though those basic and primitive theories had yet to be sorted out, situations whereby real world phenomena could not be explained would also appear; there would even be major errors in practical use. But, at the least, most of the time, those formulas would be effective. Otherwise, Jenni couldn’t have become a grade-four runemaster. As a runemaster who only possessed apprentice-level spellcasting abilities, she could only rely on the formulas and logic summed up by three generations of predecessors.


Was Jenni’s master really stupid? Of course not. At least in terms of intelligence, an archmage could not be stupid. Stupid people wouldn’t be able to grasp complicated spell molds and rune calculations, so that archmage must be a highly intelligent person.
What ultimately caused the tragedy was neither a problem with the notebook, nor was it Jenni’s ‘master’ being really stupid that he couldn’t perceive the worth of the notes. Instead, it was the latter never having paid attention to the notebook at all, nor had he paid attention to Jenni. All he paid attention to was that his slaves were doing something that broke the rules, just like the aristocrat who whipped the serf as he stepped barefoot into his courtyard.
As Gawain walked down the road, thoughts spun in his mind without stopping. He realized that the situation was indeed as he had expected — this world had arrived at the opportune moment where revolution could take place. The breakthrough, whether in technology or mentality, had been accumulating greatly. Amongst a small number of lower-class people, such revolutions were currently happening or had already happened. They emerged noiselessly and ended without a sound. The powerlessness of the transformed populations caused things that should be epoch-making to be entirely unable to spread upwards. Therefore, changing the times became just talk, and this was precisely where this world’s problem laid.
However, the situation being as he’d expected did not cheer him up.
The heavens would know how many more geniuses like Jenni were being repressed in that obsolete mire, being buried, being wasted, being sacrificed, just like Ravencrest!
And before his project came true and made a radical change to the present situation, how many people wouldn’t be able to wait till the day they had the chance to catch a glimpse of daybreak?
He returned to his tent with a rather heavy heart. Once he stepped in, he saw the little maidservant Betty squatting beside his desk. The young lady had probably just finished cleaning this place; her clothes appeared to be dusty, but she was not in the least aware. She only squatted quietly on the ground, using the small tree branch to scratch here and there in the soil to practice her writing.
Only until Gawain walked closer was Betty jolted back to her senses. She lifted her head for a glance and hurriedly stood up. “My Lord!”
Looking at this innocent young lady, Gawain felt his depressed mood slowly easing for some reason. He pressed a hand lightly on Betty’s hair. “Didn’t I give you a set of stationery already? Why are you still writing with a branch here?”
Betty batted her eyes, seeming to be a little shy. “I… write badly. I always write wrongly, and I was worried I would waste the ink and paper. I want to practice on the ground first. When I’m able to write the alphabet properly, then I’ll use ink and paper…”
Gawain’s mouth opened in slight surprise. He initially wanted to tell her that although the territory still could not manufacture paper and ink yet, they weren’t short of money at all. Ever since the building of the pier at the White River was completed, purchasing from Tanzan Town had become much more convenient than before. However, after giving it some thought, he only shook his head with a smile, picked up a small wooden stick from the side and squatted down beside Betty.


“The way you grip your pen is wrong. Although writing on the ground with a wooden stick differs from writing on paper, if you want to write well, you’ve still got to practice gripping your pen first.”
As he spoke, he held Betty’s hand loosely and guided the young lady to grip the ‘pen’ in her hand in the correct manner and write the alphabet on the ground.
“You don’t have to use so much force. Writing is different from work. Having a lot of strength doesn’t mean you can write well. If you use too much strength, you will instead quiver.”
“It’s alright even if you write slower. You just learned. Take it slow.”
Betty was engrossed in learning; her eyes twinkled. This little maidservant who was always known as clumsy and rash was so serious right now that she seemed like another person. She was so immersed that she was simply too occupied to even wipe the tiny beads of perspiration that had seeped out onto the tip of her nose.
Gawain loosened his hand and watched the young lady slowly put those letters together and wrote out a few slightly crooked words on the ground. “Betty… likes… this… place.”
She finally wrote out a complete sentence. The young lady appeared to be very pleased. Lifting her head, she looked at Gawain with shining eyes. “I’m done writing.”
  Gawain looked at the girl’s bright eyes. “You really like it here?”
“Mm.” Betty nodded hard, and then she thought for a moment and still nodded strongly. “I like it.”
“Why?”
“Because everyone is a good person. Miss Rebecca is. Madam Heidi is. There’s also you, Lord, and Miss Amber, and Sir Philip, and Sir Bryon, and everyone else working outside. Old Gordon, Old Hummel, Norris…” Betty counted on her fingers while she spoke as if she wanted to mention every single person whose name she could remember. Finally, because it was getting really hard to count, she then stopped. “Everyone is great, and everyone really likes this place too.”


“Does everyone like it too?”
“Mm! Everyone said it when we were chatting after completing our work. They said Lord was a… How do I say it again? A powerful and upright aristocrat lord. As long as it’s a promise that you put out, you will definitely fulfill it. And you can even go on the battlefield to protect everyone. Most importantly, you let everyone have enough to eat.”
Gawain did not continue the conversation.
The rations in the territory had yet to be self-supporting and self-sufficient. At present, both grain and meat, or other foodstuffs, were actually all being purchased from Tanzan Town. The money spent was their capital from the vault in the mountains. However, to those civilians who only hoped to have enough to eat, they did not think there was any difference in this.
Moreover, according to Norris, as long as they waited until Frost Month, the first batch of fast-growing crops could be swiftly harvested under the ripening of the druid spells. By then, food in the territory would no longer be a problem.
Allowing everyone to have ample food was enough to gather loyalty in this era.
Betty did not hear Gawain’s response, but she wasn’t bothered either because she had bowed her head again and started practicing her writing. Watching the girl who looked absorbed, Gawain suddenly asked very solemnly, “Betty, do you wish to go to school?”
The little maidservant was stunned for a moment. “Go to school? To learn what?”
“Reading and writing, calculation, history, or possibly even… runes and magic circles,” Gawain said slowly. “Runes and magic that laymen can also learn. Trust me, there will be.”
Betty gave it some careful thought and then dropped her head. “I can’t learn. They said I’m very stupid.”
“But do you want to learn?”


“…I do, but who would cook?”
“You can learn in your spare time. For example, two hours before you go to bed at night.” Gawain smiled. “So long as you want to learn, you will always have the time.”
This time, all that was left of Betty was her nodding her head.
However, the two did not continue on this topic because it was soon time to prepare dinner. As the cook, once Betty heard the ringing of brass bells outside, she quickly stood up, put her small tree branch away, bowed to Gawain, and dashed out.
 
Only until Betty’s figure disappeared past the tent’s portiere did Gawain tilt his head slightly to look towards the seemingly empty area by the tent mast and said, “Come out. How long are you planning to stay there for?”
The air there contorted slightly, and Amber’s figure emerged out of thin air. She leaned on the mast of the tent, utter surprise on her face. “How did you notice me? How long did you know I was here?”
“I’d seen you since you started leaning on the mast and made funny faces at me.” Gawain snappily rolled his eyes at this half-elf. “I know you’re very confident about your stealth skills, but standing so carelessly in a spot less than three meters from me in broad daylight without using the shadows to conceal yourself is quite an insult to my intelligence, alright? Did you think that a knight’s senses were that poor?”
“Psh, I thought you were completely focused on teaching that girl to write that you wouldn’t take notice of this side at all,” Amber pursed her lips and muttered. Then, her body swayed, and she was already seated on the desk beside Gawain. Following that, she simply sat there without a word, only keeping her eyes fixed on Gawain. Before long, the latter was flooded with goosebumps from her gaze.
“What are you looking at?” Gawain could not help but ask. “Is there something on my face?”
 
“You’re really an odd… aristocrat,” Amber suddenly blurted without rhyme or reason.
“Huh?”


“Nothing.” Miss Half-elf waved her hand. “I’m just curious. Previously, you said that you wanted everyone to be able to read and count… Turns out you weren’t joking?”
“Why should I joke?” Gawain chuckled. “Not only am I not joking, but I also want you to go get Heidi and Rebecca here right now. I want to discuss this matter with them.”
Chapter 112: Talents and Population
Heidi and Rebecca were called to Gawain’s tent, and after hearing what Gawain had in mind, the two were, sure enough, shocked.
“Educate? Teach every civilian and even the serfs?” Heidi’s eyes were wide; she was this close to totally losing her grace. “And it is to be listed as a law of the territory. Everyone has to receive an education like paying taxes?!”
“That’s right. Henceforth, learning to read and write will not only be a right but also an obligation.” Gawain smiled; being able to see the always mature and steady Heidi being so startled by him was also a rather pleasant thing. “Now, every person in the territory has to know how to read and write. People who come to this land in the future must also do the same. Otherwise, they absolutely wouldn’t be able to survive in the new order that I’m pursuing.”
Heidi looked to be absorbed in thought. “New order…”
Meanwhile, Rebecca who was beside her was much more practical: what immediately came to her mind was how difficult this would be. “Lord Ancestor, to educate an illiterate civilian into a knowledgeable, cultured person with propriety isn’t that easy. This requires literature teachers, mathematics teachers, history and geography teachers, and also teachers who teach swordsmanship, horsemanship, as well as a couple of natural history tutors. Even after completing all this relatively basic curriculum, there’s still the super, super tough courses like art, etiquette, and heraldry. All these subjects would take ten-odd years to complete!”
Gawain was stupefied; he was about to explain when Heidi who was in front of him held her forehead and spoke up, “Rebecca… not every person requires ten-odd years to learn etiquette, art, and heraldry. Besides, as a matter of fact, even till today, you’ve yet to grasp them…”
Rebecca was dazed. “Eh? Was that the case? Why do I remember my etiquette teacher telling me that I’d completed my education…”
Heidi wore a look of exasperation, expecting better from her. “Because he really couldn’t beat you!”
Rebecca: “…”
 
Amber, who stood behind Gawain, was instantly convulsed with laughter; the entire tent was filled with a merry atmosphere.
Whereas Gawain had to quickly interrupt his granddaughters’ topic that was moving further and further away. “Stop, stop, stop. You’re digressing as you go on. I believe you people have misunderstood what I meant. The education that I speak of is entirely different from the kind of education that you know of, for large families to foster their heirs. I do not want to cultivate an aristocrat or an apprentice as a result of this but to foster talents who possess the ability to read, write, and understand mathematical logic. And remember, this will be mass cultivation.”


As he spoke, he shook his head. “Those methods of looking for a group of renowned teachers, teaching from the start of the day to the end, and producing a few young masters and young ladies after ten-odd years of education will not work here. The education that I demand will be very simple. For adults who hold a job, conduct two hours of fundamental general studies, literacy, and counting every day after work, that’s all. For children who still cannot take on jobs, conduct half a day of education. The other half will be left for them to help their parents by working at home.”
Such a ‘basic’ and ‘inexpensive’ way of education was truly unheard of. Heidi could not help but frown. “In other words, the minimum requirement for them is simply to be able to read and write, and the teachers would also only have to be of this standard… What use would such basic education have?”
She had actually yet to vocalize another half of her question: what do civilians need literacy for?
If this was in the past, she most likely would’ve blurted it out, but she wasn’t that sure now. This was because she had realistically seen the other side of civilians and serfs, and ancestor had mentioned, once previously, his plans for every person in the territory to become literate. That was equivalent to having given her a heads-up; only she didn’t expect that this ancestor actually meant business and was getting to it so soon.
“Being literate means being able to understand reason, being able to shoulder even more complicated jobs, being able to understand ideas that we relay to them, being able to live with clearer goals, being able to become useful talents.” Gawain smiled and looked towards Heidi. “Perhaps some people were fated to never be mages, knights, or priests since they were born. They were unable to awaken transcendent gifts, but the majority of people are able to grasp knowledge through acquired learning after birth. At least in this aspect, fate was relatively fairer.”
Heidi had yet to realize what Gawain was referring to at the start, but she was quickly reminded of a person — someone she’d just met today, the silver-haired girl from the capital.
She finally revealed an appalled expression. “Ancestor, you aren’t intending to… add rune theories into this general-studies curriculum, are you?”
“That is an intermediate to advanced level curriculum, so why not?” Gawain beamed, his spirits unprecedentedly high and joyful. “Recall carefully, Heidi. Amongst the formulas and theorems recorded in that notebook… which has to do with the gift for magic?”
Heidi’s mouth opened. She finally made a sound sometime later. “No, none, those… are all solely calculations!”
“Correct, that notebook verified a thought that I already had previously. That is, that the gap between supernatural powers and mortals isn’t as great as it is imagined to be. Perhaps such powers indeed favor those with unique gifts more, but since it is a natural phenomenon, there is no reason that more than ninety percent of the laymen in this world are isolated from it because of a mere problem with natural gifts,” Gawain said, lament in his tone. “Runes and magic do have rules, and to sum up laws… what is required is intelligence and not power.”
Yes, mortals could also engage with the supernatural realm. Even if they themselves would never be able to release a spell, they could build an indirect connection with supernatural powers through this ‘lever’ of mathematics and logic. And once contact was established, the scarily massive ‘quantity of mortals’ could almost cleanly sweep away the old order — Gawain was convinced of this.


Heidi pondered whilst in shock; at last, she hesitantly asked a question, “Do most people… really possess such intelligence?”
  “Your tone is very hesitant. Which means you already have an answer.” Gawain looked at Heidi with a subtle smile. “Through your interactions with them these days, are you still not sure that they are the same people as you and I?”
“I understand.” Heidi inhaled deeply. “I will go make preparations. First, select literate people from the hundred people from the capital to serve as the most basic teachers. Then, convene the various supervisors and arrange everyone’s work and study timetable.”
“Remember, the most fundamental is literacy.” Gawain nodded in satisfaction and emphasized, “And we cannot delay the construction of the territory. Regardless of teachers or students, they cannot be released from production labor at this stage. Teachers who teach reading and writing are to participate in labor after classes too.”
“Please rest assured, I will handle it well.”
Rebecca glanced at Heidi, then at Gawain, and then scratched her hair in bewilderment. “What were you two talking about at the end? Rune theories? Why can’t I understand…”
“It’s normal that you didn’t understand because you didn’t come with us this morning.” Gawain’s figure leaned back, resting against his chair. He watched Iron-Headed Girl with a merry smile. “Rebecca, I found you a friend. She specializes in the same area as you do…”
Without waiting for Gawain to finish, Rebecca’s eyes lit up. “She can consecutively fire three big fireballs too?!”
“…Um, I’m not referring to the ability to launch fireballs.”
Rebecca’s eyes spun around. She wanted to ask — since she could not launch fireballs, was it knowing how to climb trees, steal from birds’ nests, or grilling locusts? However, as she was afraid of getting beaten up, she didn’t dare to vocalize this thought. Meanwhile, Gawain had become profoundly aware from seeing this young lady’s expression that regardless of how talented this child was, it could never change the reality of her lively and unbridled character (moreover, she’d had her head clipped by a door before). Hence, he could only tell it straight. “The friend I speak of isn’t to fool around with you. She’s here to do research with you. Her name is Jenni Perot, a member of the hundred-person aid team. She’s a grade-four runemaster and is equally gifted as you are in the area of mathematics and calculations. And the way she studies magic has many aspects that could complement and correspond with you…”
To avoid this young lady letting her mind out of control, Gawain shared everything about Jenni Perot in one breath.


Whereas Rebecca listened on dazedly. At the end, she suddenly clapped her hands together. “You said that she’d found a technique to do the framework of rune blueprints using calculations instead of spells?”
Although the process of it was tortuous, Gawain did not explain much of it at present. “Something like that.”
“Ah! I want to meet that person!” Rebecca, sure enough, had an elated look. “It feels like she’s really impressive!”
Gawain was very glad to see Rebecca being fully interested in this but still reminded before the doofus ran wild. “Do not delay the development of the Magic Powered Engine and the ‘cement’.”
 
“Don’t worry! I know that!”
“Then the discussion for this matter shall end here.” Gawain nodded in satisfaction; then he looked towards Amber. “Amber, make another trip and get Sir Byron here.”
Amber looked reluctant, but her figure still gradually faded in the air. “Sigh, what a laborious life.”
Soon, Sir Byron, who had been resting in the barracks, was brought to the tent. This former mercenary and now a middle-aged knight bowed to Gawain. “Duke, you asked for me?”
“Are you familiar with the serf market and refugees?”
 
Sir Byron faltered for a moment before nodding. “I’m very familiar with the serf market. Previously, I’d represented Miss Rebecca’s father to purchase serfs from the territories of the other aristocrat clans. As for refugees… I can’t speak of being familiar or not. Those are people who rove everywhere and are more or less like savages. At the old mine to the extreme north of Tanzan Town and the abandoned Goering mill—”
Gawain cut him off. “I don’t want those who have become outlaws, but those whose background are still clean for now.”


“There are no refugees with a clean background, but I believe I get what you mean. You want those still lingering at the perimeters of towns and villages and have yet to give up on getting a means of livelihood in the civilized world?”
Certainly, someone who was once a mercenary, who had associated with all sorts of poor people and fought in the gray zone, Byron understood Gawain’s request immediately. Then, he quickly put out a suggestion. “Lord, if you are really prepared to recruit refugees, then I have a suggestion. Why don’t we try issuing a mercenary authorization at Tanzan Town? Just say we want to buy slaves in masses —— buy slaves at less than thirty percent of the market price. This way, it would not cost more than dispatching announcers to put up notices everywhere and communicating with the feudal lords of the various aristocrat clans. Moreover, it will be extremely efficient.”
Chapter 113: Gawain’s Morals
This suggestion that Byron put forward made everyone present slightly confused, especially Heidi. She raised her question directly, “Buy slaves at a price that is thirty percent of the market price? And in the form of issuing a mercenary authorization? How could there be anyone willing to accept this? Don’t mention this unusually low price, the mercenaries’ remuneration probably still has to be taken from this thirty percent… To those mercenaries, this is nothing but a losing deal.”
With regard to this question, Byron only said coolly, “So we have to add an extra line — We do not require slavery or contracts.”
Heidi and Rebecca stared at each other, while Amber had already understood. This half-elf was just about to say something, but unexpectedly, Gawain spoke up before her, “If that’s the case, the mercenaries will capture refugees to act as slaves and sell them for money.”
Amber glanced at Gawain with a slight surprise as if she hadn’t expected this Duke to actually understand such things, whereas Sir Bryon added, “A strong serf or slave laborer with a complete slavery contract and a clear family background would often cost 20 to 30 small inlaid coins or 16 to 17 silver coins. And the greatest cost among everything was actually their slave record as that held a tabulation of their identity, so that has to be bought through proper channels. Other than the cost of purchasing the slave itself, the owner of the slave, the tax collector of the feudal lord, the local churches, the slave market, and even the ‘slave association’, usually made up of local ruffians and crooks, would draw tiers of commissions from this. This would make the price several times or even tens of times more. However, refugees… refugees do not need capital to acquire. No one would protect them, nor is there any information on their identity. If they go missing or die, it wouldn’t attract any attention.”
At this point, Byron paused for a moment, seeming to be giving Rebecca and Heidi some time to think. Then he went on, “In normal circumstances, aristocrats will not buy slaves with no slavery contracts as such slaves have no safeguard of their background. The aristocrat could also wind up miserly and poor if the slaves turn out to be less than satisfactory. Moreover, if such slaves are killed or captured by other slave owners, there would be no way of getting compensation. Despite this, there are still people who send out requests to buy cheap slaves with no citizenship. This was a tacitly approved black rule… But this was actually simply referring to refugees.”
Heidi held her chest. Despite herself already being an example amongst the aristocrats who had close ties to commoners, she had yet to come into contact with such dark truths at the deepest level. “There are actually such things?”
“Not only do they exist, they also happen all year round everywhere, Madam,” Sir Byron said in a deep voice. “In some unethical mercenary communities, such refugees are called ‘money with legs’. They would even treat the gathering points and hideouts of refugees as valuable intelligence and circulate them secretly, keeping an eye on those homeless people like sharks and hyenas. They only wait for the time when someone wants to buy cheap slaves with no citizenship — usually, these would be bulk purchases — then they would rush forward together to capture them.”
Rebecca instinctively tightened her grip on the iron staff in her hand; her knuckles even turned slightly white from the force she’d put in. She spoke under her breath as if murmuring to herself, “Mercenaries… I heard their stories in the taverns. I heard stories of them wiping out bandits, killing monsters, exploring old castles, and arcane lands. I thought that was the life of a mercenary, but…”
“Viscountess, when you were in the taverns, the mercenaries there were no longer behaving like mercenaries.” Sir Bryon gave Rebecca a deep look. “Of course, not all mercenaries would do what I’ve just said. What you’ve mentioned is indeed also the life of some mercenaries, but there’s one more thing — the hands of mercenaries are destined to be dirty. It’s merely a question of how much evil they’ve done.”
 
Following that, this middle-aged knight lifted his head and looked towards Gawain. “Lord, what do you say? About issuing the—”
Gawain looked at this knight with a subtle smile. This knight had told those darkest truths in the presence of everyone; his unspoken words were already very obvious, but Gawain didn’t want to expose this halfway knight who seemed to have quite a past. “I do not intend to save on this sum of money.”


Both Heidi and Rebecca evidently heaved a sigh of relief.
“We’re not short of money. The gold and silver in the treasury are enough for the entire territory to spend for a very, very long time. However, if we use a way that encourages vices in order to save money, the debts borne by our souls won’t be that easy to atone for,” Gawain said unhurriedly. “Do it according to the usual process. Put up notices at the territories close by, and dispatch people to read them out. Communicate with aristocrats that we are able to. Rent horses and carriages and prepare rations as well. If we buy serfs, do it according to the usual process. There’s no need to be miserly with money. I only have one request. Ensure that everyone who will be coming to this land understands one thing — regardless of what they have done in the past, they must obey the laws here.”
Byron held his chest and bowed his head. “That is their duty.”
Gawain nodded. “You are good at associating with people of this type, so you shall assume full charge of this matter. Get the money you need from Heidi, but there must be clear accounts and spending plans. In addition, if you have the channels, it would be best if you could get a line on the refugees’ gathering points.”
As the foundational work was on track, they now had some extra manpower. The work for the mint had begun on a small scale. Gawain had already designed the currency and ordered people to forge their very first few coin denominations. He then sent these currencies to the neighboring Tanzan Town and several other relatively further towns and notarized them with the merchants and aristocrats. These currencies had now become official.
When Byron and the others left, it was only Gawain and Amber left in the tent. The latter kept surveying Gawain with an odd gaze, making Gawain uneasy all over. “What are you looking at again?”
“Having those mercenaries who only recognize money capture refugees and send them here is clearly less trouble, less effort, and less money spent. I’d have thought you would definitely pick the more practical proposal. Don’t you always claim to be a pragmatist?”
“I am indeed a pragmatist, but I’m not a villain. What ways would those mercenaries use to capture the refugees to serve as slaves? I can imagine just with the back of my teeth. How many people would be killed on the spot in this process? How many people’s families would be broken up? How many people would die of hunger and illness during the brutal ‘transportation’ process of those mercenaries? Even if I were to especially emphasize ensuring the health of the ‘slaves’ in the authorization, how many mercenaries do you think will really obey? These things might not be personally done with my hands, but they would be impelled by me. It would violate my principles.”
“But do you know, even if you’re not doing it, there are others who are. Miserly farm owners and black mines would approach mercenaries to buy slaves with no citizenship. The amount they would buy every year is enough to fill this small camp of yours several times over.”
“I intend to destroy such a present situation and build a new order. Not only do I myself have to comply with these criteria, every piece of territory that I found will also abide by these norms — Whether they are slave owners, mercenaries, local hoodlums, bandits, unscrupulous merchants, or hereditary peers and occupational powerhouses, all are to do so. I do no evil, and neither are they allowed to.”
Amber looked at Gawain with a stupefied air, mouth agape. She only spoke some time later. “You sound pretty confident… but why are you so set on protecting the weak? Is it really because of those so-called ‘classic virtues of aristocrats’ or ‘knights’ chivalry’?”


“No, this is only basic morals.”
Amber acted as if she was intentionally being spiteful, wanting to find some faults. “You’re simply being naive. How could you bring so many changes alone? You must know that in this world, the weak falling prey to the strong is a rule. The strong being above the weak is a moral itself.”
Gawain watched Amber and suddenly could not help but burst into laughter. “That’s right. The weak is prey to the strong. This is indeed the rule of the world or even the rule of nature. The strong ought to set the rules, and the weak can only obey.”
Amber batted her eyes. “Then you—”
  Gawain’s smile became even more unrestrained. “So haven’t I already started laying down the rules?”
“…It could work this way too?!”
…
Meanwhile, on the ship White Oak, which was now far from the Cecil territory and currently sailing on the White River, Veronica was in her own praying room.
She was still dressed in a plain white nun gown, long pale-blond hair softly spreading behind her head; there were no luxurious accessories on her at all. She knelt before the statue of the God of Holy Light, her hands crossed on her chest, imitating the form of the two intersecting rays of Holy Light on the emblem. Plenty of light elements circled and danced around her, like many translucent little angels, surrounding and protecting this matchless pious believer of the Holy Light.
She prayed sincerely, letting the radiance gradually envelop the statue of the God of Holy Light whose features were blurred and could not be distinguished with the naked eye. When she finished a passage of prayers, she then opened her eyes and looked towards the thick candle that was burning before the statue.
The flame of the thick candle danced a few times and abruptly changed from orange to a pure white color. The flame also expanded several times, turning into a pure light beam. This radiance shook and shrunk, slowly becoming the image of an old man.


The old man sat in a chair. Though he appeared to be rather dignified, he was clearly aged and frail. And if there were any believers of the God of Holy Light here, they would recognize at first glance that this was the Church of Holy Light’s supreme ruler, Pope Saint Ivan III.
Veronica bowed her head slightly. “Your Holiness.”
The slightly distorted voice of the Pope sounded from the light. “Child favored by the Holy Light, you’re on your return journey?”
“Yes, I’ve left the Cecil territory. The fleet should be approaching the mouth of the Dolgon River now.”
“Has everything gone smoothly during this trip? Is Gawain Cecil opposed to our Lord?”
Veronica pondered for two seconds and replied with a gentle voice. “Everything has been going well. Gawain Cecil is indeed that legend from seven hundred years ago and not an ignoble evil soul in the mortal world that has stolen a hero’s body. He spoke composedly under the illumination of the Holy Light and is a person with a noble and pure character.”
“In that case, that’s good. I’ve been hearing the voice of the Lord frequently in recent years. He wants me to teach the right way of the Holy Light to the common people, and Gawain Cecil happened to resurrect at this point. It was truly a matter of concern. However, now that you’ve confirmed he isn’t an opposer of the Lord, I am much at ease.”
Veronica’s hands overlapped as she bowed deeply. “My Lord’s way will definitely spread throughout the entire world.”
The candle was gradually burning out; the power of the theurgy had also reached its end. The voice coming from the radiance became weaker. “Come back as quickly as possible. Do not be held up en route lest the filthy commoners affect the purity of your Holy Light. Return to the Church of Holy Light…”
 
The light disappeared; all that was left of the candle were some pale ashes. The Pope’s aura had also left this place.
Veronica waited for another few seconds before slowly standing up and quietly gazing at the statue of the God of Holy Light.


She spoke softly, as if murmuring to herself.
“That is actually a nonbeliever, right?”
“Yes, not only does he have no beliefs, he opposes the way of the Holy Light.”
 
“He seems to only be against gods and not the Holy Light…”
“In short, he is neither a servant of the Holy Light nor a pawn of the darkness.”
“Very interesting…”
“Very interesting.”
Chapter 114: Typhon’s Dark Cloud
When Veronica rode on the White Oak and was sailing on the spacious Dolgon River, when the Cecil territory’s first brick-kiln yard was emitting smoke, when St. Soniel City’s influential nobles and the king’s advisers were discussing the southern border’s situation and the conflicts between the warlocks and mages in the north… the Typhon Empire’s strongest knight lord, Duke Ferdinand Wendell, was caught up in deep anxiety.
He was situated in a residence within the empire and was standing in a tall tower while looking down at the majestic imperial capital. Occasionally, he would look at that pitch-black imperial palace that was enveloped in prestige.
This was the capital of the Typhon Empire, Aldernon.
This city’s name originated from the ancient giant language, and it meant ‘City of a Thousand Years’. Even though Typhon was a new empire that had been established for only two centuries, its proud citizens believed without a doubt that they had constructed a grand city that was just like the great dynasties recorded in myths and that had been standing tall in this land for at least a thousand years. Everything in this city seemed to be demonstrating such pride and spirit.
This city had countless spires that stood tall, countless sculptures of heroes that were sculpted from monoliths. They rose steeply from the ground as though they were pointing at the horizon and challenging the sky. In between the rows of gothic structures was the orderly and expansive ‘Imperial Avenue’ that allowed 10 carriages to ride through side by side. This avenue split Aldernon into east and west city districts. There were plenty of straight, leveled, and spacious roads that extended out from Imperial Avenue, delineating orderly regions for the entire city.
The entire city was like a complex geometrical diagram with distinct edges and a structure. Everything was clearly planned and in good order, making it entirely different from other kingdoms that had chaotic, trite, congested, and worn-down capital cities. Because this city was indeed brand new. The old imperial capital had already collapsed and sunk into the ground two centuries ago. The emperor who had prepared prematurely had constructed a new imperial capital on this plain before the disaster and had named it ‘Aldernon’. Due to the empire’s formidable strength and meticulous planning and considerations, when Aldernon was constructed, it had become one of the continent’s most magnificent and grandest cities. From the beginning to now, Duke Ferdinand deeply felt proud to be able to live in such a grand city in such a grand nation.
But today, there was a feeling of crisis that he felt from the bottom of his heart. Even when he looked at this flourishing capital city, he couldn’t help but feel uneasy.
The emperor who had great skill and strategy, Emperor Rosetta Augustus, had seemingly made the decision to have a war with the Anzu Kingdom. He had rejected all of the anti-war chancellors; he had even chased the peace-advocating Count Winterhold out of the imperial palace. This was a resolute attitude that was unprecedented.
To be honest, Duke Ferdinand wasn’t worried about the direction of this war. He believed in the imperial army just as he believed in his own military skills and in his blade. He knew that the northwest’s Anzu Kingdom was a trite and weak nation. It had the same long history as the Typhon Empire, but the kingdom had been restricted by its own history, turning it into a sluggish old man who only had one breath left. Their army and weapons hadn’t made any progress for centuries and would never be a match for the imperial army. By contrast, the Typhon Empire had multiple successful military reformations and administrative innovations that had made this nation shine with vitality and vigor like never before. Be it the soldiers in the army, all levels of officials, or the citizens, the Typhon Empire had always been superior to its regressing neighboring nation. There wasn’t a need to worry about the outcome of this war.
 
Ferdinand was only worried about the emperor, worried about Rosetta Augustus’s personal condition.
The emperor had always been an awe-inspiring and decisive person, but he wouldn’t take arbitrary action to this extent. He would listen to each chancellor’s opinion seriously even if those opinions weren’t enough to change his mind; he would still listen patiently and wouldn’t reject opposing voices. He valued each and every nobility and would never publicly humiliate an authoritative Count by chasing him out of the imperial palace. But now… he had done both of those things.


Duke Ferdinand recalled the scene of the last time he met with Emperor Rosetta Augustus. That awe-inspiring emperor was seated in his black iron throne, and his entire body was enveloped by the shadows of the throne’s back and his crown. He might have been patient enough to listen to every word of his most trusted duke, but he gave a sickly reply and didn’t seem like he wished to say an additional word.
When Ferdinand left, he clearly heard the emperor speaking to himself toward a basin at the front. It was as if the basin had a hidden listener and was conversing with the emperor.
Withdrawing his vision from the distant imperial palace, Ferdinand made a deep sigh.
He thought about the curse that was handed down in the Augustus Clan’s bloodline. The curse that only a few individuals knew of and that had only appeared two centuries ago.
They would normally hear voices that no one else could hear; they would see things that no one else could see; they would be able to understand forbidden knowledge that no one else could understand. They would be able to obtain extraordinary wisdom and insight from the knowledge and would be able to make advanced considerations and planning, but ultimately…
Their minds would be dragged into that unseen and unheard world, leaving behind a body that had fallen into madness.
Before the last meeting with Emperor Rosetta, he was still sober and could talk normally. However, Ferdinand was deeply concerned that… the signs of madness had already started to appear on that sovereign.
He turned around and pulled a rope by the side, causing a bell to jingle that was meant to call a servant. The balcony door opened as an attendant in a blue smock appeared in front of Ferdinand.
“Master.” The attendant lowered his head and asked, “Do you have any instructions?”
  “Get my coat and prepare the carriage. I wish to meet with Count Winterhold.”
……


At the northern foot of the Dark Range, in the new Cecil lands.
Gawain was patrolling the newly constructed brick-kiln yard, and with him was Nicholas Egg who had been ‘replenishing itself with native knowledge’.
Brick kilns with magic catalysts and rune triggers were arranged in rows on the spacious land. With the assistance of the buried ‘Magic Web 2’, they started the first ‘test burn’.
As Gawain still didn’t have precise temperature control or a reliable conveyor device, coupled with the construction limitation of the territory, Gawain decided not to reveal the ‘magic-tunnel kiln’ in his mind. Instead, he was preparing to use the rather traditional furnace kiln and then carry out simple modifications to settle the ‘intangible problems’.
Although the furnace kiln adopted a rather primitive form, with future expansion and reformation considerations in mind, the magic web buried under this brick-kiln yard was constructed to very strict and high standards. Its power output was even higher than the magic web at the steelworks. Due to the lack of direction for the quantification of magic, Gawain was still unable to determine the exact power output of these two magic webs.
Feeling the orderly flow of magic in the air, the bright and shiny Nicholas Egg who was suspended in midair had transmitted a metallic voice from within the ball. “I have to admit… Everything might be primitive, but this world is truly interesting. These flows of energy and the tools and usage methods are things that I would never think of.”
“This is the difference in laws of physics.” Gawain acknowledged and lamented. “Actually, you should rejoice. A ‘transmigrator’ like you who came from a foreign world with different laws of physics was actually able to land in this world and survive unscathed. It is already a great blessing that you didn’t disintegrate due to the different laws of physics.”
“Transmigrator? That is a great term.” Nicholas Egg buzzed as it said, “You are truly my soulmate. You aren’t only able to understand me, but you are also able to recognize my experiences and would always be able to think of the same things I do. To be honest, when I realized that the laws of physics here were different from my old world, I was most worried about this too. Back then, I was afraid that my body would suddenly go ‘boom’ and break down. After all, the matter composition of both sides was different. But afterward, I understood that if I was really going to break down, it would have already happened when I landed in this place. Since I’m fine, it would mean I am blessed. What was there to be worried about…?”
 
“Then do you wish to understand the reason you are able to survive peacefully?” Gawain asked while laughing.
“Who cares?” The metallic ball swayed and said, “I have already forgotten about my name. Do you think I have time to think about such things?”
“Honestly, how severe is your ‘amnesia?” Gawain frowned and asked a question he was curious about for a long time. “You are able to remember general knowledge of your old world, like the environment, laws of physics, and history, but you forgot everything else?”


The metallic ball considered for a long time before replying, “Tsk, the facts are like this. What else can I do? The most terrifying thing about memory loss would be that you wouldn’t even know what you have forgotten. I’m only able to remember some general knowledge, but all that general knowledge belongs to the other word. I still remember a language, but it is similarly useless in this place…”
As Nicholas Egg spoke, it seemingly sank into a great disappointment and gradually turned silent. Half a minute later, it sighed in an extremely human manner and said, “Sigh… I am actually working hard too. Working hard to find out who I am, what I’m supposed to do, what I knew, what I specialized in… However, in this place, everything is utterly unfamiliar to me, and I cannot find any trace of things that could aid me in the recollection of my past. I have been wandering around the camp just to see all of your people’s production and way of life, hoping to find out what I can do. As a result? Nothing… It seems like I cannot do anything, and there isn’t a single task I can get involved in as… I don’t have hands!”
 
Gawain rubbed his chin and asked, “Are you able to guess what you did in the past?”
“Where do I start guessing from?” The metallic ball seemingly wanted to extend its hands but it didn’t have hands and could only hover around. “I don’t have any impression of any work or specialty? Could it be that I didn’t have to work, learn, or even exit the house in my previous life?”
Gawain couldn’t help but size up the metallic ball while shivering in his heart: After listening to this ball’s description, could he be a damned stay-at-home fatty before transmigrating?
The reason he stayed at home? Just take a look at his size!
Chapter 115: Rotational Wheel and Bearing
To be honest, after meeting this metal egg, Gawain finally realized how lucky his present circumstances had been: he hadn’t lost his memories; he landed in a world that was similarly dominated by humans; he even had an identity that allowed him to smoothly integrate into the current world (though this identity consisted of some scary and occult elements to some extent) and a satellite vision that might come in very handy. Most importantly, he possessed the memories of Gawain Cecil.
The last point was particularly important. It was precisely because he owned memories from two different worlds that he was able to face this universe, whose physics differed greatly from that of Earth, more easily and that he was able to use ‘this world’s’ experience to overcome difficulties when he was unable to resolve problems using his experience from Earth.
However, Nicholas Egg was completely unable to do the same. This metal ball’s circumstances, compared to Gawain’s, were virtually at another extreme end.
He lost his memories; he had no experience and knowledge that could be effective in the present world; he was captured and treated as a test subject the moment he arrived here. And the most, most important of all, he landed in a place belonging to the scary homo erectus1 with the image of an egg lifeform…
If Gawain having to plant fields and develop technology in a world with different physics was already hell-like tough, then this ball had practically crashed through the ceilings of all the kings in hell and then rolled into the cauldron of the Lord of Hell. The flavor of the soup inside was even mala1 and durian.
Therefore, Gawain could not help but admire this ball’s adaptability and the extent of his mental strength. After encountering such a despairing situation, he actually could still live so peacefully and became an outstanding joker… Could it be because the nerves of metal lifeforms were tougher?
“Hey, hey, why did you suddenly stop talking?” Nicholas Egg’s voice jolted Gawain from his thoughts. This big metal ball circled and floated around the latter. “I still want to hear your suggestions. What do you think I can do? Honestly, I really want to find something to do right now…”
Gawain immediately gave it some serious thought. As a matter of fact, he had been thinking of this before today. This metal ball that came from an alternate world and had intriguing abilities was probably only an experiment source material in the eyes of those Gondor Master Mages, but to Gawain, he was a potential high-technology talent. Only, knowing that this ball had just awakened from a deep sleep and might need some time to adapt and adjust his mentality, he didn’t rush to force him to get to work. However, now that Boss Egg had taken the initiative to mention it, he explained while tidying his thoughts. “You have the ability to control the flow of magical power and metals. These two abilities could both be turned to good accounts here, but I still don’t know the specific parameters of your control over magical power and metals, so it’s not easy to make arrangements.”
“I’m actually not too clear about my control of magical power either,” The metal ball replied. “You people call those energies magical power, but such a thing doesn’t exist in my world at all. When I am affecting the flow of magical power, I am actually just vibrating my own magnetosomes. This is a kind of organ in my body that produces high-frequency magnetic fields. In my world, we can form a protective barrier around our body surface when we vibrate magnetosomes, but I realized that the barrier doesn’t appear here. Instead, I am able to affect the kind of energy called ‘magical power’ that you people speak of and make it ineffective temporarily…”
 
Gawain cut off the other party right away. “You said magnetic field? You were actually using a magnetic field to influence the flow of magical power?”
“Yes, including the time you mentally conversed with me using magical power. Actually, I used magnetosomes to sense magic fluctuations… but it’s pretty regrettable. Although I can sense magical power and also use magnetic fields to influence it, I am unable to use it to produce spells like those ‘mages’ of yours. That female mage… called Heidi explained to me about spiritual power and spell molds, but I couldn’t understand a word of it.”


Gawain wasn’t bothered by the latter half of the other party’s words. His attention had been completely captured by the truth of ‘magnetic fields affect magical power’, and he sank into a massive dilemma. “Are you sure the ‘magnetic field’ you produced was really the kind of ‘magnetic field’ that you and I know of? You must know, the same noun could be referring to two entirely opposite phenomena in two worlds!’
“That I can really confirm.” Nicholas Egg exerted energy and floated up and down for a moment as if imitating the human action of nodding. “A magnetic field is a magnetic field. Of course, the people of this world seem to have no concept of magnetic fields. They only know about magnetic force, the kind of magnetic force where natural magnets are able to attract ironware. But I’ve confirmed, the magnetic fields that I produce using magnetosomes are the same as the natural magnets of this world… What’s wrong?”
“I don’t know where it went wrong.” Gawain opened his hands with a bitter smile. “I’ve done quite a few experiments using magnetic fields. I never discovered that it could affect the flow of magical power. Could it be that the magnetic field I used wasn’t strong enough?”
He still had another half of his sentence that he’d yet to finish — other than using magnetic fields to influence magical power, his experiment using a magnetic field to produce electricity didn’t succeed either…
“Strength? I don’t think it matters. The magnetic fields produced by magnetosomes aren’t strong.” The metal ball said as he swayed here and there. “Perhaps it’s because of the frequency. You didn’t use a high-frequency magnetic field, did you? I remember a thousand years ago, those ‘Master Mages’ had used an oscillating magnetic field to scan me. How high was the frequency again…? Millions of oscillations per second? That seemed to be the highest frequency they could get out, but it wasn’t even a tenth of the magnetosomes’ frequency. Why don’t you try putting in some effort and increase the frequency of the magnetic field a little?”
Veins in Gawain’s temples bulged. In such an atrocious place in a medieval era where the technology of various periods was lost to them, where would he go to make a high-frequency magnetic field at tens of millions of hertz?!
Nicholas Egg was probably the only high-frequency source in this world that could produce a magnetic field of that frequency!
Knowing that they could not create a test environment that matched the criteria at this moment, Gawain silently noted this down in his heart. Following that, he wanted to ask the other party about his ability to control metals. However, just as he was about to speak up, he suddenly saw the door of the brick-kiln yard being pushed open. A doofus… fireball launcher… Iron-Headed… Rebecca dashed over in a haste.
“Lord Ancestor! Lord Ancestor!” The Viscountess shouted excitedly while she ran. “Come quickly! Quickly follow me!!”
Watching this girl’s excited manner, Gawain’s first reaction was to dodge to the side. He feared that this doofus would suddenly go crazy and swing seven to eight big fireballs at his face…
When Rebecca arrived before him and finally managed to catch her breath, Gawain then took his time to ask her, “You finally blew up Heidi’s laboratory with a fireball?”


“Huh… Ah?!” Rebecca was startled by Gawain’s words when she’d just gathered her breath. She quickly waved her hands forcefully. “No, no! I’m very careful — listen to me, the Magic Powered Engine that you proposed, we’ve assembled it!”
Gawain’s initially rather calm expression was instantly replaced by shock and surprise.
“Already completed?! Has it been tested?”
  “Not yet.” Rebecca swung her hand. “We’re waiting for you to go test it! But Aunt Heidi had already tested all its individual parts, all done according to the blueprints, and they could achieve the corresponding effect. There should be no problem—”
“Stop talking. Let’s get moving.” Gawain could not suppress his excitement anymore. Dragging Rebecca, he headed to the outside of the brick-kiln yard; only halfway through did he remember that there was also a ball. Thus, he turned back and gestured. “You come too, you come too — Take a look at the good stuff we designed!”
Probably no one would’ve imagined that the ‘assembly shop’ of the first-generation Magic Powered Engine would be simple and crude to this extent.
It was a wooden shed located beside Cecil Steelworks. Other than having some soldiers keeping guard, one completely wouldn’t notice any difference between this and the other sheds. There was also nothing that could make one associate it with high technology or sophisticated magic. Except for the most precise part of the runes which were completed in Heidi’s laboratory, all the remaining parts of the Magic Powered Engine relied on the blacksmiths and rune craftsmen to hammer into shape with their hands. Therefore, there were neither machine tools nor precision molds here. Rebecca and Heidi led the craftsmen to complete the manufacturing process of the prototype machine through the most primitive and most strenuous way.
If there wasn’t magic in this world to aid them, especially Heidi’s flame and sculpturing spells that were of significant help, the final assembly and welding work of the prototype machine would probably also be a problem.
Regardless of the world, the birth of any invention didn’t come easy.
In the empty central space of the ‘assembly shop’, a big piece of burlap covered the object that was less than two meters tall. Its outline was rather peculiar. Gawain could vaguely make out that it was probably the sprocket wheel structure under one of the slightly bigger projecting pieces, but its true features were still being covered.
The old blacksmith Hummel and Heidi both stood beside this prototype machine. There were also some other people standing beside them: amongst them were Hummel’s apprentices, while two others were rune craftsmen from the capital who’d just joined the territory.


“Rebecca insisted on running to get you herself.” Heidi nodded towards Gawain slightly apologetically. “This child is simply a little impetuous.”
“She wanted to inform me of this good news personally. It’s understandable.” Gawain took a breath in and looked toward the prototype machine. “Lift it. Let me take a look.”
Heidi waved her hand. A translucent Sculpture Hand then emerged in the air and lifted the piece of cloth.
It was an odd-looking machine beneath it.
It had vague traces as a ‘distant relative’ of a real one on Earth, with a large sprocket wheel as well as the connecting rods, cranks, and crankshafts that were connected to the wheel. Yet, it was entirely different from any motive-power machine from Earth in Gawain’s memories — there was no cylinder, but in its place was a ‘Repulsion mechanism’ in the middle of the machine composed of a sliding rail, piston, and base. That piston was a square piece of metal with four sliding rails cutting through its four corners and fixed on a base on the two ends. Shimmering magic circles could be seen on the side of the base that was facing the piston, and on the outer edges of the two Repulsion magic circles were runes that extended outward. A rectangular metal plate connected the two Repulsion magic circles. The rune-trigger structure and one of the Repulsion magic circles remained linked, while this metal plate was also connected to the crankshaft of the sprocket wheel through the connecting rod and prod mechanism.
Each time the crankshaft turned more than half a circle, the rune trigger would be prodded. The corresponding runes would connect to one of the Repulsion magic circles until the crankshaft moved past the remaining half of the circle. The rune trigger would then leave this magic circle and enter the linking range of another magic circle, activating the Repulsion mechanism opposite it…
Other than the rune trigger used to ‘toggle the direction of repulsion’, there was another rune trigger controlling the ‘total energy’ of the two magic circles. It also relied on the control of the connecting rod, and this rod was located on the side of this machine.
The special Repulsion mechanism allowed this machine to not require an air-cylinder structure, which also evaded the highest threshold of precision — mechanical precision. Replacing that was the demand for the precision of the magic runes, and that happened to be the specialty of ‘this world’.
 
Heidi was rather absorbed as she stared at the Magic Powered Engine before her. It had an outer appearance and inner mechanization that were entirely different from any magic article in this world. Even though she’d participated in the manufacturing of this engine, she still could not help but blank out at this moment. However, she returned to her senses very quickly and looked at Gawain. “Lord Ancestor, please push down the gear.”
This place was located on the fringes of Cecil Steelworks. The engine was totally able to receive the energy from the Magic Web here. Although there weren’t any of those ‘amplification boards’ from the Cecil Steelworks yard to boost the efficiency of the transfer of energy, for a low-power validation machine, this energy was enough.
However, Gawain shook his head. “We designed this together. You two come with me.”


Heidi appeared to be slightly hesitant, while Rebecca didn’t even give it much thought; she could no longer repress her curiosity. With Gawain’s permission, she scurried over to the machine and even gestured fervently. “Aunt Heidi, come quickly!”
Heidi smiled. Setting down all hesitations, she walked to Gawain’s side.
 
Three hands were placed together on the handle controlling the total energy. Then, Gawain counted to three, and the trio used force to push the handle down.
The magic circuit was instantly connected. The Repulsion mechanism which was the core of the engine was lit up; then one of the magic circles brightened. That simple and crude ‘steel piston’ started moving slowly before everyone’s eyes.
It seemed that because it was setting the heavy sprocket wheel in motion, its initial movement was very slow. But when the sprocket wheel began moving, the piston swiftly shifted to the end of the entire Repulsion mechanism. The rune trigger used for toggling also took effect. The magic circle to first light up was extinguished, while another Repulsion magic circle lit up almost simultaneously.
The sprocket wheel spun an entire round; then it went faster and faster and faster. Though accompanied by a loud noise and forceful shaking, the entire machine really began to operate!
Chapter 116: Metal Master
Watching that strange machine operating rapidly, the old blacksmith Hummel’s eyes were wide in shock and perplexity.
Its core was filled with the radiance of magical power. The Repulsion mechanism that could be described as austere was carrying out a to-and-fro movement under the effect of a simple magic circle and a series of mechanical structures. The heavy sprocket wheel was spinning swiftly, driven by the connecting rod and crankshaft. The speed it was spinning at exceeded that of any windmill, waterwheel, or crank handled by manual labor. He knew very well how heavy that big metal wheel was. It was something that could easily break a person’s bones once it was set spinning, yet it was being driven, and it was done so in a breeze.
Meanwhile, the two rune craftsmen beside him saw more and also thought of more.
They were servants cultivated by mages. If runemasters were said to be the ‘electronic engineers’ in designing the blueprints, then rune craftsmen were ‘mechanical engineers’ responsible for producing the mechanical parts of the magical mechanisms. Their knowledge in this aspect naturally exceeded that of the average blacksmith.
Rune craftsmen manufactured all sorts of mechanisms and magic articles in everyday life; they were naturally no strangers to knick-knacks like Repulsion magic circles that were part of the most fundamental aspects of their craft. However, they’d never thought this simple, minor spell-level circle could actually produce such a miraculous effect. With just a set of effective mechanical structures, it was enough to make the Repulsion magic circle that could originally only be used to push gear doors or traps of falling rocks to automatically cycle and toggle. Even though the entire Magic Powered Engine was driven by magic circles, its intrinsic theory was completely different from any former magic article!
In the Magic Powered Engine, magical power was no longer the sole, entire driving force. Magic was no longer being used in a raw manner but had been transformed, amplified even, using even more ingenious and indirect ways into something more… functional.
In the beginning, when they’d been asked to work together with a group of blacksmiths and blacksmith apprentices, the rune craftsmen harbored, to a certain degree, some resentment. However, upon seeing the finished product of the Magic Powered Engine, their resentment was unwittingly replaced by a kind of enlightenment. They finally realized what that female supervisor named Heidi meant when she told them to ‘cast aside all old thoughts and conventions, and submit to the new order of this land’ when they’d just arrived at this territory. Compared to the wholly new things they were seeing on this land, those rules and conventions were really unworthy of mentioning.
A blacksmith apprentice stared at the Magic Powered Engine that was continuously operating with unblinking eyes. He could not help murmur, “This is what we made—”
Hummel quickly cut off his apprentice. “No, this is the Duke, Viscountess, and Madam Heidi’s intelligence.”
 
“No,”—Gawain interrupted Hummel—”all of you made this, no need to doubt it. Credit belongs to every person who has contributed labor. Hence, not only will the people who contributed to the manufacturing of the Magic Powered Engine receive monetary rewards, they will also receive glory. Every one of your names will be taken down and made into a nameplate to be mounted on the first generation of Magic Powered Engines and noted in the Cecil historical records.”
The craftsmen and apprentices looked at one another. Hummel twiddled his own beard with force and didn’t even feel it when he accidentally pulled out a few strands. It was not until the rune craftsmen from the capital who had seen much of life bowed and gave their thanks did the old blacksmith finally return to his senses and quickly followed with his thanks.


While Gawain retracted his gaze and watched the Magic Powered Engine prototype machine that was still operating normally with emotions of joy and excitement that was difficult to repress.
Its noise was very loud; the sprocket wheel also led the whole machine to shake violently in its rotation due to errors in the precision of the parts; these were problems that could not be avoided. Gawain could confirm that a considerable amount of motive power of this machine was being wasted in the friction of those parts that fell short of specifications, and its output power and overall life-span would have to take a discount too. However, these were all minor details. Most importantly, this machine was operating as he had expected.
He’d first resolve the problem of having none and then consider the good and bad of it.
Gawain looked at that primitive machine in near enchantment, but all of a sudden, a hint of doubt and worry appeared in his eyes.
Only, this minute change in emotion disappeared very quickly.
And on the other side, Heidi had begun testing the power of this machine. She used either the Sculpture Hand or a gravity spell to add pressure to the output shaft of the machine. After repeating that a few times, she could not help but speak in admiration, “This machine is very powerful. I tested it briefly. When it spins at full speed, it can even pound a steel piece that weighs half a ton into a vertical piece and pull it up. If we were to use the pulley system or speed-reducing gear, its power could be expanded many more times. Also, we used relatively cheaper rune materials, and the connecting rods were also made of common steel instead of the sturdier purple steel. Thus, it has significant room for improvement.”
Rebecca was incapable of the various support magic that would be useful, nor could she throw a big fireball at it to test the health bar1 of the machine, so she scratched her chin and wondered about something more practical. “Lord Ancestor, what do you think the machine can do?”
Gawain glanced at the girl with an amused smile. “Share your views.”
“It seems like many tasks that are dull and repetitive yet require a lot of strength can be left to it. For example, letting it replace the mill? Drive that huge saw in the sawmill? Its strength is certainly enough, and there’s no need to take into account the influence of the wind direction or river water at all!”
Gawain added, “There are so many uses to it. It can drive the waterwheel. It can tow the mine carts over in the mine. It can be used to draw water from the mine caves. It can drive big hammers to beat and forge steel. When fitted with a suitable mold, it can even directly press a piece of steel into armors or the parts for a certain item like molding cookies. It can even be put in the brick-kiln yard to move other machines to press unfired bricks instead of having a dozen serfs use wooden molds to shape them one by one…”
Gawain casually mentioned the uses that he believed were most important right now, whereas the people around him had sunk into bewilderment. They’d never had the concept of using machines to replace manual labor; even if there were things like windmills and watermills in this world, they were rather basic and crude operations. How could they be able to come up with all sorts of machines that could be linked with the Magic Powered Engine all at once?


  But Hummel, upon hearing about using machines to drive big hammers as well as forging and pressing steel plates into armors or spare parts, his eyes could not help but light up. His professional instincts instantly had him realizing that this was a bright path.
Whereas Rebecca’s eyes had been sparkling the whole time. Basically, each time a usage popped out of Gawain’s mouth, a pile of levers and bearings would follow and appear in her mind. Although those items had yet to be assembled into a usable machine, she believed that as long as she gave herself some time, she would be able to come out with every one of those things that Ancestor had conceptualized!
But just then, Heidi frowned and spoke up with some worry. “The key is we’ve only got one machine… Manufacturing a new Magic Powered Engine consumes time and labor. Moreover, it has to be located within range of the Magic Web to operate. That makes it a problem.”
While speaking, she pulled the handle and cut off the energy to the Magic Powered Engine, making it gradually quieten down. The noise from this thing was exceptionally loud; as it spun, the people around it had to shout to converse with one another.
“Laying out magic webs shouldn’t cost too much. After all, they’re all fundamental runes, and we have ready-made blueprints. But the difficulty of building the machine is a problem… Mainly because forging these spare parts manually takes too much time.” Gawain rubbed his chin. “Yet this is something that cannot be helped. We still need to use manual labor to forge…”
Just then, a voice with a metallic trill suddenly chimed in, “Cough cough, I have something to say.”
Nicholas Egg who was a silver luster from head to toe floated over slowly.
Rebecca was delighted once she spotted this shining metal egg. “Egg Egg, you have an idea?!”
“I’m not called Egg Egg!” Nicholas Egg instantly took off two to three meters in the air (if there wasn’t a roof stopping him, he might have flown even higher). The voice coming from inside the sphere was exasperated. “You’ve at least got to address me by Boss Egg!”
Rebecca wasn’t intimidated by this ball at all. “Alright Egg Egg, do you have a solution?”
Nicholas Egg: “…”


“Don’t keep at loggerheads with her. Talk about your solution.” Gawain cut short this squabble that was about to begin and looked very solemnly at the metal ball that was slowly descending to a normal height. “I know you specialize in controlling metals, could it be…”
“Yes, I finally know what I can do here!” Nicholas Egg’s voice sounded especially merry. As he spoke, the clanging sounds of all sorts of metals hitting together sounded from various spots in the shed. Those leftover bits and pieces of metals piled in the corner that were to be thrown back into the furnace were floated one by one and pulled near this silver metal ball. “I can help you with forging!”
 
As his words fell, those metal pieces floated in the air let out creaks and crackles one after another; as if there was a massive pressure acting on their surfaces, they slowly deformed. Gawain very quickly realized that such distortion wasn’t only due to an external force — some metals had shown clear signs of melting; they weren’t only being pressed, they were being forged!
Just a few minutes later, these metals become spare parts of all sizes with delicate and complicated structures and all sorts of weirdly shaped trifles. There were even lifelike metal sculptures of every person present.
The wooden shed became completely silent.
Nicholas Egg seemed to be very pleased with the results of his demonstration. He triumphantly placed all those spare parts on the ground and then put the metal sculptures into every person’s hand. “How is it? Isn’t this efficiency much higher than yours?”
Hummel took the metal sculpture belonging to himself, and his hands involuntarily began to tremble. Such a powerful ability… Would this territory still need blacksmiths in the future?!
 
Was it really just as the feudal lord had said the previous time — that blacksmiths who swung hammers to forge things were becoming useless? They were becoming useless so quickly?
The rune craftsmen present also had the same terrifying thought; even Heidi and Rebecca, apart from their shock, felt that with this ball, all the craftsmen in the territory who had dealings with metals were about to become jobless…
Except Gawain. Though he was also astonished by the rapid speed with which Nicholas Egg molded the metal forms, his attention was quickly focused on another aspect—
He looked at the strikingly vivid metal sculpture in his hand; he looked at its eyebrows and hair which had been shrunk according to a strict proportion. He abruptly lifted his head and fixed his eyes on Nicholas Egg. “How precise can you be?”
Chapter 117: Cecil Mechanical Manufacturing Facility
It was true that this metal-ball alien’s ability to transform the shapes of metals at a very fast speed left a deep impression on Gawain. At the start, he was indeed also amazed by this fellow’s high efficiency when he was processing the spare metal parts. However, he quickly realized that compared to such speed, his precision was probably an even greater wealth.
Speed was nothing — Gawain was very much aware of this. Although Nicholas Egg’s processing speed could scare everyone present here out of their wits, Gawain was very clear that under the model of true industrial mass production, it was meaningless no matter how astonishing an individual’s speed was. Was completing a hundred spare parts in a few minutes very fast? Sure, it was faster than a blacksmith’s hammer, but just by casually arranging several production lines from the industrial times, this speed would instantly be wholly defeated by those machines!
Although Gawain had no way of casually getting a production line right now, they now had a prototype of the Magic Powered Engine. He believed that there would come a day where he could do so with a wave of his hand. Nicholas Egg’s advantage in efficiency would sooner or later become obliterated after more and more machines were put into production. Yet, his other edge wouldn’t be that easily replaced by machines. At least compared to his efficiency, this advantage would be slower in being replaced—
His precision.
Those spare parts that he had ‘molded’ using the leftover pieces weren’t randomly made. Gawain could tell that they were actually the mini versions of some exposed parts of the Magic Powered Engine, and the intricacy of every spare part was nothing that those hand-made products of the blacksmiths could compare to. Better yet, even strands of hair had been carved out on those metal sculptures… This was completely wicked!
“Precision?” Nicholas Egg seemed to have realized something too. He pondered seriously for a while and replied rather confidently, “That depends on how many items I am simultaneously processing at one time. If it’s a hundred at one go, there would certainly be a considerable number of errors. However, if I were to process less than ten parts at a time and I am allowed to do so slowly… the errors would probably be a few times finer than a strand of your hair. Of course, the specific speed depends on the complexity and size of the parts, but to me, the most complicated parts in this machine that you’ve built are fairly simple.”
“?!”
The metal ball did not hear a sound from Gawain for a long time. He could no longer hold back and floated over to nudge the latter’s arm. “Hey, hey, why are you not speaking anymore?”
“The first generation of industrial machine tools is in your hands!”
 
“Huh?”
Gawain did not give the other party much explanation because his heart was already completely filled up with joy and elation; he could barely spare any energy to talk about something else.


Yes, this was the first generation of machine tools, or the so-called ‘mother machine’, the most important link in allowing the entire industrialized chain to be built up. Instead of letting Nicholas Egg repeatedly manufacture those mass-produced parts in large numbers, he ought to let him make use of his advantage in precision and efficiency to build the ‘mother machine’ that could be used to produce the components of other machines within the shortest amount of time. Regardless of whether it was all sorts of machine tools that could process spare parts or ‘rune-drafting machines’ that carved simple runes in batches, only by producing these things would he be able to tie the foundation of his territory to the upsurge of motive power provided by the Magic Powered Engine; in turn, this would give him the confidence to fight before that not-too-solid barrier opposite the mountains collapsed!
At this point, he even felt slightly regretful. Why hadn’t he discovered this talent of the metal ball earlier? If he had participated in the research and development of the Magic Powered Engine prototype, this day might have arrived earlier.
However, he did not let such emotions of regret last too long. This was because before personally witnessing it today, who would’ve thought that this metal ball’s control over metal would actually be so powerful? In fact, Gawain even suspected that Nicholas Egg himself hadn’t thought of it either…
Besides, there was one more thing: he wasn’t carried away by Nicholas Egg’s ability. This metal-ball alien was a special entity; he was an entity that could not be cloned and could not regenerate. Moreover, betting the entire setup on one individual was extremely irrational in any situation. It would be wonderful if Nicholas Egg could produce the first generation of machine tools, but what if an accident occurred? What if he was unable to control a certain type of key metal material? What if a mishap happened to him? What if a piece of equipment with unique characteristics of this world could not be produced using metals?
Thus, Gawain quickly calmed down and was aware that while Mr. Nicholas Egg (or Miss? Say, was this a male ball or a female ball) was the greatest boost that he’d encountered thus far, he could not be completely dependent on him.
He still had to ensure that there were laymen participating in the entire process of building the industrial foundation.
Thus, he looked towards the uneasy old blacksmith and rune craftsmen and nodded lightly. “No need to worry that your skills won’t come in handy from now on — the territory is forever lacking manpower. At the most, a little change would come to your ways of work henceforth.”
Then, he shifted his attention to Nicholas Egg. “Are you willing to be the manager of the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility?”
Nicholas Egg was brisk in his reply. “Sure, why not? — It’s rare that I can find something to do.”
“Alright, you’ll be responsible for helping me build machines. Soon, I will hand you some blueprints and machining tasks. Aim to get those things out as quickly as possible. For the convenience of materials, this work shed next to the steelworks shall be for your use. In addition, your first task will be to build another three Magic Powered Engines. I want to use them in key areas such as the mine and steelworks.
Although Gawain’s position for Nicholas Egg was ‘constructor of machine tools’, at the present stage, the latter still totally had the spare capacity to help expand the scale of those mass-production machines. In line with the principle to make the best possible use of men (and the same applied to the ball), Gawain arranged a big pile of production tasks for this ball without the slightest hesitation.


The other party looked pretty pleased…
Watching the highly driven and enthusiastic Nicholas Egg, Gawain’s heart gradually settled.
With such a hacker-level transmigrated egg aiding him, if he only considered the technology tree1 without taking into account the social form, he believed that he had made a revolution, not just substantial progress…
And amidst such a joyous mood, he noticed with sharp eyes that the old blacksmith Hummel, who stood in the corner, still looked slightly dismal.
However, Gawain ultimately did not speak up to counsel him.
Hummel was an old blacksmith after all, an old blacksmith who had interacted with hammers and anvils for several decades. He believed in his own hammer and took great pride in it, just like how a knight trusted his own sword and combat skills. However, a metal-ball alien, a ‘metal master’ who was gifted with the ability to control metals, suddenly appeared and completely crushed this old blacksmith’s confidence.
This was perhaps still not the fatal blow because before the appearance of Nicholas Egg, ‘dwarf craftsmen’, who greatly surpassed human blacksmiths, already existed in this world. Hummel wasn’t jarred by an entity whose ‘skills’ overwhelmed his own. What was truly troubling this blacksmith was probably that he had somewhat realized what was to come in the future—
Using machines to drive huge hammers, it was a future where manual labor became increasingly insignificant, and it didn’t seem to be that far from today.
  Hummel possessed a sharpness that was rare amongst the laymen of this era.
But how could Gawain put it now? Tell Hummel to adapt to his identity of ‘steelworks manager’ as soon as possible and stop constantly thinking of his own blacksmith career? Or tell him that tradesmen would not completely decline; even if another world where industrialization was highly advanced came about, blacksmiths still owned an unshakable place there for their livelihood? It was too early to tell Hummel all this now.
He would have to be able to adapt to the changes of this world quicker because even swifter changes were about to come very soon.


Gawain Cecil sighed inwardly and then broke the silence. “The newly formed department needs a name. We’ll call it Cecil Machine Manufacturing Facility for now. Nicholas Egg, you will be the supervisor of the machines and the first director, an equal to Hummel who is the manager of the steelworks. In addition, you may select some people from that hundred craftsmen to serve as your long-term assistants, but the name list has to be handed to me for checking.”
“Alright. Having people assist me is bound to be faster than me, a ball, doing everything alone. They can help with the assembly.” Nicholas Egg floated up and down and expressed his assent.
On the way to leaving the machine manufacturing facility, Heidi looked towards Gawain again and again.
“What’s wrong?” Gawain asked curiously.
“Nothing. It’s just, I rarely see times when you are this happy.” Heidi revealed a warm smile. “You’re usually always very solemn, with a poker face, but you smiled many times today.”
Gawain was taken aback. “I’m usually very solemn?”
He’d thought that his usual mental activity had been pretty intense. Moreover, after much honing from hanging out with Amber all day long, he was now almost half a professional joker. Though it often wasn’t to the extent of losing his dignity as an ancestor, he was unlikely to have the image of a poker face, right?
Unexpectedly, Heidi nodded very seriously. “Perhaps you do not notice, but your usual expressions are really solemn.”
Gawain instantly touched his own hairline with some worry. Following that, he rubbed his chin, as if absorbed in thought. “Ten to one, it’s the problem of having a square face and a full beard…”
“Ah?”
Gawain immediately waved his hand. “No, nothing.”


Heidi subsequently still had many internal affairs to handle, so she bade Gawain farewell midway. Watching as Heidi’s figure gradually disappeared from sight, the joyful expression on his face slowly disappeared, and a trace of gravity surfaced.
He did not directly return to his tent. Instead, he made a slight turn on the way and came to a wooden hut located southwest of the camp.
This wooden hut was bigger than the surrounding houses. There were even large nurseries in front of and behind the house. A wide variety of plants were being grown in them. Amongst them, over half were herbs with all kinds of efficacies, while the remaining were more common plants that could serve as spellcasting materials after being processed.
Just from those nurseries, one could determine the uniqueness of this wooden hut.
This was the dwelling of a druid, Pittman, and also his workspace. — Though he appeared to be rather unreliable, this lodging and workplace looked quite like how it ought to.
Gawain stopped in front of the wooden hut and saw a sign hanging on the door. A few lines were written on it with elegant handwriting:
 
“Pittman’s Apothecary Shop. Sells various kinds of herbs and finished alchemical potions. Sells druid talismans, changing-of-luck ornaments. Part-time antique appraising, divination (currently learning). Professional locksmith, roof repair, family chef (able to babysit children while at it, not accepting those aged three years and under).”
Gawain looked at that sign with an empty expression, very peaceful at heart.
This little old man knew that the illiterate civilians couldn’t understand the words on the sign at all yet was unrelenting in hanging this on his door. This could probably only be explained as a personal hobby?
Gawain shook his head and stretched out his hand to knock on the door, but just as his hand was about to touch the wooden door, it had been opened from the inside.
Pittman’s wrinkly face appeared in sight. “Ah, I’ve been waiting for you for a long time.”


 
Gawain faltered. “You knew I was coming?”
Could it be that this little old man really mastered his divination?
In the end, Pittman shook his head. “I was leaning on the window earlier and saw you walking here.”
“…”
Chapter 118: Theurgies and Magic
Pittman invited Gawain into his wooden hut. This little old man that looked really old had a pair of eyes that were even more astute and lively than a young cunning merchant. He solicitously poured and served water while stealing looks at Gawain. “Duke personally came to this shabby and dilapidated wooden hut of mine to pay a visit. Have you encountered a difficult problem, or require my druid spells? Or are you finally interested in my changing-of-luck rites and divination?”
Gawain casually surveyed the furnishings in the house. He found that the place was very clean and tidy; the workbench for alchemical experiments and all kinds of containers for concocting potions were neatly placed in the working space in the northwestern corner. His living space was also very simple and uncluttered. The feeling was completely different from the dirty and messy vibe on Pittman when he first arrived here.
Hearing the little old man speak up, he ignored the latter part of the other party’s words which was more promotion for his services and went straight to the point. “I’m very interested in your process of concocting alchemical potions and blessing them.”
Pittman was surprised. “Making potions and blessing spells? You personally made a trip here over such trifles?”
“I just happened to pass by, so I came to satisfy my curiosity.” Gawain waved his hand. “Besides I recall speaking to you about increasing the volume of production of agricultural catalytic potions. How are the results?”
Pittman’s expression turned woeful. “How could it be that easy? Your time is too…”
Gawain waved his hand. “It’s okay even if there are no results for now. Just let me have a look at your progress.”
Pittman then heaved a sigh of relief, the wrinkles all over his face heaping up. “That’s no problem. I was just about to start work.”
While speaking, he walked towards the workspace that was used for mixing potions and began his preparations to concoct potions. In any case, making these potions was his daily job; he’d take it as satisfying the interest of this Duke with a peculiar temper.
 
Gawain followed behind the little old man, watching as he got busy with those potions and alchemy tools, yet even more complicated thoughts were spinning in his mind.
The Magic Powered Engine succeeded.


This was really something to be happy about; even the mature and steady Heidi was immersed in the joy of success; Gawain was naturally no exception.
However, there wasn’t only joy in Gawain’s heart. Surfacing together, there was doubt that had emerged previously but kept away temporarily — what exactly was magical power? What exactly were the rules of this world?
The operation of the Magic Powered Engine undoubtedly demonstrated that logic and rules did exist. It also showed that all kinds of phenomena in this world were not independent of each other but were related and able to combine to form a system. The Repulsion magic circles would propel the piston; the piston would drive the crankshaft and connecting rods; the sprocket wheel produced inertia[a]; inertia linked up all the work processes of the engine. Extending outwards, the engine’s energy came from the Magic Web; the Magic Web’s energy came from the environment…
Everything seemed to be in order, complete and closed.
But where did the very first magical power come from? The Magic Web drew it from the natural environment? Then how about the magical power in the natural environment? Was it really inexhaustible, ubiquitous? Could it really be steadily supplied into the Magic Web and last forever?
This world didn’t even follow the law of conservation of energy1?
Or perhaps, magical power actually had its own source, and its reserves were limited. Only, it was contained amongst everything in the universe in a manner that humankind could not observe nor calculate. Humankind stupidly made use of it, believing that it was unlimited, but perhaps, it might be drained one day?
And before this question that was the most worrying, Gawain was too occupied to consider what exactly the ‘repulsion’ produced by the magic circles was?
To be honest, the moment he saw the Magic Powered Engine begin to spin, what appeared in Gawain’s mind together with joy was instead, worry.
Machine operation was a release of energy that was even more intuitive. Compared to the static magic circles on the rune furnaces, it was better able to make Gawain conscious of the existence of the process of ‘energy consumption’. However, he wasn’t adapted to the reality of completely not being able to see the stored substance — he couldn’t see the ‘magical power fuel’; he couldn’t see the ‘batteries’; he couldn’t see a fuse and a meter board measuring the energy expended if that actually existed. This gave him an empty feeling as if fearing that the Magic Powered Engine would spin and spin, then suddenly stop…
Even if the wireless electricity transmission on Earth had succeeded, at the least, Gawain knew that fuels were burning in some power plant, but here… there was only a Magic Web that was continuously filled out of thin air. The people of this world could perhaps be accustomed to this phenomenon, but he felt discontent.


Gawain wanted to figure out the secret of the essence of magical power; he wanted to figure out why this world worked this way; he wanted to figure out why water could not get work done when it became steam yet could still change into its three states1; he wanted to figure out why electromagnetic induction was ineffective in this world, yet independent magnetic fields and electric fields still existed. In theory, ‘light’ which was a unique electromagnetic wave that also existed here (assuming that really was ‘light’)…
These contradictions gave him an immense sense of disjointedness. Many phenomena (and the theories behind them that originally ought to be closely connected to one another) appeared to be incoherent and fragmented here as if matter was no longer an existence of order but forcefully configured here by the so-called gods. They each presented all kinds of strange physicochemical properties, not because the microscopic world was supporting them, but because ‘that was just how they should be’…
These contradictions and the sense of disjointedness had originally been repressed by important affairs at one time or another and were forgotten in the back of Gawain’s mind. However, at the moment the Magic Powered Engine really began operating according to his conception, these thoughts uncontrollably emerged once again.
  But he knew, nothing could be accomplished in a single effort. It was impossible if he wanted to get a direct understanding of this world’s microscopic domain and fundamental principles. He needed to proceed step by step. If he wanted to understand the most basic truth, he had to start understanding the most basic phenomenon from experience and practice.
For example, first observing the various types of magic in this world, as well as their mechanisms of effect.
Both Heidi and Rebecca were formal mages (though their gifts were both only partial), but Gawain did not approach them. Instead, he came to Pittman because he knew one thing — druid magic was the most peculiar in this world. Its origin and transition seemed to be able to bring to light some secrets regarding magic.
Because druid magic evolved from theurgies.
Pittman finished preparing the materials required for the concoction of potions today, as well as tools for the druid rites. He worked while explaining, “Mixing alchemical potions is actually not particularly difficult. The materials required for the most-basic catalytic potion are all very cheap. Herbs are also available everywhere. It is mainly time-consuming in the later stages of processing. For example, smoking, drying, powdering, and more. In this aspect, getting more manpower would be able to settle the problem.”
As he spoke, he added the powdered butterfly bush seeds and perilla petals into the heating container and then poured in pure water and a certain grass juice that he had prepared in advance.
“Amber explained those labor systems that you invented to me. For example, splitting up production processes, liability systems, streamlined production… To be honest, they are all incredible ideas. This way, we can break down the complicated working procedure of preparing alchemical potions and let them be done by laymen. However, there would be no way around the most important part…”
It began to bubble inside the heating container. A pungent scent wafted out. Pittman quickly added another new kind of potion into it to balance out the potency of the mixture.


“The potion produced from the beginning processes is ordinary. It does not possess supernatural abilities. Even if it does, the effect would be very weak. If we want it to have miraculous power like magic, we have to inject magical power. And this process has to be done through the druid rites…”
Pittman had put on the lid of the heating container. Through a bent copper tube, the rising gas from the container was guided into a condensing tube beside and condensed into beads of light green droplets. The little old man carefully collected this pale green juice, ultimately filling up a small glass. He put it on a small altar at the side.
Gawain watched the little old man work with unblinking eyes. He saw Pittman place four runes that represented the wind, water, fire, and earth elements in the four directions. These runes had been carved on oakwood pieces. Then, two crystals were set in the inner circle — they were very common white crystals, the kind that was cheapest amongst natural crystals.
Following that, he began chanting druid incantations that were extremely difficult to understand. Gawain immediately activated this magic-sensing ability.
He saw the radiance of magical power gradually swell up around Pittman. This energy was guided into special geometric figures under the guidance of the runes. They trembled and worked around the half-finished potion, and the color of the potion slowly turned from the pale green into a dark green.
When the change was about to be completed, Pittman stopped his chanting and removed the two crystals. Now, he started reading aloud prayers related to the God of Nature. “Oh mighty gods of nature, protectors of lives, mighty God of Nature… ah Heart of the Forest, guider of life, your pious believer hereby prays earnestly hoping for a response from you. May you from your oak… palm… let’s still go with oak. May you confer glad tidings from your oak throne. Let this potion be filled with the energy of life. Let it… Oh, it’s done?”
Pittman lowered his head for a look. Confirming that the potion had completely transformed, he briskly ended the prayer that he almost couldn’t make up anymore. He grinned as he removed the potion from the altar and handed it to Gawain for a look. “Look at it, plant-growth catalytic potion fresh from the oven. It’s still hot.”
 
Gawain held the potion, feeling the skin of his face trembling, the kind of trembling that even a square face and full beard could not save.
This little old man was fooling around with his last prayer passage?!
However, it was precisely that nonsensical prayer that would’ve gotten a normal believer exterminated by his god 70-80 times that completely verified the thought in Gawain’s heart.
The druid theurgy of the past… had indeed disappeared altogether.


What remained in the world right now, was only druid magic.
 
He set that little glass of potion that was still steaming aside and looked at Pittman’s eyes. “If I haven’t remembered wrongly, your prayer from earlier is actually a section from Sacred Words of the Forest, the sacred book of the Heart of Forest faction. Am I right?”
Pittman was a little surprised. “You even know this?!”
“I’ve read that book before.” Gawain waved his hand, indicating that this question wasn’t important. “What I want to say is — is druid magic really born out of theurgies?”
[a]momentum?
Chapter 119: Druids’ Change of Conviction
After hearing Gawain’s words, Pittman raised his brows uncontrollably and said, “There are only a rare few individuals who understand the druids’ history so well.”
“I’m not that versed in it, but it’s no secret that druid spells are developed from nature theurgy. I can only say that the people of this era have very narrow-minded knowledge.” Gawain described indifferently, “Back in the Gondor Empire era, many druid factions put on their signboards as the empire’s holy hall of knowledge.”
“Hehe, I forgot again that I cannot judge you normally as you are an ancient figure from seven hundred years ago.” The little old man chuckled before gathering the tools meant for the concoction of medicine. “You’re right. Druid spells originated from ancient nature theurgy. In fact, the druids were from a kind of purist religion during the earlier stages. It was a religion that was similar to the current Church of Holy Light or the Sect of the God of War. But as time changed, many religions had declined or vanished. Those that could barely pass on… were either evil cults or had a change in form like the druid religion.”
“There are plenty of druid factions — Heart of the Forest, Spirit of Nature, Wild Nature Faction, Rock Cave Faction, Element Faction… These factions that I listed are the large-scale ones, and there are probably several dozen smaller-scaled factions.” Gawain spoke frankly, “It is said that the splitting of the druid factions originated over three thousand years ago during the ‘White Starfall’. A huge internal change happened to the original druid religion after that incident. In just a short period of time, several factions were split up. Originally, all of you believed in a ‘God of Nature’ who didn’t have a definite form. But after the White Starfall, this conviction had changed altogether…”
Pittman might not look like a reliable druid, but his spells proved that he had received a completed druid inheritance. As such, he didn’t feel any pressure from answering such questions regarding the general knowledge of his profession. “The God of Nature has been split into many forms. Each faction declared that their deciphered form is the most correct. Some believed in the Spirit of the Forest. Some believed in the Spirit of Nature. Some even believed in beast spirits and the Spirit of Elements that had turned into divine existences… This indeed isn’t a secret. But after splitting up into different factions, the druid factions might have differences in philosophy, but we have never actually fought. The factions were at peace. Even before the ‘Sacred Alliance’ was implemented, all of the druid factions were at peace.”
Gawain revealed an interested expression and said, “I don’t know the exact details. Can you tell me?”
“Every faction would have to follow a rule. Druids might have different paths, but we all originated from the same source. No matter what path we are on, druids will always be brothers and sisters.” Pittman stroked his bread and said, “This isn’t just a simple rule. It is the druid’s rule. Before accepting the inheritance, one would need to swear a harsh oath on one’s soul.”
Gawain rubbed his chin and silently recorded down this information before shifting the topic back to spells and theurgy. “The druid religion’s original nature theurgy has also transformed into the current druid spells during this process, right?”
Pittman nodded and said, “That’s right. It was slowly completed over a long period of time after the White Starfall and the splitting of factions.”
 
Gawain: “When you were concocting medicine earlier and blessing the medicine at the final step, is it actually the remaining vestige of the original druid theurgy?”
Pittman nodded with a pretentious smile but didn’t say anything.


This was the druid spell, this world’s most special ‘magic’. They were probably the only magic that could talk clearly about their origins. But their origins were pointing towards a god. Three thousand years ago, the druids were originally a unified religion, but because of a subversive incident that was already considered a legend, the religion of the druids had been split into various factions. Furthermore, the theurgy that they possessed had actually been unimaginably changed into spells.
Even now, these spells still contained the hints of the influence of the theurgy, like the words of blessing or the specific sacred symbols. But in fact, these ‘theurgy parts’ had already lost their practical functions. They were more like a cultural and a spiritual inheritance and entrustment. The proper druids would strictly follow the inheritance to reproduce the sacred steps that were already useless. But those improper druids — like Pittman — would choose to put in some random nonsense during the process of spellcasting to use up some time.
But how did theurgy turn into magic?
Those two powers were entirely different things. Theurgy originated from the gods and required reverent prayers to make one’s spirit connect with a god’s intent, allowing them to ‘borrow’ formidable power. On the other hand, magic originated from the spellcaster’s power and knowledge of the world. The difference started from the sources.
After going through many years of evolution, the druid spells already had their established and new magics. Just like the runes that Pittman prepared or the incantations he used, these were all ‘natural miracles’ that came from individual power. So, standard theurgy did have such processes.
Thus, there were people who raised overly bold conjectures. Some scholars even believed that 3,000 years ago, the druids had used a certain forbidden ritual to steal the god’s power. The ‘natural miracles’ that could only be done by theurgy had turned into spells that humans could utilize. The so-called White Starfall was not a meteor storm recorded in the history books but actually the God of Nature losing authority and falling from the divine realm…
The druids naturally wouldn’t admit such an explanation, but Gawain had to acknowledge that… the degree of credibility was rather high.
Of course, he wouldn’t mention such conjecture in front of Pittman and had casually said, “Why do you feel that only druids are able to turn theurgy into spells successfully? Why wouldn’t clergies from other religions be able to do the same thing?”
The little old man’s face twitched. “Who am I supposed to ask? Don’t you already know of my real ability? My life had nearly ended just to learn the druid spells. How can I have the spare energy to research other—?”
“Then why do you know cooking, fortune-telling, astrology, baby-sitting, and so many other things?”
“…Those are different…”


Gawain didn’t continue to pester Pittman on this question and made it as though he was mumbling to himself instead, “It is said that a believer of the God of Holy Light had attempted to transform theurgy. He researched on the abilities of mages and attempted to activate Holy Light using the spellcasting methods… As a result, he had been engulfed by the berserk Holy Light and was turned into a pile of ashes.”
  Pittman laughed and grunted. “Ke, furthermore, this is an example that the Church of Holy Light intentionally proclaimed. It is used to warn those people that aren’t respectful towards the God of Holy Light or those who attempted to steal the Holy Light.”
“The priest of the Church of Holy Light would be engulfed by Holy Light when they used magic to release the Holy Light miracle, but it would be fine for the druid religion’s priests to use magic and release the natural miracles.” Gawain looked at those alchemy tools and the platform that was engraved with runes and a magic circle while shaking his head slightly. “What do you feel is the greatest difference?”
“Because our god is broad-minded.” Pittman then made a serious religious gesture at his chest before saying, “While the God of Holy Light is narrow-minded.”
He was very stern and serious, but Gawain could most certainly say that this little old man didn’t have any respect for the God of Nature.
The druids’ ability might have been viewed by others as ‘half theurgy, half spell’, but the so-called theurgy was merely referring to the sacred process. Everyone who knew the insider information would know that the druids no longer had the ability to release theurgy. In this world, when people lose the support of theurgy, the so-called conviction would turn into a kind of pure spiritual entrustment. The Spirit of Nature and various other spirits that the druids believed in were simply a deception for themselves. But was Pittman the type of person that would deceive himself?
If he was, then he would at least be able to remember the words of blessing!
Hence, Gawain believed that this person was a weirdo among the druids, and he would never believe that Pittman was a devout believer. Gawain continued to look at Pittman with a smile that wasn’t a real smile until Pittman couldn’t tolerate it anymore and spread out his hand. “Of course, I still have an explanation…”
Gawain laughed. “I just want to hear the opinion of you as a druid.”
“It isn’t because humans stole the god’s authority, but the god truncated a power that should belong to humans.” Pittman used a brief statement to describe something that would be enough to scare a whole group of people to death in this era.
Of course, he would only dare to say such things to a feudal lord that didn’t believe in religion and when he was far away from any church.


After seeing that Gawain didn’t have a great reaction and had nodded pensively instead, Pittman let out a breath before saying unhurriedly, “You should know that apart from the druid theurgies that have already been transformed into spells, the theurgies of other religions are ‘strict and self-locked’. Only the corresponding religion’s priests are able to cast theurgy with the precondition of a theurgic ritual that complies with the doctrines. Furthermore, if any of the conditions do not match, even the simplest Holy Light spell would be impossible to release. Forcefully releasing it would result in the berserk and engulfment phenomenon that we mentioned earlier. Why is this so?”
“Three thousand years ago, the druids were still considered clergies, and we used the system of the Nature theurgy that is similar to the God of Holy Light and the God of War. Back then, when druids released theurgy, it was actually similar to other priests. They also had to follow strict rules. A slight deviation would cause the theurgy to lose control… It was the so-called divine punishment. But after the legendary White Starfall incident, no one was able to execute theurgies anymore. In fact, the prayers weren’t even being responded to. As a result, the druids were able to use a method to execute magic to produce the ‘natural miracles’ that should have vanished. Why do you feel it is so?”
Gawain didn’t utter a word but his heart gradually appeared with an answer:
Because the management had disconnected…
 
When his heart flashed with this thought, Gawain looked at Pittman with strange eyes.
Pittman felt uncomfortable and contracted his neck.
“Your understanding doesn’t seem like what a low-ranking druid, a semi-antique appraiser, a shoddy rogue, and a fake hermit should have,” Gawain said unhurriedly. “I don’t think even those scholars who are always thinking about the history of religion and magic would be able to say such things.”
Pittman was instantly frightened and put on a bitter face. “I know I shouldn’t say it. Saying it will just be a disaster…”
“I didn’t say that I am going to do anything to you.” Gawain changed the topic and said, “Everyone has their own secrets. You have, I have, even Amber has them too. It is no big deal.”
 
“Why did you suddenly involve Amber?” Pittman curled his lips and felt a little at ease. “But when you mentioned that scholars who are always thinking about the history of religion and magic wouldn’t be able to say such things… I disagree.”
While speaking, the little old man let out mischievous laughter and said, “The druids’ history isn’t a secret. Our theurgy and magic aren’t secrets either. Ordinary people might know less due to their status and hierarchy, but those upper echelons of the various religions are able to look up all the information, and they are all intelligent people. How could they not think the same things as me?”


“The most intelligent people knew it clearly in their hearts, but no one spoke of it publicly.”
“After all, they aren’t gods…”
Chapter 120: Foreign…
Having a conversation with Pittman wasn’t Gawain’s initial objective, but there were unexpected rewards.
Gawain wasn’t able to find out anything involved with the innate character of magic from the druids’ ritual magic. Originally, he thought he could use his transmigrator’s open-minded brain and Gawain Cecil’s knowledge to comprehend something after witnessing the druid magic from this ‘magic weirdo’. But the fact had proven that he had thought too much. On the other hand, he had heard Pittman’s ‘tiny bit of understanding’ about the druids’ theurgy and magic: ‘it isn’t because humans stole the god’s authority, but the god truncated a power that should belong to humans.’
To be honest, Gawain Cecil might be half a scholar, but it was made up of mostly bluff. He might know plenty of things, but that was only because he had witnessed many things during the pioneering expedition and had a large number of friends. Much of the knowledge in his memories were considered extensive but not refined. Take the druids’ history for example… Gawain might know that the druids were a unified religion during 3,000 years ago, but after the ‘White Starfall’ incident, the religion had split up and transformed into atheistic factions. During the process, the nature theurgy had also transformed into the current druid spells. But for the details of this history, the memories that Gawain had inherited were obviously inferior to Pittman who had received the proper inheritance from the druids (although it still seemed very improper).
Of course, the various druid factions viewed the knowledge of inheritance with great importance. As such the ‘learning of history’ was part of the fundamental lessons that druids needed to master. Furthermore, the druids’ inheritance was very reliant on the elves. Their inheritance wasn’t affected by the Dark Wave that happened 700 years ago. As such, the history of 3,000 years ago didn’t allow Gawain the ‘ancient figure’ to have a special advantage over Pittman. Thus, there were things that Pittman would know, but Gawain might not know.
It was because Pittman knew how the druid priests used theurgy 3,000 years ago and also because he knew the transformation process from theurgy to magic that Pittman was able to come up with a shocking verdict like, ‘it isn’t because humans stole the god’s authority, but the god truncated a power that should belong to humans.’
Of course, Gawain knew this verdict was only Pittman’s one-sided words and naturally couldn’t be taken as the whole truth, but in consideration of the god’s train of thought… it might be possible.
…
After sending Sir Byron out for several days, the plan to increase the territory’s population had finally turned for the better.
Just as Gawain predicted, as compared to recruiting refugees, hiring artisans, and announcing their welcome of newcomers, the truly reliable and stable source of immigrants would be to purchase serfs and slave workers.
 
But not everyone was so foolish; if a person had a chance to live elsewhere, would they choose to stay and work at the foot of the Dark Range?
This place was far away from civilization and close to the Gondor Wastelands. The new Cecil territory was simply constructed at the gates of hell. The southern lands had been regressing for a hundred years, and there was constant dissemination of dark stories among the people that dyed this place with even deeper and more horrific colors. Everyone believed that this place was a frightening wasteland. They felt that the old ancestor of the Cecil Clan would choose to pioneer in this place because he had been laying in the coffin for too long, and his brain had already changed. Would someone with a normal brain choose to come to such a place?


Oh, someone posted some announcements along with a few people to yell out propaganda to declare the place was safe and came with food, lodgings, and rewards. Who were they trying to fool?
In this era, the commoners were numbed beyond imagination, and their tolerance towards impoverished life was far beyond imagination too. They would rather stay in homes that had barely enough food and warmth than to take the risk and make a living in those rumored treacherous places because they couldn’t see or imagine what it was like to live in a remote place. For most of the people, the risk and costs of leaving their homes were so high that they were unable to tolerate it. If it turned out to be a wrong choice, they would be consigned to eternal damnation.
Thus, the first batch to arrive at the territory were the slaves that Sir Byron and his subordinates had bought from the nearby territories. There were serfs, slave workers, contracted slaves — all sorts of slaves. Due to the ample funding, there were more than three hundred slaves that were brought over for the first batch.
There were many other slaves that were on the way or in the cages with the slave traffickers.
Gawain naturally didn’t allow those slaves to enter the camp directly and mix with the residents. He had already ordered people in advance to level out a large piece of land at the forest towards the western side of the territory. They had also constructed large numbers of tents and simple fences. The slaves that were transported from the dock would first be temporarily quarantined at the riverside to conduct a basic identity registration and health inspection. After recording their names and making sure their bodies were healthy, the soldiers would then bring the slaves to the new camp.
At this place, the newly imported population would stay in the independent camp for at least two months. During the day, they would be led by the foremen to the various workplaces and would work together with the residents of the territory. They would be able to personally experience and learn the basic order and laws of this land. At nighttime, they would be sent back to their independent camp, and before they slept, they were required to listen to soldiers reading about ‘Cecil Clan’s basic laws’ and ‘general order of labor’. It would allow them to understand the new personnel management system in this land and most importantly…
The way to obtain freedom.
Gawain called this the ‘buffer’ process.
After two months of adapting and learning, the slaves would go through a simple observation test. It was actually for them to repeat the things that were taught to them on a daily basis and also to ask the other residents that had worked together with them to understand their work and whether they were adapting. If both factors reached a certain standard, the foreign slave would be officially accepted into the new Cecil territory. If one of the factors didn’t reach the standard… they would return to the ‘buffer camp’ and continue to receive education.
This buffer system that Gawain thought of was just at the prototype stage and was used to prevent a large influx of foreigners that might destroy the system he had painstakingly built. But Gawain knew this system had plenty of flaws — be it the time required for the buffer, the content of the education training, or the evaluation standard and accuracy afterward. Everything had to be slowly adjusted and perfected. But with this buffer process, it would prevent the risks of the situation going out of control.
The White River’s dock was busier than any of the previous days. A cargo ship hired from Tanzan Town had just unloaded a new batch of serfs and mining slave workers. The Cecil Clan warriors that were fully equipped with extraordinary equipment were monitoring with full concentration and maintaining order… Although there was a lack of ‘gentility’, those noisy serfs and slave workers would only get into the queue obediently and enter through the reserved opening in the dock’s fence when the soldiers drew their weapons.


Heidi led a group of literate people from the hundred-person aid team to record the basic information of the registered slaves. When one of the slaves walked away from Heidi, she couldn’t help but rub her temples.
That was already the third ‘Sam’ she had encountered.
None of the slaves had proper names, and no one would seriously give them names (including their parents). Only when a buyer was found would the slave traffickers give some random name, and what kind of proper names could those uneducated slave traffickers come up with?
The better ones would give names like ‘Sam’, ‘Holme’; the bad ones would just give names like ‘Fool’, ‘Tall Guy’.
Furthermore, most of the slaves didn’t clearly know their age or native homeland. When they were asked about their expertise, they weren’t able to think of any skills but would reply ‘strong’, ‘hardy’, ‘fast eater’, and all sorts of answers.
But Heidi still had to carry on with the registration of the people as most of this information was better recorded than not.
  It was fortunate that the old ancestor had foresight and had the idea to give these people serial numbers. Even if they had a set of names that appeared in high frequency, there was no worry of a repeat if they were given serial numbers. Furthermore, they only had to remember their own serial number right now, and they wouldn’t possibly forget about the number, right?
Heidi lowered her head and was sorting out some newly filled-up particulars. At this moment, a particularly tall figure stood in front of her and blocked out the sun.
She lifted her head and saw that it was Gawain.
She panicked and wanted to stand up. “Ancestor, you’re here!”
“You can just remain seated.” Gawain shook his hand and looked at the dock. He noticed there were much fewer people, and it seemed like today’s registration work was nearing the end. “How do you feel?”


“To be honest, I feel that the ‘organization management’ that you mentioned to me previously is getting increasingly necessary.” Heidi nearly wanted to cry as she said, “I never imagined that writing down particulars would actually exhaust me to this extent… How good would it be if such work could be handed to someone else?”
“General education and night classes have already started. There are more literate people on the territory now. Furthermore, I have already sent Sir Byron a letter to seek out secretaries and teachers. We will need to hire a few even if we need to pay them higher salaries. The situation will improve.”
“I hope so.” Heidi massaged her waist by beating on it and said, “You have asked me to plan a large management organization, but around eighty percent of the positions are empty. Who knows how long I will need before the members are filled up?”
Gawain laughed before changing the topic. “Are there only serfs and slave workers today?”
“That’s right, only serfs and slave workers.” Heidi took a glance at the paper in her hand and said, “Ah no, there were refugees too… a family of three. They probably had no other way to survive. They had the mentality that they would either die in the Dark Range or die of hunger outside the town and had boarded the ship that Sir Byron arranged. I have already arranged a dwelling for them according to free-citizen standards.”
Gawain frowned and said, “Only three, huh…?”
“There is nothing that can be done.” Heidi let out a light sigh and said, “Even those homeless refugees wouldn’t willingly come to the Dark Range. They don’t know the actual situation here and don’t dare to come.”
“I have already asked Sir Byron to use his ‘channels’ to disseminate the information.” Gawain’s brows quickly smoothed out, and he said, “To many of the residents at the lowest rung of society, information disseminated from taverns and wanderers are much more reliable than information posted by the nobles. I believe once information is spread through those lesser channels, more refugees would be willing to try their luck in this place.”
Heidi blinked her eyes before her expression turned strange. “Back when you headed to the royal capital, did you use the same kind of dissemination… method?”
She actually wanted to say ‘trick’, but when she considered that she was already of a certain age and if the old ancestor had to correct her words, it would be rather embarrassing. Therefore, she used a neutral way of speaking.
“Please call this ‘influencing public opinion’.” Gawain gave a serious rejoinder.


Right at this moment, a lazy voice suddenly drifted through the air from his side. “Your mouth is truly able to come up with all these strange and bizarre words, huh~~”
Gawain didn’t even need to turn his head around to know who was talking. “Amber, can you use a normal method to travel? Do you always have to travel using Shadow Walk?”
 
As soon as he spoke, Amber indeed appeared out of midair. The half-elf hopped out from the shadow state and didn’t pay any attention to Gawain’s lecture. “Let me tell you, the camp is about to start the meal soon. I am here out of goodwill to ask you over to eat…”
This fellow would only appear according to the meal time.
Gawain didn’t know whether to laugh or cry as he looked at Amber, and just as he was about to say something, a clamor echoed from a nearby distance.
Gawain looked over while following the voice and saw the last slave at the registration who stood near another registration point. The clamor came from the person responsible for recording the details. That recorder spoke loudly, “Name. I am asking for your name… Don’t keep swaying around!”
The slave in front of the recorder just stood there blankly as though he had some illness to maintain balance as he constantly swayed his body and couldn’t hear a single thing.
 
The recorder’s voice got louder, “Hey, is there something wrong with your ears?! I am asking for your name! Or are you unable to understand the common language?!”
The slave finally reacted. However, he looked at the recorder with turbid eyes. His swaying was getting more intense, and he seemingly started to tremble.
When the recorder was getting stared at by the turbid and lifeless eyes, he couldn’t help but get scared, “What—what is the meaning of this?! Soldiers, soldiers!”
Right at this moment, Gawain suddenly sensed extremely unstable magic rapidly increasing in the slave’s body!
Chapter 121: Oblivion
The moment Gawain sensed the abrupt increase in magic energy from the slave, he realized the situation wasn’t good. He rushed out and activated the Knight Charge skill while warning the recorder loudly as he had not realized it. “Danger! Get down!”
The recorder reacted slowly, and that slave’s body had already swelled up drastically. An ominous red light was emitted from his flesh that was splitting open. Countless primal and malicious runes swiftly covered his skin. This pitiful person who had already lost his consciousness finally let out a painful yell, but just before his body turned into a bomb and exploded, Gawain finally made it.
The metal glove that was glowing with white light suddenly swung in from the side, pushing this live bomb away from people. Immediately after, a blurry shadow flashed beside Gawain. Amber appeared from the shadow and pulled that utterly stunned recorder to the ground violently.
Meanwhile, the slave that was sent flying had swelled up to the limit and exploded like a balloon. All the flesh and bones were turned into lethal pellets that scattered in all directions. Even though the slave was already far away from people, some of the solid bones still smashed onto the wooden table of the registration entrance and left behind deep pits. If Amber hadn’t pulled that recorder to the ground in time, this unlucky fellow would have at least been disfigured even if he didn’t die.
Only now, the others had finally reacted, and the soldiers on sentry duty a distance away ran towards this place. Heidi immediately put up a magic barrier while activating the ‘Detection’ spell to check if there was any other danger. The recorder who had escaped disaster finally climbed out from under the table while trembling. His face was imprinted with an extremely clear shoe print.
“Lock down the site. Forbid any unrelated personnel from entering or exiting.” Gawain took a glance back where the charred pit was left behind by the explosion and gave his orders with a loud voice. “Guards at the dock, stop those ships and seize the slave traffickers… Also, bring those newly registered slaves back! Quickly!”
With the clear and precise orders, everyone acted swiftly. Heidi ran rapidly to Gawain and examined his body anxiously and asked, “Ancestor, are you alright?!”
“I’m fine. An explosion of that caliber isn’t enough to injure me.” Gawain shook his hand and asked, “Is there any remaining presence at the scene?”
Heidi shook her head, and just as she wanted to say something, another voice traveled over from the nearby vicinity. “What is going on? Are you people testing the art here?!”
 
Gawain looked over to where the voice was coming from and saw it was Pittman running over. This druid was responsible for the inspection of the newly arrived slaves to see if they were healthy. He and his newly recruited medical apprentices were just at the other side of the dock, and after hearing the commotion, they immediately ran over.
Amber was still in a panicked state and shouted, “I don’t know what is going on! Someone just suddenly exploded over here! Lucky I didn’t die from fright!”


“What a pitiful slave. I suspect that someone used sorcery to create a living bomb.” Heidi explained with a gloomy face. She then gave a rough explanation for the incident earlier. “…It is very similar to the spell Corpse Explosion. But that person was obviously alive before he exploded. He was actually able to move around.”
After hearing Heidi’s description, Pittman’s face immediately turned dark. His eyes were filled with a certain complexity and deep restraining fear. He didn’t say much and quickly walked towards the center of the explosion.
Even though it was the scene of a human explosion, there wasn’t much flesh and blood. The sorcery’s activation had generated an extremely high temperature; furthermore, the temperature increased from inside to outside. All of the exploded remains had already been turned into carbon. In the vicinity of the charred pit, there were large quantities of black, solid shards.
Pittman then squatted beside those carbonized remains. The wrinkles on his face were crunching much tighter than ever before. His expression was so serious that it was terrifying. The druid that was normally all smiles and always having an improper attitude had never behaved like this before. Even Amber had been frightened by his expression, but immediately after, the half-elf young lady’s attention fell onto the remains of the body that was beyond recognition.
She turned her face away. “It is truly… deranged.”
“It seems like you know something.” Gawain walked in front of Pittman and squatted down while asking, “Have you seen such sorcery before?”
Pittman picked up a piece of the charred remains that was a fragment of distorted bone. He removed the black carbon substance on the surface of the bone and chanted a few short and simple incantations. The bone immediately glowed with a green luster, but it only lasted for an instant before dissipating.
Gawain looked at the remaining magical reaction from the bone and was astonished. “Druid spell?!”
Pittman nodded gently and said, “Oblivion Association, also known as Judgment Day Association. Have you heard of them?”
Gawain frowned and had a faint impression of the name, but he couldn’t remember clearly. After working hard to recall, he finally responded, “The fallen druid faction? The predecessor of ‘Holy Spirit School’?”
“As expected, you know them.” Pittman tossed the bone and said, “This is their technique.”


Amber looked at Gawain before looking at Pittman. Her mind was filled with question marks as she asked, “What does the Oblivion Association do? Are they an evil cult?”
“They are indeed an evil cult.” Heidi had already walked over and overheard the trio’s conversation. “They were originally one of the druid factions and were named Holy Spirit School. They advocate that the God of Nature still cares for the world, continuing to fulfill the covenant and that the druids should restore harmony between all living things in nature. They were originally the druid faction with the most orthodox inheritance and the faction with the most complete knowledge of the ancient druid religion. Seven hundred years ago, this faction had suddenly broken off relations with the various orthodox factions. Nearly half of the members rushed into the Gondor Wastelands crazily and destroyed themselves. The remaining members had changed their name to ‘Oblivion Association’ and degraded into an evil cult. They were then evicted by the druid community…”
  Gawain knew this section of history better than Heidi. “Strictly speaking, they had turned into a dark sect after the Sacred Alliance had been set up. Back then, there were plenty of religions, and many of them were in a hostile state. But the Sacred Alliance made all the religions renounce the hatred and swear that they would never fight one another. Naturally, many of the religions couldn’t accept this, and those were the religions that turned into the so-called dark sects. But the Oblivion Association is very special. It was originally a druid faction, one of many. No one had expected a dark sect to actually appear from an organization of extraordinary figures that had transformed from an organization with divine rights… At that time, a lot of people were shocked.
“The Holy Spirit School was the closest to the druids’ original beliefs among all the druid factions. Even after White Starfall, they still maintained the original church structure and standard of conduct from 3,000 years ago. Even though there was no more theurgy, they were still an orthodox divine sect. Before the establishment of the Sacred Alliance, when the various religious leaders were trying to communicate with their god at Ancestral Peak, the Holy Spirit School’s leader had also been present.”
Pittman supplemented Gawain’s words. “Therefore, it was rather surprising when they degraded like other dark sets.”
“When I died previously, the Oblivion Association was still a small organization.” Gawain’s brows locked tightly as he said, “I originally thought they would vanish after the massacre and suppression from seven hundred years ago…”
“The truth happened to be the opposite. They didn’t just survive. They had turned into one of the most powerful dark sects,” Heidi spoke with a solemn and deep voice. “Druids as a profession are very good at surviving in harsh conditions. Furthermore, the Oblivion Association is an extremely mysterious organization. Their method of inheritance is very obscure and strictly concealed. They seldom reveal themselves to the eyes of the world, but if they made a move, it would be an extremely horrific and mind-numbing attack…”
Gawain’s eyes flickered as he asked, “Like throwing a living bomb into the newly constructed Cecil territory?” Gawain couldn’t help but look at the carbonized shards on the ground while anger and sorrow surged in his heart at the same time.
This was simply inhumane.
Pittman stood up and looked at the surrounding wary soldiers who looked like they were waiting for an impending enemy. He shook his head and said, “No, if it was really the Oblivion Association, it wouldn’t be such a small-scale operation without an objective. They always had clear objectives, and their attacks would come in waves…”
Amber pulled her hair forcefully and asked, “Why are all of you so familiar with the Oblivion Association except me?”


Pittman looked at the half-elf while in an unpleasant mood and said, “Because when you were young, you would always sleep when listening to history!”
“Nonsense! I’m able to listen even when I’m sleeping. You and my father definitely didn’t talk to me about these things!”
Gawain pushed Amber away before looking at Pittman with a stern expression. “You’re able to identify the magical reaction from the Oblivion Association, right?”
“Strictly speaking, I am able to identify the traces of druid spells.” Pittman nodded and said, “You’re worried that there are more living bombs hidden in those newly arrived slaves?”
Gawain nodded. “I cannot help but worry.”
“Such precaution is correct.”
 
Soon enough, all the slaves that had already gone through health inspection and registration had all been brought back to undergo Pittman’s magical reaction test. Those ships that finished unloading the ‘goods’ and were preparing to return had all been stopped. The slave traffickers on the ships were all made to stay for investigation. They had quickly located the original owner of the ‘live bomb’.
Gawain immediately settled this matter at the wooden fence by the dock. Firstly, he asked Heidi to look through the documents on the origin of the serfs and slave workers delivered this time.
The slave who exploded was a mining slave worker from Tanzan Town, and his name was Sam.
Heidi explained the situation, “This batch of slaves was bought from various places, including Viscount Leslie’s territory, the northern Viscount Kant’s territory, and Viscount Carol’s territory. They were all gathered at Tanzan Town first. Sir Byron organized a collection point, and when enough slaves were gathered to fill a few ships, they were all led by the slave traffickers to board the ships and delivered to this place. The deceased is a native slave worker from Tanzan Town, and his original owner was a slave trafficker with the nickname ‘Golden-Eyed Piegel’. He has been seized.”
At this moment, Pittman walked to Gawain by the fence. “I have inspected all of them. The rest of the slaves don’t have any trace of sorcery. They’re safe.”


 
“All of them are safe?” Gawain confirmed as he wasn’t at ease.
“Yes,” Pittman replied with conviction, “I am rather confident in my magical reaction perception.”
Gawain rubbed the center of his brows and said, “The Oblivion Association is an organization that wouldn’t easily make a move… They specially delivered a live bomb to my territory. What do their guys look like?”
Gawain then lifted his head. “Bring that ‘Golden-Eyed’ Whatever over. Also, check if the dead serf had any close friends or acquaintances and bring them over too. I want to understand the situation.”
Chapter 122: Trouble
The slave trafficker nicknamed ‘Golden-Eyed Piegel’ was brought over. He was a stout man with shrewd eyes, and he was like most of the slave traffickers in this era: his body was decorated with vulgar accessories and meaningless sealed ribbons. Slave traffickers were normally very rich, and their wealth would be comparable to minor noble clans at times. However, in the laws of various nations and most of the churches’ traditional mindset, slave traffickers were people who had tainted their souls. As such, even the wealthiest slave traffickers wouldn’t be permitted to possess the status of a noble. They weren’t allowed to donate money and become a ‘phony knight’ or an ‘honorary knight’. Therefore, these wealthy people liked to display on themselves a bunch of luxurious decorations and self-designed sealed ribbons to show off their status and also to find relief.
Two other serfs were brought over with Piegel, a male and a female who were the elder brother and younger sister of the deceased serf ‘Sam’. The three siblings were sold together to this place, but before they could even have a mouthful of hot soup, their brother had died on the dock.
However, on the faces of the elder brother and the younger sister, their fear and anxiety had suppressed the mournful and grieving emotions they ought to have.
It was sad to lose a brother, but the fear of the possible punishment that might descend on them was worth more. They knew clearly and acknowledged as fact that in the eyes of nobles, serfs weren’t considered humans. A slave had just exploded on the dock, and to a noble, it was an unforgivable loss. He didn’t just lose a slave, the ground had also been dirtied.
Therefore, they were fearful and worried about the anger that would be vented on them. Furthermore, they believed that the feudal lord had called for them to come over to receive punishment. It would be fine if the two of them were requested to do the work of three individuals. They were more worried about getting whipped and getting starved. In this era, these two punishments might just take the lives of the slaves that committed mistakes.
The slave trafficker called ‘Golden-Eyed Piegel’ was also in fear, and he was even more terrified. Because he was the one who brought over the serf that had been transformed into a living bomb by sorcery. Being covered in gold and silver didn’t bring this stout man any sense of security. He knew what his status was and knew that in justified situations, a duke could simply execute a slave trafficker, and no one would plead for him.
“Golden-Eyed Piegel?” Gawain asked. When Gawain spoke, the fatty whose entire body was covered with pieces of gold and silver was so frightened that he shivered. “Are you the one that brought the serf Sam over?”
“Yes… yes, my lord.” Piegel nodded while feeling terrified. “But I absolutely do not have any malicious intent, my lord! It is also impossible for me to be associated with a sorcerer or an evil cult follower! I am an honest businessman, and I have never done anything…”
Sir Philip used his sheathed longsword to knock on Piegel’s face and said, “You will only answer the things that are being asked!”
 
Piegel quickly shut his mouth and looked down at the tip of his shoes while Gawain continued to ask, “Before the deceased was brought over, who had he been in contact with? What did he eat? Did he behave strangely?”
Pittman had already inspected the slave trafficker for a magical reaction and didn’t discover any remaining presence of druid spells. Seeing his reaction, it wasn’t likely for him to be a subordinate of an evil cult follower. It was possible that Piegel had been made use of, and Gawain would still have to determine that.


Piegel wiped his sweat and replied, “My—my lord. The serfs had been closed up in a dwelling for several days before they boarded the ship. All of them ate the same food, the same food—”
“You better tell the truth.” Amber stood behind Gawain and was speaking in support while trying to intimidate by making use of Gawain’s authority. As she spoke, she twirled the dagger in her hand. “We have mages, a druid, and even a Shadow Grandmaster! We can even draw your soul out to interrogate you… Don’t invite trouble.”
Gawain remained calm and cast a glance at the half-elf, but he didn’t expose her nonsense. Piegel, on the other hand, had large beads of sweat that were constantly flowing down. His cold sweat was lined up into a single file like how a Korean Starcraft player would direct his soldiers. To ordinary people who didn’t understand magic, they weren’t able to differentiate between each extraordinary profession. They wouldn’t know which profession would be able to use soul magic. In their minds, the mysterious magic professions were probably omnipotent; therefore, Amber’s random nonsense and threat were actually effective.
“Yes… my lord, I am telling the truth!” Piegel frantically replied. “Actually… actually that serf Sam is a little special…”
Gawain knocked on the table and responded, “Special?”
“Yes. I was originally scheduled to deliver him to Viscount Andrew’s castle to work,” Piegel said everything in his mind, “but Sir Knight that you sent to the town had offered a better price to purchase large numbers of various slaves. I did not have a lot of slaves, so… so…”
“So you used the serfs that were scheduled for the castle to make up the numbers?” Gawain frowned and asked, “Why were serfs being sent to the castle?”
“Sam was a diligent and agile serf. He didn’t just do farm work, he also knew how to feed the horses and clean up the animal sheds. Viscount Andrew just happened to need a new servant…” Piegel rubbed his finger awkwardly and said, “This was also an opportunity for Sam. The slaves on my hands can be serfs, slave workers, or contracted slaves. Once they entered feudal lands, they would be a serf forever. But if they were delivered into castles, they might become servants—”
“But Sir Byron had offered four more silver coins, and you brought Sam back for the slave transport ships,” Gawain interrupted Piegel’s words and turned to look at Sam’s siblings. “You may raise your heads. Don’t be nervous. Before you came here, did your brother behave abnormally?”
The elder brother seemed to be bolder and was first to reply. “Yes. Recently, Sam had been constantly saying he was very tired, and he would frequently stop talking midway. Sometimes, he would even sleep while standing.”
Gawain raised his head to look at Pittman, and the latter had a pensive expression. Subsequently, the old druid asked, “When did this situation start?”


The malnourished serf younger sister replied, “Seven days… or eight days ago. It wouldn’t be more than ten days.”
No one could expect them to remember the exact date.
  Gawain inquired Heidi who stood on his other side, “When did Byron start announcing the information to purchase slaves in Tanzan Town?”
Heidi had a serious expression as she already thought of a possibility. “Four days ago.”
“It would mean that serf Sam was already abnormal before Byron reached Tanzan Town. He might have already been controlled by sorcery back then, and he was originally supposed to be delivered to Viscount Andrew’s castle…” Gawain spoke while observing the surroundings. “It was just an accident for him to arrive in this place.”
Heidi took a deep breath. “Our neighbor is probably in trouble.”
“His trouble will quickly turn into our trouble.” Gawain spoke slowly, “The Oblivion Association originated from the druids. Their sorcery was developed from magic-of-life and nature energies. Living humans aren’t just their magical materials, they are also carriers for sorcery diseases. Tanzan Town has too much population, and we are too close to them as well. No matter the case, Sir Byron is still at Tanzan Town, and he hasn’t discovered anything yet. We cannot leave him there.”
Heidi looked at the territory’s only druid and asked with concern, “Pittman, do you think they will spread a disease in Tanzan Town? And deliver infected people into the castle to deal with the feudal lord…?”
“It is hard to say. The minds of evil cult followers are different from normal humans’. Their minds are mainly made of rotten flesh and mud from the ditch.” Pittman then said with a grave expression, “We need to plan for the worst.”
“The kingdom’s support will not arrive in time. We will have to do it ourselves.” Gawain stood up and said, “We need to eliminate the source of the problem before things go out of control. But we don’t have any method to confirm the number and strength of our enemy.”
Pittman said, “I can make an estimate. Sam was transformed into a living bomb by the sorcery spell ‘Call of the Dead’. According to the power I detected back then and the remaining presence, the spellcaster is not over intermediate rank and might have just reached the standard of a grade-five dark druid. Furthermore, their numbers are small. The Oblivion Association seldom organizes large-scale operations, especially for causing destruction to towns. They would usually send out one or two elite members and rely on crafty schemes and strange sorcery spells to create a huge amount of destruction.”


Gawain muttered to himself, “So we are probably facing one or two grade-five or inferior sorcerers. The number won’t be a problem. The only thing we need to worry about is the strange spells of those dark druids. In worst case situations, Viscount Andrew might be controlled by sorcery as controlling living beings is also a dark-druid specialty.”
After a brief silence, Gawain gestured to ‘Golden-Eyed Piegel’ who had nearly dehydrated from all his ‘cold-sweat’ perspiration. “You can go. But I advise you not to go near Tanzan Town for the next little while. Head towards the north.”
The slave trafficker trembled as he left, leaving behind a pair of serf siblings who lowered their heads and stood in place. They were so nervous that they almost fainted.
However, Gawain didn’t know what they were thinking. Even if he had the inherited memories, even if he had stayed in this era for a few months, he still wasn’t able to fully immerse and understand the thoughts of this world’s people. He would never have guessed that the siblings were worried about receiving punishment. Gawain carried on with his own thoughts and consoled them, “Your brother is already dead, and the dead cannot revive. [E/N: Well, one of them could.] My condolences. I have already asked someone to collect and prepare Sam’s… remains. He will be buried in a graveyard by the forest. The two of you should live well on this land and work hard to obtain your freedom. The Cecil Clan will protect your safety.”
The siblings lifted their heads in astonishment and looked at Gawain as though they couldn’t believe what they had heard.
 
Despite Gawain’s opinion, he was saying and doing everything according to the simplest logic.
The two serf siblings left while feeling bewildered. After they left, Amber couldn’t help but say, “I thought you would just let them become free citizens as compensation for their brother’s death.”
Gawain looked at Amber with an amused expression and asked, “Why would I do that?”
“Because you are benevolent.” Amber put on a face as though it was a matter of course. “I know you’re a good person, and isn’t it normal for you to act benevolently?”
Gawain shook his head. “I can act benevolently, but I cannot do it randomly. I cannot let them believe that the sacrifice of a relative could be exchanged for their freedom. Especially not to serfs that don’t know the inside story and allow them to think foolishly. Freedom must be strived for with their hands. I have already set this system in place. Therefore, I must also follow the system. Only by doing so will there be order.”
 
Amber looked at Gawain with surprise and said, “Is that why you insist those slaves go through the two-month ‘buffer’ period and for them to continue working as serfs and slave workers so that they can obtain freedom after they have worked enough, instead of just announcing you are freeing them their slavery?”


“…Actually, your understanding has plenty of problems, but it is generally okay.” Gawain laughed and said, “I indeed want them to realize that freedom doesn’t come so easily. But there might be a day when I will directly announce the abolition of slavery instead of making small changes like now.”
Amber was dumbstruck. “You actually have such thoughts?! Then… when will it be?”
“When people are aware that the children of serfs and slave workers can also eliminate the King with the launch of a Fireball,” Gawain spoke without thinking. “But for now, we still have to discuss the problem of Tanzan Town.”
Chapter 123: Crystal Grenade
There was nothing worth hesitating about the Tanzan Town operation from the very start.
All kinds of signs indicated that the claws of the Oblivion Association had indeed entered the town, and Gawain, who had long gained an understanding of this dark sect, did not let any naive thoughts of ‘it hadn’t spread to their side, so he could rest easy’ grow. He knew the ideology of this dark sect — everything will die; regardless of whichever race and whatever thing, all would ultimately see the day of perishing. And the so-called vigor and vitality were merely the paths and lights used to lead them towards death. They used twisted theories to explain the original nature ideologies of the druids and viewed death as the ultimate goal of life. On this point, they were even more extreme and insane than those notorious undead factions.
They believed that the undead were also ‘alive’ and that the undead too should die; even the death gods that the undead factions worshipped should die. The extremity of their ideas could even give the other heretical cults a good scare.
No one knew how the druid sect that originally worshiped life and nature had split up and degenerated to form such a dark organization. However, there was no doubt about one thing. Once the Oblivion Association started to work, it would certainly cause inconceivable panic and deaths.
Tanzan Town was truly too close to the new Cecil territory. If those lunatics were really planning on creating an epidemic in the town and using Tanzan Town as a ‘spell material’ to conduct some evil rite, if there was even a little leeway, the new Cecil territory located downstream of the White River would become the second sacrifice.
However, the Cecil territory had yet to have the ability to directly dispatch a contingent of troops to Tanzan Town to solve the problem right now. — In fact, Gawain wasn’t intending on doing so either. At the moment, while the situation was still unknown, he decided to go scout with two or three other skilled people.
The feudal lord personally going into a dangerous situation, this wasn’t a wise plan. But there was no choice; the high-end combat force on hand that Gawain could employ was too little. In the situation where intermediate heretic cult believers could be present in Tanzan Town, he had to take the field.
The explosion incident that happened at the pier did not spread through the camp thanks to Gawain’s timely lockdown of the news. Everything in the territory was operating normally. The steelworks was smelting and casting; the brick-kiln yard was baking bricks, and the ‘cement’ furnaces continued their production of explosive crystals. The newly arrived serfs and slaves were relieving the fatigue from their journey in their new tents and were learning, with feelings of surprise and confusion, the new order and new laws of this land.
Meanwhile, Gawain was ready to leave for Tanzan Town.
 
He brought Sir Philip and Amber as well as Pittman, who was more familiar with druid spells, while the territory would be temporarily left to the attendance of Heidi and Rebecca. Although the territory had been expanded by a lot and they had added a large amount of population, a grade-three mage and a grade-three fireball launcher, together with a hundred combat soldiers, were enough to control and protect the rear. Even if they really were to meet with an emergency situation, there was also the metal-ball alien that they could get help from.
Though Nicholas Egg’s personality appeared to be a little cowardly, in reality, his combat ability was tiptop. As long as there were enough metals around, he could even perform Return of a Million Swords1. And if there was really no way out, he could also fly up and give the invaders a Descent of Justice2. Thus, Gawain was very at ease with regard to his home.


By the White River, Gawain’s gang of four were each checking their personal belongings as well as the conditions of the horses. They were going to ride fast to Tanzan Town; this was slightly faster than going upstream by ship, and on the way, they could take cover themselves in the forest if they encountered any situation so as to avoid alerting the heretic cult believers.
Heidi saw them off by the riverbank. She appeared to be rather anxious and uneasy. “Ancestor, please make sure to stay safe. Heretic cult believers are strange and merciless in their conduct. You must not come to harm by their cunning plots.”
Sir Philip who stood beside Gawain immediately patted his breastplate, full of substantive fighting spirit. “Please rest assured! I swear by a knight’s honor to pledge my life to safeguard the Duke’s safety!”
“Come on, it’s not like you can beat me.” Gawain glanced at this young man who let his hot-bloodedness get to his head at every occasion. “Moreover, a one-track minded personality like yours is the kind we fear the most when dealing with heretic cult believers. An honest man gets fooled most easily. Do you know that?”
Sir Philip thought for a moment. “Lord is right. I still have shortcomings. I still need more experience.”
Gawain felt that this rascal didn’t understand what he meant at all…
At this point, Heidi frowned and turned to look in the direction of the camp. “Say, why isn’t Rebecca coming?”
Amber who was leaning against a horse and idly fiddling with her dagger lifted her head upon hearing her. “She said she prepared something for us and told us to wait. But if we continue to wait, I fear the heretic cult believers will have already settled down in Tanzan Town.”
There was strong resentment in her tone, but her main resentment was still due to being dragged to fight the heretic cult believers head-on. This made the Miss Half-Elf who was always cowardly and full of crap rather displeased.
Though Gawain had explained several times that the task of fighting them head-on was left for himself, Amber and the others only needed to provide support…
And not long after Amber’s voice fell, Rebecca’s voice happened to sound from afar. “Lord Ancestor! Lord Ancestor! I’m coming! I’m coming!”


Gawain looked over, following the voice, and saw a grade-three fireball launcher dashing over from the distance. Rebecca held her iron staff in one hand and gripped a bag that looked rather heavy in the other; her entire run on jerking and bouncing steps.
She ran like this at one go to Gawain and then stopped beside him, panting heavily. “Sor… Sorry… I made you wait for all this while…”
“If we continued to wait, that bunch of heretic cult believers would have given birth to children in Tanzan Town!” Amber glared with arms akimbo. “What exactly were you fussing with?”
“I prepared something that might come in handy for all of you.” Rebecca barely managed to catch her breath before opening the big bag in her hands and bringing the items out. “I originally planned on submitting them to Lord Ancestor as the results of an experiment, but I didn’t expect something like this to occur. It just so happens that we need a field test…”
The bag was opened, and several curious gazes landed on the items that Rebecca brought out — they were uniformly sized, neat metal cases.
  Made using the most common iron, their forms were extremely well-defined; the size of one was slightly bigger than a cigarette case in Gawain’s impression. A protruding piece of metal could be seen on the side of the case, seeming to be an iron strip inserted inside the case, whereas there was a raised structure on the top of the case that looked like it could be pressed down.
Gawain seemed to be reminded of something, but he still didn’t dare to be sure of it. “This is…”
“Didn’t you tell me to think about how to delay detonations using the rune trigger?” Rebecca rattled on. “Actually, I’d already designed it, but the structure was very intricate. It wasn’t easy to make, especially in large amounts. But now that there is help—”
Gawain realized what she wanted to say before she had finished. “Nicholas Egg helped to work on these?”
“Mm, mm, Egg Egg made them!” Rebecca nodded fervently. “I gave him the blueprints. He then made them all in a short while. If we had a little more time, he could have made a huge pile.”
Blueprints… A huge pile…


Gawain looked at the metal object in his hand. It was so perfect, so structured. The orderly lines and level surfaces even carried the unique aesthetics of Earth’s industrial products. Moreover, there wasn’t the slightest difference between the forms of every single one of them. If they had been left to ordinary blacksmiths or even rune craftsmen, how long would it have taken for them to produce these?
That metal-ball alien was indeed a hacker.
His race was indeed a group of hackers.
So long as the fundamental blueprint design was complete and with a supply of basic raw materials, Nicholas Egg was able to turn a blueprint into a product at the speed of light. If he were to be given two hundred metal-ball aliens, why would he think of achieving an industrial foundation? — He’d directly leap into the space age, alright?
However, Gawain quickly repressed the urge to ridicule like mad. He questioned Rebecca curiously, “How exactly did you manage the delay?”
“Gears, a clockwork spring, and connecting rods.” Rebecca seemed to have long expected Gawain to ask about them, so she even specially prepared the unassembled delay mechanism. “Look, it’s this one. Very simple.”
Gawain bowed his head for a look and was stunned. A stable and reliable reduction gear and escapement…
So this doofus was actually the one who had transmigrated!
Heidi’s expression was abnormally odd. “How do you have these… things in your mind?”
“The mechanical structure of the Magic Powered Engine that Lord Ancestor designed and when he told me about all kinds of principles of mechanics — I learned them conscientiously!” Rebecca batted her eyes, looking innocent. “Besides, I’ve always really liked these mechanisms and structures. Aunt, it’s not like you didn’t know.”
Yeah, because she couldn’t grasp other spells, she worked hard to study all sorts of magic mechanisms, attempting to use mechanics to make up for her regret in spells. Heidi remembered clearly even till now that when Rebecca’s peers were busy drawing castles, flowers, knights, and princes on paper, how Rebecca had covered a wall in her bedroom with drawings of levers and driving wheels — as well as how she was chased and scurried all over the castle.


Gawain did not have the time now to study the silly dear… clever dear’s brain circuits. Instead, he asked the most critical question, “How’s the reliability?”
 
“I already did several rounds of tests in different environments, including in high temperatures, in water, and throwing them to the ground. They were not affected at all. At the least, it will not explode in advance. This metal strip at the side is the safety lock. — You can only use it after pulling it out. — Then, press on this small lump on top. It will begin to tick away inside and explode after five seconds. In the situation where the safety lock isn’t pulled out, unless you drop it from a height of tens of meters and the angle of the fall is perfect, it absolutely will not explode. This is because the rune trigger will be jammed on the safety lock. It will not come into contact with the detonation magic circle inside the shell at all.”
When faced with such a Rebecca, Gawain could only twitch the corner of his lips. “…I’ll praise you properly when we get back.”
Then, carrying the experimental weapon ‘crystal grenade’ that had just completed its product trial and had yet to experience a field test, Gawain and company left the riverbank of the White River, disappearing from the sights of Heidi and Rebecca on fast horses.
And only until the group disappeared did Rebecca cautiously peep at Heidi. “Aunt, Lord Ancestor wasn’t being sarcastic with what he said earlier, was he?”
“Why would it be sarcasm?” Heidi was stupefied in the moment.
 
Rebecca scratched her hair. “Don’t you always say to me ‘I’ll teach you a proper lesson when we get home’ in the past?”
Heidi faltered; she could not help but smile and rub Rebecca’s hair. “Of course it’s not sarcasm. We were all too narrow-minded in the past, such that we weren’t able to see your talent.”
“…This isn’t sarcasm too?”
“Of course not.”
Chapter 124: A Child
Racing on horseback from the new Cecil territory’s White River pier, it was only a day’s journey to Tanzan Town.
In the last stretch of their journey, Gawain and company bypassed the main roads and arrived near the stone bridge before Tanzan Town with the cover of the forest. Finally, they laid low at the southern side of the stone bridge and watched the Tanzan Gate opposite the bridge.
“Have you noticed? The town seems to be confined already.” Surveying the gates from afar, Pittman muttered in a soft voice, “There are no pedestrians on the bridge. There is an abnormally large number of soldiers at the gate. There are many boats at the dock beside the town. It seems they are all being detained there.”
The shadows beneath the nearby bushes contorted, and Amber’s figure came out from there. “I looked for a long while at the main road. I didn’t see any caravans or travelers pass by. The town’s confinement has probably lasted for at least two days already…”
“It looks like the town had restricted entrances and exits right after Golden-Eyed Piegel’s ship left.” Gawain analyzed. “According to the plan, Byron was to stay behind in Tanzan Town and continue to recruit serfs. His movements would have been conspicuous, so it must have been difficult to get free after the confinement. No wonder there wasn’t any news sent back.”
Amber jinxed for a moment. “He couldn’t have met with a mishap already, could he?”
Gawain shook his head. “Judging by the situation at the gates, the town has only restricted entrances and exits, the order inside is still normal. Byron is a former mercenary, and he’s really shrewd. It’s unlikely that he would stumble in such an environment.”
“Cough, cough. The problem is how we are going to enter.” Pittman coughed dryly. “Two sides of Tanzan Town are rivers, and its back is a mountain. The only entrances are a stone bridge and a gate at the front, both right under the noses of the soldiers. — Are we just going to strut in?”
Even someone as blunt as Sir Philip could not help but shake his head. “Right now, we’re unclear of the situation inside the town. If by any chance the heretic cult believers already have control over Viscount Andrew, we will definitely put those evildoers on alert by showing our faces.”
 
As it turned out, this young knight was only old-fashioned and blunt; he wasn’t a fool…
Gawain narrowed his eyes slightly. An HD1 satellite imaging view immediately formed in his mind.


“There is a way through the Tanzan Mine. We can go around from the east of the town to the back. Moreover, this route directly brings us closer to the castle area.” Gawain opened his eyes. “But crossing the river is still a difficult problem. This bridge is— Who is it?!”
Gawain suddenly sensed a weak and furtive aura moving about nearby. He immediately turned his head in that direction and shouted out. Only after he made a sound did Amber belatedly sense an ‘incongruous shadow’ from the shifts in the surrounding shadows. She promptly drew out her pair of daggers and spun them before herself. “Come out! We’ve discovered you!”
It was deadly quiet in the dense forest, but a moment later, the bushes under a certain tree suddenly swayed. Then, a dirty and messy little head appeared from behind the bushes. It was a small boy, with a head of matted, withered yellow hair that looked like it hadn’t been trimmed in several years. He was dressed in a burlap short-sleeved shirt and shorts that were both full of patches and holes. This was a typical peasant. Years of malnutrition had him skinny with a sallow complexion, along with stunted growth. Only, his bright eyes held the kind of glimmer and liveliness that adults of his class did not have.
However, this pair of big eyes were covered by a thin layer of mist, terror brimming out of them. He woodenly stood up from between the bushes, his body trembling slightly. He even seemed to have forgotten about escaping.
“It’s a child?” Sir Philip frowned briefly. He never expected that what was ‘hiding’ in the forest and moving around sneakily was actually a child who looked a little older than ten years. Moreover, there weren’t the slightest energy fluctuations on him at all. The article regarding helping the small and weak in the knights’ code made his expression ease up a little. However, the combat training that knights received made him not dare to remove his hand from the hilt of his sword. “Don’t be afraid—— Walk over slowly.”
Yet the child abruptly let out a terrified ‘ah’, then turned and ran.
“You’re holding such a big sword. It’d only be weird if he didn’t run.” Amber gave Philip a glance like she was looking at a fool. Following that, her figure flickered, and she blended into the shadows. Moments later, short cries sounded from the direction where the child ran in; then the tree shade before Gawain began to wriggle. Amber appeared from the shadows again, holding the child’s collar. — A wicked level of talent with the shadows was just great: it was as if this rascal carried a dimension door with her when running.
The child was easily brought back by Amber, and in the middle, he probably even experienced a brief tour of the shadow realm. This completely frightened him so out of his wits that he really forgot to run, but his fear was rising because of this, such that Gawain believed he was about to burst out in tears in the next second. However, this child only strained to keep a straight face, pursing his lips. At last, he forcefully restrained his tears, only watching the strangers before him in great fear.
“Don’t be scared,” Amber quickly consoled the child at this point. “We aren’t good people…”
Gawain instantly gave this ultimate disgrace a glare.
“Ah no, we aren’t bad people.” Amber hurriedly corrected herself and then explained apologetically to Gawain, “Occupational disease from the past, I’ve yet to change it…”


“We won’t hurt you.” Sir Philip pressed his hand on the boy’s head. “Look, I’m a knight. I will protect you.”
The small boy was initially so unnerved that he shivered, but after hearing Philip’s words, he calmed down a little and nodded in hazy understanding.
Gawain took this chance to speak up. “Are you a child of a family that lives nearby? Why are you wandering in the forest?”
Yet the small boy was greatly startled by Gawain — this burly chap with a two-meter build and even a square face — that he backed away repeatedly.
  “You don’t have to be scared. He is my feudal lord,” Sir Philip quickly reassured. “He is an upright and kind good man.”
At this point, Amber, noticing that the small boy hadn’t said a word from the start to finish, could not help but mutter, “He couldn’t be a mute, could he?”
Gawain was just about to warn her not to make blind claims without grounds but saw Pittman beside him frown briefly. Then, this old druid went forward, held the small boy’s chin, opened his mouth and then took a careful look.
“His tongue has been cut off.” The old druid relaxed his hold and said after a moment of silence. “And it has been cut off for at least two years.”
Gawain’s planned words were instantly jammed in his chest. He didn’t know what changes there were to his expression at that moment. He only knew that Amber abruptly shrunk her head when she looked toward him. He then suppressed his anger. “He’s such a young child. What wrong has he done to render his tongue being cut off?!”
Even if it was the barbaric, backward medieval laws, they could not slice off the tongue of a child aged 14 years old and lower. — Even the Church of the Blood God, which was notorious for dauntless cruelty, believed that a child of this age ‘would do no real wrong in language’!
Pittman shook his head. “The technique of cutting was skilled, and there were signs of magic being used to treat it. He’s not a criminal that was punished, but a dumb child servant, most likely a servant of a certain big merchant. Those big merchants often do this. They use dumb child servants as their personal servants because they can neither speak nor write. Unless these servants meet extraordinary beings who know soul magic, otherwise, they will never reveal their owner’s secrets.”


Gawain: “…”
He was totally at a loss of what he should say right now. But before he could speak, the little mute who had his tongue cut off stirred first. — He suddenly stared at Sir Philip’s breastplate, then grabbed the young knight’s arm while pointing to a certain spot on the breastplate, and started shouting out loud with “ah, ah”.
Philip was bewildered for a moment. This young and promising knight had no experience associating with children at all. He opened both hands to indicate that he completely did not understand what the other party meant, but Gawain noticed what the child was pointing to. “You’ve seen this emblem before?”
“Ah… Ah!” The little mute nodded repeatedly and pointed at the mark on Philip’s breastplate with even more force.
That was the emblem of the Cecil Clan.
Gawain was suddenly inspired and instantly connected certain matters. He immediately questioned closely, “Where did you see it?”
The little mute gestured wildly, ambiguous and unclear noises coming from his mouth, yet he was completely unable to communicate with the others. As such, he appeared to be very anxious. Finally, this child leaped onto a piece of rock near them and pointed in a certain direction from up high, gesturing desperately.
Then, he jumped off, grabbed Gawain’s arm, and shook it forcefully.
Gawain asked, “You know where it’s at, and you want us to follow you?”
 
The little mute nodded hard, an imploring expression on his face.
Gawain exchanged glances with the others beside him. With almost no consideration, he decided to follow this child.


Of course, he’d thought of a lot: for example, could this be a trap set up by the heretic cult believers, or perhaps, could this child be doing this because he’d been instigated and threatened? After all, those insane heretic cult believers were people capable of anything. But in any case — some dangers have to be faced, especially in such a situation where there was no alternative; following this child to check the specific circumstances was the only choice.
They swiftly left the main gate of Tanzan Town, waded into the forest behind the small boy, and then doubled back a small stretch following the flow of the White River. As they walked, Gawain suddenly realized where this child was leading them to——
Down this path, there was only one place that could be called a ‘landmark’. That was the ‘Goering Mill’ located in the southwest outside of Tanzan Town. It was a watermill that’d been there for some years. Right next to the White River, it was once a property of the Leslie Clan, but now, it’d already been neglected for years and was abandoned. The area near the mill was claimed by many vagrants, but now that things in the town were so tense, the rank thieves in the vicinity had probably run far away.
 
Sure enough, not long after they followed the trail in the forest, they heard the sounds of river water hitting the riverbanks. And walking out of the forest, a traditional Anzu-style watermill appeared before their eyes.
“Ah——Ah!” The little mute lifted a finger to point in the direction of the mill and then pointed at the emblem on Philip’s chest, indicating that the person with this emblem was right inside the mill.
The four people surveyed the surrounding terrain; then each kept their guard up and walked towards the mill.
Midway, they heard Sir Byron’s loud and robust voice from inside the mill. “You’re back again! You’re back again! How many times have I said! Get out of here. Go north along the river and find the people of the Cecil family. Go and seek protection from them! Or you can throw me out. Push me into an empty space and burn me in a bonfire! In short, don’t stay with me! Are you not only a mute but also deaf?!”
Chapter 125: Sir Byron’s Encounter
Upon hearing the sonorous yells from the mill, an ‘as expected’ thought flashed through Gawain’s head; then he led the others to hurriedly run forward.
The doors of the mill were pushed open and the sunlight outside spilled into this dim place. In between the bright band of sunlight and the shadows of the stacks of rice straw, Sir Byron reclined crookedly while still shouting noisily in his resonant voice. “If you were my chamberlain, I would definitely kick your stupid head! You brainless little rascal! Do you not want your life! You— Duke?!”
Sir Byron finally adapted to the light that suddenly shone in. He turned his head and looked towards the doors. A big and tall figure stood in that bright background; then his figure walked in, followed by three other people.
The little mute was the last one to enter.
“You’re still quite full of spirit,” Gawain greeted Sir Byron who laid in the pile of straw. “We were making guesses about your fate earlier. We never expected that you’d still have the energy to be swearing here — so loudly that you could be heard from tens of meters away.”
As he spoke, he walked forward, but halfway through, he heard Byron cry out, “Duke, don’t come near! I’ve been cursed by the sorcery of the heretic cult believer! I don’t know if this thing can spread to others!”
Gawain’s brows knitted into a frown. He could naturally guess and also tell that Sir Byron’s condition wasn’t right; otherwise, he was unlikely to be lying and shouting in this place. But only after he had adapted to the dim lighting in the mill did he notice the peculiarity in this middle-aged knight’s appearance.
A kind of dark green line crept along Byron’s skin. It was probably crawling all over most of his body already. Those thin lines could be seen on the parts of his arms that were uncovered, both hands, as well as his neck. Some of the lines had even extended near his eye sockets. They looked like venous vessels that had been exposed.
And besides that, lots of wounds could be seen on his body, including a swollen half of his face.
Sir Philip drew in a cold breath. “Damn… What happened?”
 
“I found the heretic cult believer, and he discovered me too.” Byron tugged on the corner of his lips, yet his body was completely stiff. It seemed like the only part of his body that could work now was his brain. “The details in the middle are a long story. Simply put, it was that I didn’t win… Duke, are you all here to investigate the issue of the heretic cult believers? How did you know that something had happened here?”
“A serf became a living bomb at our pier, the work of the Oblivion Association,” Gawain informed casually. “Also, you had yet to send back any news, so we knew that something had gone wrong here. — First of all, lie there and don’t move. There might be a cure.”


“Don’t waste the effort. That heretic cult believer is really formidable. I can sense that his sorcery is not only eating away at my flesh but also corroding my consciousness. I’m seeing seven to eight double images when I look at all of you now…”
Pittman walked out from behind Gawain. He moved carelessly towards Byron while casually taunting. “Stop your mindless imagination. Your double images are because your eyes are swollen from being hit. —— This is just a simple neurotic curse.”
As he explained, this old druid squatted down beside the middle-aged knight and started examining the spread of the power of the curse, whereas Gawain who stood behind him instantly heaved a sigh of relief upon hearing that. “He can still be saved?”
“Regardless of how savagely Oblivion has grown, it’d still emerged from druids, especially the curse spells. You could almost always find corresponding druid exorcism spells for them.” Pittman brought out incense and ceremonial wood carvings from the bag he carried while saying, “To be honest, if I really were to go against this person who used this spell, I probably wouldn’t be his match, but that may not be the case for the curse he left behind. It seems like this person really despises you, Mr. Knight.”
Byron was stunned for a moment when he heard that. With a gaze that looked like he had seen the vicissitudes of life, he sighed lightly. “The fellow probably started looking down on me when he sent me flying…”
Judging by this, he was definitely fine.
After confirming that the curse could be undone and that Pittman had the ability to curb any spread of the corrosion, Gawain squatted down beside Byron. “What exactly is the situation inside Tanzan Town? The town has been confined. We can’t sneak in at all.”
“I will have to start from three days ago.” Sir Byron inhaled deeply and slowly recounted, “Before that, everything was normal. Nothing happened in the town. Only Viscount Andrew buying a batch of slaves was considered news. But three days ago, a confinement order suddenly came from the castle. It claimed that a heretic cult believer was found to have wormed his way into the town, and they were temporarily prohibiting everyone from entering or leaving the town. You must know that at that point, I’d already started contacting the second batch of slave traders and was in the midst of liaising with a couple of merchant ships. The confinement order would cause great trouble, so I went to the castle, intending on getting Viscount Andrew to issue me a charter. This was completely legal and very normal… In the end, I was unlucky and discovered traces of the heretic cult believer.
“The confinement order was indeed sent out from the castle. A heretic cult believer had also sneaked into the town. However, in reality, this entire matter was a conspiracy. The heretic cult believer was right in the castle and personally controlled Viscount Andrew to sign and issue the confinement order. When I walked into the hall in the castle, I’d sensed a foul aura. When I was conversing with Viscount Andrew, I heard a concealed whisper mixed in his voice that did not belong to him. I realized that things were wrong and was prepared to do a righteous retreat just like a dignified knight. —— In the end, halfway through my retreat, I was found by a fellow draped in black robes. The heretic cult believer probably had not gained complete control over the whole castle and Viscount Andrew, so he had carelessly let me in. Of course, he could not allow me to leave again…”
Gawain ignored those shameless parts told by this dignified knight and asked with a frown, “How did you escape out here?”
Previously, according to Pittman’s estimation, he knew that the person who sneaked into Tanzan Town was highly likely to be a grade-four to grade-five Oblivion Association believer, and his capabilities were already at the intermediate level. Since Sir Byron was also a grade-four knight, there might not seem to be a big gap in terms of ability and grade when compared to that Oblivion Association believer, who was also an expert in operating in small countryside areas. However, in a real battle, a heretic cult believer who possessed all sorts of strange sorceries and specialized in positional combat was often much more powerful than a knight of the same grade.


  It was perhaps understandable that Byron could only temporarily preserve his life and make an escape in that encounter. However, at that point, he was already deep in the castle, and the castle had become half a hideout for that heretic cult believer. It was more difficult to comprehend how he had escaped the castle in such a situation.
Pittman had begun the exorcism rite. He used incense and druid spells to neutralize the foul powers inside Sir Byron’s body while pretending to piously murmur useless things to the gods of nature. Byron’s complexion saw an evident improvement. He used more effort and went on, “When we were fighting, I was struck by the heretic cult believer’s magic and fell into a cave behind the castle. There was a pool inside the cave. I managed to keep my life because of it, and I found out that the pool was connected to an underground passageway. — It turned out that Tanzan Town also had a tunnel system underground. The heretic cult believer probably thought that I had fallen to my death, or maybe he had something else to be busy with, so he did not give chase. Whereas I crawled for a day and a night underground before I found the correct way out… The exit was right beside this mill.”
Gawain and others stared speechless at one another. Amber could not help but comment, “That was really lucky… so lucky that it seemed fake.”
“There are many tunnel systems under the grounds of the south. Most were constructed under my charge. For example, the passageway network under the Cecil territory. But I was unaware of the underground tunnels here in Tanzan Town.” Gawain frowned. “…Perhaps, the descendants had constructed them after I died for the first time.”
Sir Philip mused, “If there exists this tunnel, we can perhaps steal into Viscount Andrew’s castle along this tunnel?”
“It sounds like a good idea.” Gawain nodded and then looked towards Byron. “After that? — What’s with this child too?”
The mute child who led the group was quietly standing near the straw stacks, looking in their direction with a curious and slightly guarded gaze. Byron glanced at this child with a complicated expression and then let out a light sigh. “When I got out of the tunnel, I realized that the curse on my body had taken effect. I originally wanted to return to the territory to report the situation, but I was worried that the curse would spread, so I prepared to find a place and wait for death alone… Actually, there was no way out other than waiting to die. At that time, my movements were already a problem. I wouldn’t be able to walk to the territory at all. But I never expected that while I was semi-conscious, I’d walked to this mill by myself and was saved by this child.
“He’s a mute, most likely a slave of the boss of a certain chamber of commerce. He was stranded outside the town by that absurd confinement order. I laid here for two days, and he would get food and water for me. Otherwise, I probably wouldn’t have been able to hold on till now at all.”
Pittman finished with his useless murmurs to the gods of nature. He lifted his head and glanced at Byron. “The first stir we heard from you here was you scolding him.”
“I had no choice. The curse in my body has started to go out of control.” The middle-aged knight tugged on the corner of his lips to reveal a very ugly smile. “At the start, I could still barely manage to suppress it. But later on, I increasingly felt that it would infect others, yet this child didn’t understand this point at all… I chased him away several times, explained to him what a curse was. Once, I even wanted to crawl outside and drown myself in the river. However, just when I arrived by the river, I recalled that it was the Cecil territory downstream. — In the end, while I was hesitating by the river, this child found me. He pulled me back here by forcefully dragging me.”
“One can’t tell that he’s pretty strong.” Pittman completed the exorcism rite. He turned to look at the little mute while packing up his ceremonial tools and casually commented, “He looks small and thin.”


With that, the old druid stood up and nodded lightly to Gawain. “The curse is no problem now.”
Gawain looked towards Byron. “Are you still able to stand and lead the way?”
 
“Although I really want to continue lying down longer,”—Sir Byron moved his arm—”it seems like finishing off the threat of that heretic cult believer is the most crucial thing at this point. No problem, I feel that I’ve recovered 50-60%.”
Gawain nodded. “Alright, take a brief rest. We can make use of the underground tunnel that you found to steal into the town.”
“But we still have a problem,” Amber suddenly chimed in then. She pointed to the mute child standing beside the straw stacks. “What do we do with this child?”
“We certainly cannot bring him in.” Gawain frowned. “But if we leave him just like that…”
He pondered for a moment, feeling that he could not leave this mute child behind just like that. He approached the child and squatted down.
 
The latter was so frightened that he took half a step back but still kept his head up, eyes staring fixedly at Gawain.
“We are going to go handle some matters inside,” Gawain looked at the child’s eyes and spoke slowly. “Can you wait here for three days? If we return within three days, you’ll come with us. If we do not, you should walk south along the river to a campsite beside the river and seek shelter from the people there.”
Following that, he took out a talisman from his chest and stuffed it into the child’s hand. “With this, they will take you in.”
The mute child took the talisman and slowly nodded.
Chapter 126: What Exactly Is Buried and Hidden in This Land
“This is the entrance.”
After resting and reorganizing, Sir Byron who had recovered some strength had led Gawain and the group to the forest that was nearby the Goering Mill. They then looked for the tunnel entrance at the bulging slope. The entrance wasn’t large and was hidden between the rocks and tree roots at the bottom of the slope. Furthermore, the outside had been covered by an overgrowth of vines and dead leaves. If Sir Byron didn’t guide them, anyone that walked through this place would definitely overlook it.
When Byron left the tunnel back then, he destroyed a portion of the plants that were covering the entrance. Afterward, he did some work to cover the entrance again, but there were still traces that someone had entered and exited from here. Pittman squatted down in front of the entrance and observed the situation inside before giving a judgment. “This place isn’t supposed to be an entrance. It was probably an earthquake or some giantwood roots that opened up a crevice, connecting this cave to the underground tunnel.”
While talking, the old man chuckled and said without thinking, “It seems like the southern underground is truly buried with plenty of things.”
Gawain instantly felt that the old fellow was implying something and responded, “You have included me inside those things too!”
Pittman forced out a laugh before taking out a small magic crystal. He poured in a little magic to make the crystal emit a bright and constant radiance before throwing it into the cave. He then made a ‘you go first’ gesture to Gawain and said, “This is the moment for you to make a move.”
Gawain shrugged his shoulders and stopped Sir Philip who wanted to jump down first. Subsequently, Gawain jumped down.
He felt he had stepped on a layer of loose, moist leaves and branches that were decaying and rotting. The surrounding was a narrow and cramped space of soil and rocks. The magic crystal that landed on the ground had illuminated the surroundings, allowing Gawain to see deeper. There was a winding and downward slope ahead, and there were no signs of man-made works. It was more like the old druid’s analysis: this cave was probably created by natural elements that connected with the man-made tunnel.
Gawain picked up the magic crystal and waved it twice as an indication that it was safe at the bottom. He then started to walk forward.
A moment later, Amber’s presence caught up. The half-elf thief was obviously like a fish in water when she entered the underground space. She was twirling her precious dagger cheerfully and looking around curiously. “It is constantly extending downward.”
 
“If it really is those ‘combat tunnels’ dug back then, it would definitely go very deep,” Gawain casually said. “After all, the Dark Wave’s presence would seep in from the surface regularly. If they didn’t dig deeper, the refugees inside the tunnel would be easily invaded.”
The downward slope persisted for a small section, and the surroundings started to become spacious and dry. Gawain noticed that the soil and natural rock shards were starting to lessen on both sides of the tunnel. They were replaced by man-made support beams, bricks, and firm walls processed by earth-element spells. As they continued to advance, the surface of the ground was getting smoother, and it didn’t slope downward anymore.


Looking at the surrounding scene, Gawain’s brows started to clench together.
Amber quickly noticed something abnormal and stopped to fiddle with her dagger. She ran to a nearby wall and examined the material and the patterns on the wall. Soon after, she ran back to Gawain’s side while feeling bewildered. “This isn’t right… The style of this place is different from the tunnels that we used to escape from your tomb…”
“That’s right. They are different. These aren’t the underground works that I took charge of constructing in the south back then.” Gawain lifted the magic crystal and illuminated the surrounding walls and the surface of the ground. “No wonder… When Sir Byron mentioned that there were underground tunnels beneath Tanzan Town, I felt that it was strange. Because back then, there wasn’t any development plan in this region. Even after I died for a long time, no one probably developed it… So, who would construct tunnels in this place…?”
Amber frowned and said, “After taking a closer look, it is rather similar to the ancient fortress at the Dark Range?”
Gawain was finally enlightened, and he realized the source of the familiar and fuzzy memories.
This underground tunnel’s construction style and materials used were very similar to the giant ancient fortress at the Dark Range!
Sir Byron was also greatly surprised. He examined the surroundings and was bewildered. “It really… looks very similar. Back then I was dizzy due to the torment of the curse and actually couldn’t see it!”
“An underground facility left behind since the Meteoric Era, there is actually one here too…” Another climax surged in Gawain’s heart. “So that ancient fortress at the Dark Range is actually a portion of a large scale ruin? Or is it…”
His mind emerged with a very bold thought, ‘Could the hidden fortress at the Dark Range be connected to this underground tunnel?!’
‘These ancient tunnels would cross over the northern lands, cross over the White River and the forest north of the mountain. They are actually all connected?!’
But the bold conjecture in Gawain’s mind didn’t persist for long. He quickly shook his head as he felt that it wasn’t really possible. Even if the Gondor Empire was extremely wealthy and powerful, their productivity would be limited. The distance from the Dark Range to this place wasn’t just far, there were also complicated terrains like mountains and rivers. How could it be that easy to construct a facility of such a scale?


To be honest, if the Gondor Empire was determined to connect this entire land, it was actually possible to construct this ‘underground city’ in the vicinity of the Dark Range if they used the entire nation’s strength. But Gawain couldn’t understand what thing would be so worth it for them to put in such insane investment. Furthermore, it was a hidden construction that none of the Gondor Empire’s citizens and their descendants knew about…
Could it be… the human body experiment that Nicholas Egg mentioned and those so-called ‘divine evils’?
“Hey! Hey, hey! What are you thinking about?” A voice by the side of Gawain’s ear had interrupted his thoughts. He regained his senses and saw Amber reaching out her claws and waving them in front of his eyes. The half-elf young lady’s face then leaned over. “You are distracted in such a situation?”
“No, nothing.” Gawain quickly pulled back his attention and set his conjectures aside for the moment as it wasn’t the time to think about them right now. “Judging from our position, we should be under the White River’s bed.”
“Really?” Amber looked with disbelief as the ‘rocks’ above were still dry and firm, without a trace of water. She couldn’t hear any sound of water flowing at all. “Heavens… this place is really deep. How can those people dig a tunnel under the riverbed—?”
  “I am more curious about how he was able to determine the location so accurately,” Pittman sneaked a glance at Gawain while muttering.
Amber’s ears pricked up, and she immediately opened her mouth. “Do you need to ask? He has been buried for over seven hundred years. He is already a professional… Hey, pain pain pain!”
Gawain pinched Amber’s ear and ignored her afterwards, while gesturing for Sir Byron to continue leading the way.
When Gawain looked at the team composition he had brought along, his heart suddenly felt a chill…
A half-elf thief who was the shame of all living things, a druid who was adept at simmering and selling fake medicine, a slick old knight who could sound righteous while on the run. Among the five, there were three individuals that didn’t quite fit in. It seemed like apart from Gawain who could use his square face to stabilize morale, the solemn and silent Sir Philip, who had been opening the path, was the only person with a clear conscience in this Cecil Clan’s expeditionary group…
While Gawain was pondering, Sir Philip suddenly turned around and asked Byron in an especially serious tone, “That’s right, Byron. You previously mentioned the ‘Righteous Retreat’. Is it a knight skill that I do not know?”


Everyone: “…”
Gawain sighed in his heart. ‘He is a rare nice fellow, but he ends up as a passive support role…’
As they got closer to Tanzan Town, everyone gradually stopped their conversations.
According to Gawain’s cheat-like mental map and his ability to analyze terrains, Gawain was able to make a rough judgment of his current position at any moment. He found out that this long underground tunnel wasn’t actually straight. There were plenty of bends and forks during the journey. After ignoring those collapsed and wrong routes, he realized they had detoured a little to the eastern part of Tanzan Town.
This place just happened to be right under the Tanzan Mine.
The terrain of Tanzan Town had been mentioned before. On the eastern side, there was the giant Tanzan mine. On the western side were two tributaries of the White River. The entire town was almost triangle-shaped, and Viscount Andrew’s castle was situated in the eastern part of the town and was connected to the Tanzan Mine by a basically flat piece of land. In fact, the castle’s main construction materials basically came from the mine. The Tanzan Mine didn’t just produce iron ores and many types of crystal ores, it also produced superior stone materials. There was a reason why everyone was so envious of Leslie Clan’s wealth.
At this moment, Gawain and the team were walking in an ancient tunnel right under the mine. His mind appeared with an immediate thought: ‘Does Viscount Andrew know the existence of the ancient tunnel?’
…He probably didn’t know. The iron and crystal ores from the Tanzan Mine weren’t mined from deep ore veins and were within the mountain itself. When excavating an ore tunnel, there wasn’t a need to dig downward. With this era’s productivity, it wasn’t a joke when they said it wasn’t ‘necessary’ to dig deep into the underground. No one would do such a strenuous and unrewarding task. Furthermore, if Viscount Andrew had dug into this ancient tunnel… it wasn’t possible for there to be no information on the outside.
As the place with the largest population center and the center of trade of the nearby vicinity, Tanzan Town wasn’t a place that was suited for keeping a secret. It was different from the Dark Range where even birds didn’t wish to defecate there.
The terrain ahead had started to go upward.
The air got moist; his skin could feel the obvious airflow; there were faint sounds that echoed from the front. These were all tell-tale signs that an exit was very near.


 
Soon enough, they walked out of the tunnel and saw the location where Sir Byron fell down. It was a wide and precipitous cave; the bottom of the cave had accumulated groundwater and turned into a pool. The exit of the tunnel was beside the pool. It might be called an exit, but it was actually a crevice in the rock. It was obvious that this wasn’t a normal entrance either and that it had cracked open due to the changes in the geology or some other reason.
It was unknown where the actual entrances of the tunnel were as they had probably collapsed.
After seeing there wasn’t any serious water and wind corrosion at the rock crevice by the side of the pool, Gawain couldn’t help but turn to question Philip, “Has there been any earthquake in the recent years?”
“No.” Sir Philip shook his head but immediately frowned and then pondered. “But I heard from residents of Tanzan Town that they would occasionally hear strange wailing sounds from under the mine. The townsfolk said that those were the spirits of the slave workers who died in the mine haunting the place. But Viscount Andrew had sent spirit mediums and warlocks here multiple times and didn’t discover the source of the strange sounds.”
“Is that so…” Gawain declined to comment and looked up at the top of the cave.
 
There were overgrown vines and there were giant tree roots that extended from the side. The entrance of the cave must have been covered and concealed previously, and a large hole had been opened up. Sir Byron’s luck was truly great, and he should really thank the goddess of fate for his survival.
If this world had such a goddess…
“After going up from here, we will see the eastern walls of the castle,” Byron said. “The cave entrance is nearly vertical, and it is all loose soil. It won’t be easy to climb up.”
“It is up to the professional now!” Pittman walked over. The little old man laughed mischievously while he took out a tender green branch from his belongings and brandished the tree branch like a magic wand. Runes were constantly drawn in the air, and the tree branch rapidly lost all life energy. It had turned from a tender green branch that was full of vitality into a withered branch.
Rustling sounds echoed from the top. The vines at the entrance of the cave had reacted to the druid spell and rapidly extended down!
Chapter 127: Frenzied Noise
The sun had already set, and the horizon was only left with an extremely extensive arc of light.
With the assistance of Amber’s shadow magic, the group made it across the eastern wall of Viscount Andrew’s castle and arrived inside it through an old tower’s stairs.
They made use of the shadows to conceal themselves on the second floor’s balcony. They looked at the empty courtyard and the hallway opposite the courtyard.
This castle was like most of the noble clans’ castles within the Anzu Kingdom. It had a square structure that was made of layers. The outermost layer was the perimeter wall; the next layer consisted of stables, servant rooms, junk rooms, and the external hallway, forming a communal area. Further inside would be the inner hallway and the feudal lord’s mansion which was the residential region. The regions would be connected using thick and firm passages. In various places of the castle, there were sentries placed in hidden and open places. At the four corners of the castle were the tallest points, and there were archer towers, bell towers meant to issue warnings, and the fire beacon platform.
It wasn’t a very comfortable living condition and most of the structure looked like a military stronghold. This place was the front line for the southern territories to resist the Dark Wave, and this construction style had been passed down after each generation. But after centuries of peace, many of the southern territories’ residences started to change, and the people preferred to reside in comfortable and bright manors. But it was obvious Viscount Andrew didn’t really mind the living conditions. His castle still maintained the ‘ancient style’ to a certain degree.
But in this castle that was like a military fort, Gawain didn’t see the guards that were supposed to be patrolling or standing guard. Even the central courtyard of the castle was empty.
“Is there no one anywhere?” Amber widened her eyes and looked down curiously. Her talents for shadow allowed her to see clearly in dark environments. “Furthermore, it seems like no one did any pruning in the courtyard… The weeds and shrubs are growing so much until they are going to cover the path.”
Just like Amber said, the castle courtyard was empty, but the plants were flourishing. Just a few days before, this place still had the normal order, but now, when Gawain took a glance, it felt as though this castle was already abandoned for months or even a year. The thriving plants were growing insanely and had covered the paths and the walls. Some of the vines had already crept to the main building’s door.
“Byron, you have yet to fully recover. Wait here for us,” Gawain turned to speak with the middle-aged knight. “I will give you three ‘crystal grenades’ for protection. Do you remember how to use it?”
 
The middle-aged knight with grizzled hair involuntarily turned his neck and said, “It truly doesn’t feel good to be treated as a burden.”
Gawain laughed and patted the shoulder armor of the knight who was normally improper. “You have already made a great contribution and fought bravely. At this kind of moment, I do not wish for my knight to die because of recklessness.”


Gawain spoke from the bottom of his heart although he had also secretly ridiculed this unreliable ‘unconventional knight’ who had the background of a mercenary. However, for this incident, Byron had indeed exhibited enough bravery and resolution. It wasn’t necessary for him to take further risks with his frail body. Perhaps Sir Philip, who had a particularly staunch knight’s spirit, would have insisted on fighting to the death alongside Gawain, but Byron wasn’t such an inflexible person.
Therefore, the middle-aged knight nodded and received the three grenades handed over by Gawain. He had a rather complicated expression when he looked at this exquisite ‘magical product’ and said, “Tsk Tsk… Even children can learn how to use this thing…”
A moment later, Gawain and the group used the cover of the dusky sky to sneak into the castle’s courtyard.
Along the way, they didn’t encounter any guards, evil-cult lackeys, or magical traps. This large castle looked as though it was really abandoned. It was empty, quiet, and eerie.
Sir Philip grasped the sword in his hand and followed behind Gawain quietly. He then suddenly scrunched his nose and whispered, “This place is filled with the presence of evil.”
Amber couldn’t help but roll her eyes at this young knight who was normally foolish and inflexible while saying, “You aren’t going to suddenly shout out ‘Oh Holy Light, this evil deserves a fight’ before rushing out and hacking around, right? You aren’t a paladin.”
“Shh.” Gawain silently interrupted Amber’s ramblings and said, “Don’t forget that Philip is a believer of Kehr.”
Amber’s eyes opened a little bigger, and she immediately pursed her lips without uttering another sound.
Kehr was the god of warriors and knights and was also the God of War. Among the main gods, he was a powerful god whose strength was only inferior to the God of Holy Light. He protected all brave warriors and blessed combat. Even though he wasn’t the God of Holy Light, his divine power was also against blasphemy and had the power to detect evil. His believers would receive additional support when searching for an evil cult follower. The support might not be superior to orthodox Holy Light clerics or paladins, but it still made one stronger than normal.
Philip was a devout believer of Kehr, and even if he wasn’t a priest, his devout conviction allowed him to have sharper senses for the evil cult follower’s presence that occupied this castle.
Gawain didn’t believe in gods and naturally didn’t receive any support from them. But his body was automatically emitting alert signals. He grasped the Sword of Pioneers and looked at those lush plants, shrubs, and decorative trees in the courtyard with vigilance. “These plants are excessively lush. Something is probably wrong with them.”


Pittman gripped a bunch of ironwood seeds in his hand and inspected the surroundings as he didn’t dare to recklessly release any druid spell. Just like how he easily detected the Oblivion Association follower’s spells which were of the same source and origin as his, the evil cult follower with his druid spells would also be able to instantly detect Pittman if he cast a spell. Unless there was a confrontation, he wouldn’t dare to take such a risk.
They started to pass through the courtyard and approached the main building in Viscount Andrew’s castle. That was the place that the evil cult follower was probably hiding.
A faintly discernible ‘veil’ of dusk enveloped the figures of the group. Amber was walking in the centermost position of the group; she used her shocking talents in shadow to create a group stealth effect for everyone. Had it not been for this hacker-like fellow in the group, Gawain wouldn’t choose to save time and risk entering this castle by sneaking in.
The sun had already gone below the horizon, and the only remaining splendor had been gradually engulfed by darkness. The starlights started to appear, and when they appeared initially, a chilly night wind blew across the courtyard.
These lush plants that seemed to have grown without restraint for an entire year had started to sway in the wind. They emitted rustling sounds, and within those sounds were countless muffled murmurings.
  Goosebumps instantly formed on Amber’s skin. Due to the curtain of the night, her shadow power was now enhanced, and her vision was transforming toward the direction of the ‘extraordinary’. Things that she neglected during daylight had suddenly entered her vision.
The half-elf young lady was so frightened that she nearly exclaimed… Before she could so, Gawain had already covered her mouth.
“I saw it too,” Gawain whispered.
In the courtyard, under the lush and thriving plants, in between those roots and vines, there were things.
The closest shrub that swayed in the night wind had revealed a pale hand within the roots. That hand was buried in the soil and was spasming slightly.
The weed at the side exposed half a face that was buried, and the eye of that face was half-closed and half-opened. The utterly chapped lips were still opening and closing.


There was a half-dead oak at the side of the path that had a swell at the roots. The shape of this swelling resembled a head, and a pair of eyes could be seen in between the tree bark. The swelling was dry, yellowish, and rigid, just like the half-dead oak.
The entire courtyard’s plants had buried human body parts, and the owners of those body parts were obviously still alive!
“In the name of the God of War!” Sir Philip suppressed his voice and exclaimed softly, “What kind of demented activity is this?!”
Amber took two deep breaths and peeled off Gawain’s hand before asking in a soft and terrified voice, “These people… Are they still alive or dead?!”
“Most of them should still be considered alive. But it is hard to say how long they will continue to live.” Pittman clenched the spellcasting seeds in his hand. “No wonder we didn’t see any guards or attendants… They are all buried in the central courtyard!”
“Be extra careful not to touch those plants.” The old druid added another statement, “They are the eyes of the evil cult follower!”
“Why did the evil cult follower bury these people here for?” Amber endured the disgust and frowned while asking, “Are they extracting their life energy?”
“…I’m afraid not.” Pittman shook his head and said, “The extraction of life energy doesn’t need such a troublesome ritual. The evil cult follower controlled these people in a half-alive and half-dead state. Furthermore, he is maintaining their dazed consciousness… I suspect he is extracting these people’s thoughts.”
“Extracting thoughts?!” Amber was alarmed as she asked, “Are the Oblivion Association capable of this?!”
“If they were dealing with people with extraordinary powers, it definitely wouldn’t be so easy. But these are ordinary people who don’t have any resistance against abilities.” Pittman sighed before saying, “From the looks of it, that evil cult follower doesn’t just want to kill these people. He has an objective, and he is gathering information…”
As they were talking, they had already walked, with extreme caution, across the courtyard filled with frenzied plants. They arrived at the door of the castle’s main lobby. In front of them was a large oak door that was engraved with the Leslie Clan’s crest.


 
The crest seemed to be flowing with fresh blood and had a dark red glow.
Gawain didn’t directly use his hand to touch that obviously abnormal door. Instead, he used the Sword of Pioneers to push the door open slowly and silently. Subsequently, he stepped inside with 120% vigilance.
The instant he stepped across the door, an extremely unbearable noise suddenly swept over from an unknown source!
It felt like ten thousand different voices were blasting at his ears, like ten thousand individuals yelling at the same time, like ten thousand chaotic musical instruments performing at the same time, or like two drunk Ambers rambling by his ears…
Gawain felt that his body had rusted as it was particularly difficult to even turn his head. He had quickly noticed that the noise didn’t come from outside; it was coming from his mind. While that noise was trying to drive him insane, Gawain could see the castle hallway with the dark red carpet suddenly extending in front of his eyes. The walls that were hung with portraits of the generations of Leslie Clan’s ancestors were rapidly getting further without limits. Everything in the surrounding had suddenly turned expansive, and a dark starry sky had replaced the scene within the castle.
 
Those chaotic noises had finally fused into a clear and discernable voice, and it was constantly howling, “Oblivion is going to be extinct! Oblivion is going to be extinct! Oblivion is going to be extinct!”
Gawain might be enveloped by the noises and illusion, but he realized that his thoughts were actually abnormally clear. The intelligible howlings continued, and his mind had involuntarily produced a rather clear thought. “That’s right. Because of the increase in entropy… What is going on?”
“Oblivion is going to be…”
Before Gawain could react to what was going on, the frenzied noise and illusion of the dark starry sky suddenly vanished like a puff of smoke.
Chapter 128: Heretics
All the noise and illusions vanished instantly. Before Gawain realized what was going on, the sight before his eyes had returned to normal.
The corridor of the castle stretched out in front of him. A dark red carpet was laid on the ground, while the portraits of Viscount Andrew’s ancestors hung from the walls on both sides of the carpet. Charged magic crystals were mounted in between the portraits. These crystals emitted a constant glow, but it was as if there was something disrupting the transmission of the rays of light. Though they appeared to be bright, the slightly further spots were unusually dim.
Gawain instinctively turned back for a glance but saw Sir Philip and the others who happened to be striding forward and crossing the door. Their movements were natural and not in the least abnormal. — It seemed he was the only one affected. Besides, those illusions that he saw earlier only lasted a moment; no one else had noticed.
“What’s wrong?” Amber caught the change in Gawain’s expression and asked in a low voice.
Gawain kept a sharp lookout of their surroundings while replying. “I seemed to have encountered an illusion earlier, but it only lasted a split second.”
“There is indeed magic dissipating here, most likely the aura left behind by the heretic cult believer. After coming into contact with such a powerhouse like yourself — who’s beyond its grade — it broke down by itself,” Pittman analyzed softly. “We must be careful. There might be a magic trap here.”
Gawain frowned. “Are you able to sense the heretic cult believer’s general position?”
“He’s very cautious. Either that or his power is odd.” Pittman shook his head. “I can sense remnants of twisted druid magic all over this area, but not one of the auras are ‘alive’…”
Sir Philip gripped his longsword tightly. He rested the sword handle against his chest and briefly recited the name of Kehr, the god of knights and warriors. He displayed a theurgy-like ability through such a method. Then, he looked towards the end of the corridor. “The auras are gathering at that side.”
 
That was the direction of the feudal lord’s meeting chamber.
Gawain exchanged glances with Amber and the others; then, with Gawain taking the lead, druid Pittman at the back, Philip and Amber keeping guard on the sides, the four carefully edged down the corridor.


The portraits hanging on the walls on the two sides radiated a pale glow in the light cast by the altered magic crystals. The ancestors of the Leslie Clan hung on the walls, indifferently watching the visit of uninvited guests. Those blanched eyeballs were like dead fishes, making Amber involuntarily feel a cold shiver down her spine.
On the contrary, Gawain merely cast those portraits a glance. That was only due to the mild alteration created by the magic environment, absolutely undeserving of worry. Besides, who hadn’t been hung on the wall before?
The door of the meeting chamber was similarly left ajar; a dim light leaked out from inside. However, when they drew nearer, both Pittman and Philip could not sense a definite aura of a heretic cult believer. Gawain scanned the wooden door decorated with luxurious metal threads and carved with the heraldry of the Leslie Clan. After confirming that there weren’t any potential dangers such as traps and whatnot with the door itself and behind it, he carefully pushed it open.
The feudal lord’s meeting chamber was deserted. The magic crystals on the vault and the columns all around created a murky glow; the tables and chairs in the middle of the hall had been moved away, only leaving the velvet high-back chair on the platform at the front of the hall. That was the feudal lord’s seat.
Tanzan Town’s feudal lord, Viscount Andrew, was seated in that high-back chair. Behind him hung the portraits of the Leslie Clan’s earliest generations of ancestors to be conferred a title of nobility, while he breathed with difficulty under the gazes of those ancestors. This man who was originally tall and skinny had become emaciated to the point of being shriveled. His blood and flesh seemed to have withered, skin sticking tightly to his bones, like a pale and desiccated living dead. He leaned against the back of the chair; his head swayed on his shoulders, while his eyes fixed on the roof without a focus as he struggled to breathe while murmuring something under his breath.
The magic crystals located on the two sides of the chair emitted a white light, casting Andrew’s long and hazily cast shadow on the ground.
This viscount seemed to have completely lost his ability to move freely.
Gawain grasped the Sword of Pioneers tightly, leading Philip and Pittman to walk into the hall. The trio guarded against their surroundings while moving towards Viscount Andrew. However, it was as if the Viscount was totally unaware of the three people’s approach; he merely stared blankly at the vault, muddled sounds coming from his mouth.
“His mind has been trapped.” Pittman immediately decided. “But it’s not severe. — I can release his curse, but the heretic cult believer is very likely to notice. Be prepared.”
Gawain nodded lightly. “Do it.”
Pittman presently placed his hand on Viscount Andrew’s forehead, while his other hand brought out a small bottle from his chest. He used his mouth to bite off the wooden cork at the mouth of the bottle then dripped a few drops of the liquid onto the top of the Viscount’s head.


A strange yet strong flower fragrance diffused from those few drops of liquid and created an intense exorcism effect alongside the druid spell. The sorcery that bound Viscount Andrew’s mind was affected and began to loosen bit by bit.
All of a sudden, Viscount Andrew’s eyelids lifted for a moment. He regained soberness from the chaos and looked towards Gawain who stood before him. His eyes abruptly widened as a hoarse and horrific voice choked out of his throat. “He’s in my shadows!”
And almost in the exact moment the Viscount’s words fell, the shadow that he cast on the ground began to contort. The magic crystals on the back of the chair shattered with a bang. The shadow on the ground grew all at once, a pitch-black figure leaped out of it and charged right at Gawain’s face.
  However, it was as if Gawain had long expected this; even before Viscount Andrew made a sound to warn him, he was already in a position to jump back. Before the shadow had rushed out, he had grabbed Pittman and jumped away from the platform. Sir Philip followed closely.
The shadow instantly missed, and before he could reform his posture, a shadow on the ground warped once again. A leg wearing ankle-length leather boots flew out and landed a kick on the back of this figure. “And I am in your shadows!”
The figure was abruptly kicked out of shadow state and fell from the platform in a miserable state, but he disintegrated with a bang into drifting ashes, then was wrapped in a wind, and rushed to the other end of the hall before re-condensing into an entity with unknown features draped in black robes.
Meanwhile Amber completely leaped out of the shadows and swiftly scurried behind Gawain.
Gawain looked at the figure dressed in black robes with a vague smile. “A mage insisting on running out to assassinate a knight wearing full armor instead of hiding in obscure corners or throwing lightning balls from afar. Is the Oblivion Association all full of fresh styles like yours?”
The person in black robes who failed in his sneak attack was unable to control his surprise. “You actually weren’t affected by the Sound of Truth?!”
“Sound of Truth? You’re referring to the magic you left on the door? The one that would cause the first person to open the door and enter to have his head full of noise?” Gawain asked curiously. “Ah, I indeed heard something. — Pity, just as I was about to chat with it, the sound vanished. Did I make it go crazy with one sentence?”
The figure seemed to sink into immense fury upon hearing Gawain. His hood swayed and a vicious curse came from the shadow. “Violating the law that all things will ultimately die, heretic who returned to the mortal world from the kingdom of the dead, you truly shouldn’t remain in this world!”


And as his words fell, everyone present heard a series of dense breaking and shattering sounds coming from outside the hall!
The windows of the meeting chamber were smashed with a rattle; the doors here and there were also crushed or sent flying by a powerful force. Thick branches and vines broke through all windows and doors and charged into this hall.
The vegetation that had torn into the hall tossed and turned on the ground, accompanied by creaks; they became distorted and deformed and then stood up like humans. — They were treants1 over two meters tall. Moreover, it was entirely different from the treants that druids summoned in normal circumstances. — Their branches and leaves were deformed and rotten, with countless cuts cracked open on their surfaces and poisonous sap flowing out of the cuts which emitted a pungent stench.
Just like what was known to the world: When the druids of the Oblivion Association renounced their faith in life and nature, the power of ‘life’ disappeared from their spells.
These treants began to launch a fierce attack on Gawain and company.
“Their cores are in the balls of black rotten leaves!” Pittman swiftly threw out several magic seeds while shouting loudly, “Don’t let the poisonous sap splatter into your eyes!”
The magic seeds radiated a green brilliance upon landing on the ground. Then, under the acceleration of druid magic, they rapidly took root and grew into tough vines or brambles with thorns to restrain those treants that were sweeping in from all directions.
Gawain could not help but give Pittman a deep look; then he retracted his gaze and swung his longsword to hack off a treant’s arm.
 
Amber and Philip were also engaged in fighting those decomposed treants.
Amidst this chaotic and intense battle, Gawain’s attention was focused on that heretic cult believer in black robes throughout.
Other than releasing treants that he’d probably prepared long in advance into play, that black figure never truly participated in the battle even till now. He only looked on from afar, appearing to be silent and dark — yet he had been willing to strike.


Gawain Cecil instantly understood what was the matter. — This heretic cult believer knew about Gawain Cecil.
He knew who he was; he knew how reputed this ‘resurrected legend’ was. Although he spoke very arrogantly at the start, he was clearly timid — and slow to strike; perhaps it was because he really didn’t dare to.
 
Yet, he directed the treants to fight instead of fleeing in a haste. This showed that he had most likely guessed that ‘Gawain Cecil was in a phase of weakness after resurrecting’!
He was observing, judging specifically what power this ‘legend’ had after resurrection. This was undoubtedly taking a risk — and there should absolutely be something worth him taking this risk here.
Thoughts fleeted through Gawain’s mind. In a brief extent of two or three sword slashes, he had thought of a lot. Although he still didn’t know the exact channels with which this heretic cult believer had gotten information about himself, and how much he had understood or inferred; neither did he know what exactly the heretic cult believer sought to obtain from this place. It certainly did not stop him from setting up a trap to finish him off as soon as possible.
Within seconds of consideration, he thrust his sword into the magical power core of a treant. However, when he was pulling the sword out, he intentionally made his hand tremble for a moment, appearing as if his strength had suddenly dropped.
Chapter 129: Hidden Weapon of Justice

Gawain wasn’t sure if his acting was up to standard, but he believed that the heretic cult believer would definitely be taken in.

This was because he was indeed in a weak state; he indeed did not possess the capabilities of a true legend — no acting was required in this aspect at all!

For Gawain who was clear about his ability, pretending that his combat capabilities were failing was far easier than pretending to be in his prime 700 years ago.

As expected, while he intentionally displayed a lack of physical strength and a decline in his body’s coordination, the figure shrouded in black robes moved concurrently.

There was the revelation of an aura, an aura where he had finally confirmed his will to fight and to step in for a head-on battle. Through his peripheral vision, Gawain saw the heretic cult believer’s black robes jerk. The arm hidden under it lifted in his direction. — An evident surge of fluctuations of magical power then gathered in his hand.

Gawain had been awaiting this moment long ago, but he did not attack. Instead, he pretended to have his balance thrown off by the decomposed treants, taking a few steps towards the heretic cult believer in a stagger. He closed the distance, but to his opponent, this was an act of sending himself into the striking range of his magic.

The mutated and obscure druid spell instantly took form, and a grayish-green ball of light containing decay forces flew out from beneath the heretic cult believer’s long robes. Gawain had completely locked on to the trajectory of this ball of light. He did not dodge at all and instead put up his knight protective aura the moment the ball of light struck him while activating Knight Charge at the same time.

‘Corrosion magic ball’ drew a silent trajectory across the air and landed firmly on Gawain’s shoulder armor. However, a translucent energy fluctuation rippled on the shoulder armor at the same time, dissolving all the power of the magic ball into nothingness. Meanwhile, in the blink of an eye, Gawain transformed into a streak of white light and raised his sword, aiming to slice off the heretic cult believer’s head.

The heretic cult believer evidently faltered for a moment. However, he had already fallen into this trap. — Just like any other spellcasting profession, there was a delay in magical power after a druid spell was cast. After his previous magic became invalid, his consciousness was currently in ceaseless turbulence. Facing the knight that was charging at him at this very moment, he was unable to cast even the simplest shielding spell.
 

But just as Gawain thought this heretic cult believer would use the protective article that he carried on him to forcefully resist this slash of his, he saw the fellow do a stunning maneuver that he’d never expected——

This figure in black robes abruptly took half a step back to dodge the downward strike and then arched backward, barely avoiding Gawain’s horizontal sweep that followed after. Next, he rolled on the ground with not a hair’s breadth in between, spun about, and got to his feet with a handle propped on the ground. At the same time, his other hand moved to his waist and drew out a gleaming single-handed sword with a swoosh. Clang! He blocked Gawain’s third attack!



At this moment, Gawain’s eyeballs were about to fall out with how wide his eyes were.

But he had no time to be in doubt because this heretic cult believer had dodged the most dangerous attacks. He was currently reforming his state, and once he allowed this fellow skilled in both magic and combat to successfully do so, he might no longer be easy to handle.

Therefore, Gawain directly infused his knight aura into the Sword of Pioneers. The edge of his blade burned at a high temperature of close to a thousand degrees Celsius, while both his hands pressed down with force. Although the heretic cult believer’s blocking had been impressive, the gap in their grades was really too big after all; he persevered for merely two seconds before he had to risk injuring his left arm, to tumble and avoid that scorching hot edge of the blade that had almost set him aflame.

Gawain gave chase; the Sword of Pioneers continuously hacked like a blood-red smooth knife, leaving warped heated arcs in the air one after another, while the heretic cult believer barely held in there as he wielded the single-handed sword. Then, something that left Gawain even more shocked happened — this fellow fully dressed in black had forcefully come to a temporary tie with him using extreme and ingenious sword techniques.

What exactly was this thing’s background?! What happened to the agreed fact of him being only a grade-five heretic cult believer? What happened to the agreed fact that Oblivion Association consisted of all druid mages?!

The heretic cult believer’s single-handed sword technique was so superb that it was unbelievable. Moreover, Gawain quickly realized that this was truly pure sword technique; not one bit of supernatural powers belonging to a knight or warrior existed. Every strike of his was perfect and well-controlled whether it was in defense or offense. He completely relied on skilled techniques and fighting experience to resist Gawain’s attacks. There was no protective aura, nor was there infused magical power or supernatural abilities. He had held out till now with simply the skill of his sword techniques!

There actually existed a swordsman in this world who used no supernatural powers and purely polished his skill to accumulate experience? Then what was with this fellow’s druid spells? Or was it that the Oblivion Association had some other profession that was unknown to the world?

Gawain had a mind full of question marks, but the heretic cult believer pitched against him was already miserable. Despite persisting for such a long time with his superb sword techniques, the gap in their grades was difficult to neglect. In fact, if this figure in black robes had been holding an ordinary steel sword instead of a single-handed sword that had been blessed, he probably would’ve been hacked into two by Gawain in the first few bouts, man and sword together.

With several successive attacks, Gawain drove his opponent into a corner. He decided to stop pondering what was going on with the other party’s sword technique. Rather, he directly utilized the magical power in his body, raising the Sword of Pioneers high up at the same time, releasing ‘Unbreakable Storm’ that only high-level knights could grasp.

As the dark red blade swung down, a glaring light exploded in the air. Amidst the radiance, the blade suddenly divided into countless blades. A sea of shining reflections of the blades came showering down like torrential rain, and every blade carried a powerful impulse wave. In the middle of the blazing ‘Unbreakable Storm’, the castle’s solid floor was crushed like fine sand, rolled up, wrapped in the impulse waves, and swept towards the heretic cult believer who had completely lost his chance to cast a spell or to block this attack.

The figure in black seemed to have given up on resisting as well. He stood blankly until the blades of Unbreakable Storm and impact waves tore him and the surrounding rocks into fragments and continued to charge toward the wall of the meeting chamber, with the impact waves showing no sign of slowing down.


  
Amongst the deafening blare of rocks being crushed, the castle’s solid rock wall had a big hole busted into it. The impulse waves kept pushing into the night outside before they gradually dissipated.

Moments later, the few rotten treants still standing in the hall halted in their movements. Their arms dropped like robots that had lost their instructions. Following that, they swayed a little and their cores that glowed with a dark red light extinguished. Those dead branches and rotted leaves that had long lost their lives fell down and covered the ground. These distorted things that had violated the laws of nature transformed back into their original state.

Amber leaped out of the shadow state, dropped onto her butt on the ground, and panted hard. “Hoo… Hoo… I’m dead tired…”

Sir Philip was also panting heavily. Those decayed treants that were created from magic were as difficult to deal with as ordinary novice knights, but he could not bring himself to behave as embarrassingly as Amber did. Thus, he only used his sword to support his body and looked at Gawain with an admiring gaze. “Lord, that heretic cult believer has been killed by you.”

However, Gawain didn’t look too glad. He moved to stand beside the big hole with a frown and bowed his head to examine those charred fragments left behind after the heretic cult believer was smashed to pieces. Due to the astonishing heat of the Sword of Pioneers, these remains had been severely carbonized; no traces of blood and flesh could be seen at all. “Not quite right… I have a nagging sense that the ending isn’t quite right…”

Pittman walked over, stooped down, picked up a fragment, and then slowly crushed it in his hand. Moments later, his expression darkened as expected. “This is burnt tree bark — sorcery of the fallen druids. That fellow escaped!”

…

At the same time, on a roof near the veranda of Viscount Andrew’s castle, a cluster of abnormally grown, exceptionally thriving vines started to wriggle; then a huge bundle swelled up in the middle of those vines. Accompanied by a nauseating sound that resembled the flow of sticky fluids, the bundle tore apart, and a figure in black robes wormed pathetically out of it.

This black figure was the Oblivion Association believer who narrowly escaped. His entire body gave out a charred odor, his left arm bloody and weakly hanging by his side. The robes on him were also torn and tattered; his hood was even gone, revealing the face of a thin and pale middle-aged man with messy, short brown hair.

That ‘single-handed sword’ was still held in his right hand, but this expensive super gear was only left with a small section of it.

Cursing lowly, the heretic cult believer put this small section of the broken sword away and staggered forward, intending to quickly flee this place before that terrifying opponent realized.



However, he had merely taken two steps when he suddenly lifted his head and looked at the corner not far out.

Sir Byron stood there, also happening to have raised his head and staring bewilderedly at the heretic cult believer who crawled from a cluster of vines and seemed to be gravely injured. The two stared at each other for a few moments; no one reacted.
 

However, the daze only lasted a twinkling of an eye. The heretic cult believer quickly came back to his senses and lifted a finger to point at this knight who had somehow survived. Fighting against the stabbing pain in his head, he forced himself to start chanting an incantation, preparing to finish off this person who stood in his way.

Meanwhile, Sir Byron had also recovered from his daze. He reached into his chest, pulled something out, fiddled with it, and tossed it to his opponent. “Take my hidden weapon of justice!”

As a dignified knight, even when throwing a hidden weapon, he had to call out.

Yet the heretic cult believer only smiled in contempt, easily catching the ‘hidden weapon’ that Byron had thrown at him. — Though he was seriously injured, he wasn’t at the point of being successfully plotted against by a grade-four knight. Besides, this grade-four knight had been hit by his sorcery curse not long ago; he was currently in a weak state too!

“You’ve thought too highly of yourself.” The heretic cult believer held the object that Byron threw over. He did not sense the slightest toxicity or magic aura working, so he wasn’t worried at all. “That’s alright too. I’ll use you to replenish my life… Hmm?”
 

He suddenly heard a ticking sound from his hand…

Byron saw clearly that the heretic cult believer had reacted at the last moment. The crystal grenade completely operated on mechanics before it exploded. There was indeed no magic reaction in it, but the aura magical power of the storage crystals could still be sensed if one did so carefully. An intermediate supernatural powerhouse would definitely realize that there was something with this object after being on guard, yet his reaction was still a delayed one. Despite already throwing the grenade out and the radiance of a shielding spell floating around him, the rune trigger had been pressed down, the explosive magic circle had been activated.

Flames burst in his bare hand, fireballs blowing up inches from his face; clearly highlighted were blistering red flames and flares, as well as a sense of bewilderedness.

Nevertheless, he was a supernatural powerhouse who had reached the intermediate level after all. Even if he was severely injured, the protective articles, as well as the toughness of his own body, still existed. At the moment the crystal grenade exploded, bright lights flashed in many parts of this heretic cult believer’s body. The remaining few defense articles that he had were automatically activated and warded off the most fatal damage. Eventually, his entire right arm turned to pieces in the explosion, but the rest of his body leaped out with the help of the impact and vanished in the boundless dark night in the blink of an eye.
Chapter 130: The Viscount Who Escaped from Calamity

After going through a fierce battle, the castle’s meeting chamber was destroyed beyond recognition. Those treants had destroyed all the doors and windows; the venom secreted from their bodies had made the originally luxurious and delicate carpets emit pungent smells. Gawain’s final attack had shattered the entire ground at the southeast corner of the meeting chamber. There was a large hole that had been opened on the wall that extended to the ceiling. No matter how one looked, the room had to be repaired.

In comparison to the Leslie Clan’s losses in this calamity, Gawain felt stifled and tormented as that evil cult follower had actually escaped.

The Oblivion Association was a heretic sect that was formed by a corrupted druid faction. Their sorcery was truly hard to defend against.

Pittman immediately prepared a ritual spell to track the presence of that evil cult follower. According to Pittman, there were plenty of restrictions in order to execute an escape spell in such an emergency, especially when druids weren’t adept at escaping. Their displacement spells would require the plants’ energy; hence, it was possible that the evil cult follower was still nearby. There was a high chance that he might still be within the castle after his displacement.

When the old druid had just retrieved the leaves and balms that could be used for spellcasting, there was a loud sound that echoed from the darkness of the night.

It was the sound of the crystal grenade’s explosion. The position… seemed to be where Sir Byron was!

Gawain’s face instantly changed as he was suddenly aware of what had happened. “Quickly! To the external hallway!”

By the time they rushed to Byron’s location, the evil cult follower had already vanished.

They could only see vines that were torn to pieces due to the explosion and traces of blood and flesh on the ground. Standing at the side of the wall was the middle-aged knight who had a helpless expression.
 

Gawain looked at Byron and said, “You better tell me that the evil cult follower has been blasted into smithereens by the crystal grenade, and what remains of him is on the ground…”

Byron spread his hands and said helplessly, “If you wish to hear that, then I shall say it accordingly.”



Gawain: “…”

“On the ground is indeed a portion of that person. But I didn’t think that a magic professional would actually have such a firm body,” Byron explained what had happened earlier. “…Subsequently, the grenade exploded, but that person’s reaction was truly too fast. Putting aside the fact that he could instantly push the grenade away, he had plenty of life-saving items on him. Ultimately, only an arm had been severed by the explosion, while he escaped into the forest behind the castle and vanished. I wanted to track him, but once he entered the forest, his presence had vanished.”

“He is a druid after all.” Gawain frowned. The situation at Byron’s side was truly filled with twists and turns. Firstly, the evil cult follower had unexpectedly encountered the weakened Byron; subsequently, the ignorant cult follower had caught the handheld version of the Flame Burst spell with his bare hands. Immediately after, he suffered the Flame Burst at point-blank range but still managed to escape… One could only say that the evil cult follower had a tenacious life and was destined to survive this night.

Gawain knew clearly he had already severely injured the evil cult follower. During the situation earlier, even if an escape spell was used, the evil cult follower couldn’t have completely evaded ‘Unbreakable Storm’. He really hadn’t expected that grade-five Oblivion Association follower to be proficient in both magic and martial arts; he was even a pay-to-win warrior. He actually reserved life-saving items for such situations… This was the way rich people played.

“It is impossible to catch up.” Pittman looked at the forest behind the castle with regretful eyes. The forest grew along the western slopes of the Tanzan Mine and was connected with a remote forest. “If a druid enters a forest, it is hopeless to find them even with our current team.”

“We have allowed a danger to escape,” Sir Philip commented with a stern tone.

“No, according to the Oblivion Association’s habit, once their operation fails in a region and they have exposed themselves, they wouldn’t act again within a short period of time unless the objective is important enough for them to sacrifice the association members.” Pittman shook his head and said, “An evil-cult druid that isn’t specialized in combat couldn’t survive and develop until today by being reckless.”

“No matter what, at least we have eliminated the danger here.” Gawain sighed and suppressed the unhappiness in his heart. He then quickly instructed, “Pittman, go to the central courtyard, and think of a method to undo the magic on those victims. Save as many as you can. Byron and Philip, the two of you will go and help too.”

Human life had higher value than anything else. The trio didn’t hesitate after receiving the orders and immediately nodded before leaving.

“The two of us will return to the hall.” Gawain looked at Amber and stated, “The pitiful Viscount Andrew is still left in the cold.”

While speaking, Gawain turned his head and prepared to leave the roof.



Right before he was going to take a step forward, there was a glimmer in the darkness that attracted his attention.

Gawain immediately stopped and examined the place where the glimmer came from. Soon enough, he found something in a pile of wilting vines and leaves. It was a small charred and severed finger, and there was an exquisite ring on the finger.

It was obviously something left behind by the black-robed evil cult follower.

“Hey, do you also have the habit of looting corpses? I thought an upright person like you—” Amber leaned over curiously, and in the midst of her speech, she was attracted by the item in Gawain’s hand. “Eh? A ring? And it isn’t broken?!”

Gawain didn’t need to put in a lot of effort to take off the ring from the carbonized finger. Half the surface of the ring was blackened, but the other half was still glistening with a bright silver glimmer. In theory, this ‘accessory’ should have been broken during the explosion of the crystal grenade just as Amber mentioned, but it was still flawless!

After slightly wiping it, it was rather bright!
  
Gawain looked at the ring and frowned slightly as he felt this ring was vaguely familiar.

Soon enough, he recalled where he had seen something similar.

Gawain took off his glove. His hand was wearing the exact same ring!

That’s right, this was…

“Dang! A token of love?!” Amber instantly exclaimed loudly. “You actually have the same ring as that evil cult follower! What relationship do you have with him?!”



“Do you not believe I will use my sword to smash you into the ground if you keep rambling on? I will smash you so deep into the ground that you will never be able to come out!” Gawain glared at Amber before he lowered his head and put the rings together. “It seems like it is indeed the Mithril Ring…”

“Mithril Ring?” Amber vaguely recalled where Gawain’s ring came from. She recalled the trip to the royal capital a few months ago and recalled the Mithril Vault agent called My Little Pony (ahem, Melita Ponia). Amber might not have met with the agent (she was sent flying during the encounter, and since they didn’t see each other’s face, it should be considered as them not having met), but Amber had seen the ring that Gawain obtained from the agent. “Mithril Vault?!”

She immediately reacted and said, “You are saying that the evil cult follower might possibly be the same as you and is also a ‘VIP’ of the Mithril Vault?!”

“Those rings aren’t randomly distributed, and if it isn’t an important item, it is impossible for an evil cult follower to bring it along when taking revenge on society.” Gawain nodded. “It seems like… Mithril Vault’s business is very extensive.”

Amber was dumbstruck as she said, “Aren’t they afraid those evil cult followers would turn them into ‘undead’ too?!”

Gawain laughed indifferently and said, “They even dared to accept orders from the Sovereign of Elementals. What else could they be afraid of?”

Immediately after, Gawain continued to search through for any remains that the evil cult follower had left behind. Apart from the ring on the finger, there was nothing else.

The other items had all been blown into smithereens.

Subsequently, the duo returned to the hall where they battled. The feudal lord of Tanzan Town, Viscount Andrew, was still waiting in the same place.

In reality, he wasn’t able to go anywhere else either. He — who originally didn’t have any extraordinary strength and had relied on magical medicine to forcefully obtain some magic — had been corroded and tormented by the corrupted druid for so many days. Viscount Andrew’s magic resistance and constitution were basically the same as an ordinary human’s. In fact, due to the frequent overdose of drugs, he was actually weaker. Even if he was no longer under the influence of sorcery, his powerless limbs wouldn’t allow him to move anywhere.

He could only sit on his chair in a paralyzed state while watching a group of people fighting and dismantling half his hall. He then watched them leave before seeing Gawain and Amber return again.



The only thing worth rejoicing was that the aftershocks from the battle didn’t reach him, allowing the viscount to still be unscathed.

“The evil cult follower escaped.” Gawain walked in front of Viscount Andrew and spoke without concealing anything. “But he probably won’t return… at least, not for some time.”
 

The viscount who had escaped calamity struggled to turn his eyeballs and took a few deep breaths. He didn’t conceal his joyous yet anxious expressions, but he still spoke weakly, “Thank you for your rescue… Your Grace, right now, I feel that getting to know you was the best decision I have ever made in my life… Cough, cough… I’m famished. Could you get some food for me?”

Gawain shook his head and took out a small crystal bottle and said, “Even though I wish to give you a good sumptuous meal, it is better for you to drink this first.”

Viscount Andrew looked at the small bottle with doubts and asked, “This…?”

“This is medicine concocted by my territory’s druid. It will replenish your stamina and also repair your internal organs.” Gawain pulled the cork off the bottle and brought it to the mouth of Viscount Andrew who couldn’t even hold the bottle himself. “Your entire body’s organs are failing, and if you eat now, it will only allow you to take your last breath. You have to drink the medicine to get through this first.”

Pittman might have sold plenty of useless ‘luck ointments’ on the territory, but the medicines that he concocted were all rather practical and useful. After drinking the stamina medicine, Viscount Andrew’s complexion was obviously much better.
 

Gawain then questioned, “About that evil cult follower, do you have any information for me? Why would you be targeted by the Oblivion Association for no reason?”

Viscount Andrew worked hard to twitch his face as it looked like he was trying to make a bitter smile but was unable to do so. He could only sigh and said, “This is all because I dug up something I shouldn’t have.”

“You dug up something you shouldn’t have?” Gawain frowned and asked, “What does that mean?”

“I dug out a shard of the Eternal Stone Slate…”
Chapter 131: Eternal Stone Slate

People said that going to the border of life and death could completely change a person. Some also said that after escaping death, a person would become much more open-minded. As for those two points, Gawain believed that Viscount Andrew had experienced it deeply.

When Viscount Andrew was placed under control with magic by the evil cult follower, he had always been awake. His consciousness was trapped in a constantly weakening body, and he had been receiving the unending corruption and torment of the evil cult follower’s hysterical thoughts. He watched as ‘he’ imposed martial law for the entire city; he watched as his family and servants were captured by the evil cult follower; he watched as the glorious clan castle sank into darkness and perversion. During these few days that felt like one hundred torturous years, he was aware that the king at the horizon couldn’t save him; the little church that was said to be blessed by god couldn’t save him; even the centuries of the Leslie Clan’s glorious inheritance couldn’t save him.

The person who finally saved him was the ancient duke from 700 years ago, who had rushed down the White River.

Fate was truly something that was never clear and defined. His bold ‘investment’ a few months ago had actually been repaid in a totally unexpected method… with his life.

In the meeting chamber that had a large hole, Viscount Andrew who had recovered some strength was seated in his spacious chair. He smiled bitterly and spoke the truth about what had invited the calamity. “A new crystal ore vein had been discovered in the mine. Therefore, I sent someone to excavate a new mining tunnel. During the process of excavation, the tunnel collapsed, and the foreman reported that there was a huge space under the mine…”

Gawain’s heart jolted as he heard until this point. It turns out that Viscount Andrew has discovered those secrets under my territory?

But Gawain’s previous judgment wasn’t wrong either. This viscount didn’t know about the existence of those Gondor ruins, and he had only recently discovered something new under the mine…

Viscount Andrew’s narration continued. “It is an ancient ruin. There are ancient, rock-like walls and support structures. Its spaciousness is like the corridor in the palace and isn’t like a narrow and cramped tunnel. Most of it had collapsed and had been buried, but there are places that are flawlessly preserved. I sent men to investigate the ruin, and they discovered a room that was tightly locked. The room’s magic seal had lost its effect. Therefore, my territory’s mages easily undid the mechanisms in the room. Afterward, we found some ancient relics… Among them was a shard of the Eternal Stone Slate.”

Gawain was familiar with the Eternal Stone Slate. It was said that all secrets in regards to the gods in this world had originated from that mysterious Eternal Stone Slate. During ancient times, when mortals had yet to get in touch with miracles, the Eternal Stone Slate was a complete piece. Afterward, the predecessors of humans and the other races had discovered the stone slate. The moment they made contact with it, knowledge of gods had surged into the minds of those people. It included theurgy inheritances, spirit tablet positioning, names of gods, clerical professions, and many others. The first batch of predecessors who made contact with the Eternal Stone Slate had become the first of the mortals to be ‘enlightened’, turning them into the first generation popes and saints.
 

Shortly after, the Eternal Stone Slate had been split into pieces. It was almost a divine blessing from the gods as they didn’t wish for the mortals to receive power more than what the mortals could endure. The stone slate that contained endless power had been shattered into countless shards and scattered in the mortal realm.

Years after the incident, a few of the major factions that sprang to power rapidly had found shards of the stone slate. Those factions included the strongest — Sect of the God of War, Church of Holy Light, and Church of the Three Goddesses of Fertility. They viewed the shards of the stone slate as sacred objects and preserved them in their respective sacred grounds. Only the highest-ranking members of the factions would be able to access the stone slate and have a chance to obtain enlightenment. Even though the stone slate was shattered, there was plenty of remaining power. When mortals touched it, they could comprehend knowledge that involved the gods. Furthermore, those orthodox and powerful factions were able to maintain superiority for hundreds or thousands of years, largely due to those shards of the stone slate.



According to each religion’s ability, the ‘sacred knowledge’ had been collected by the major factions. Most of the shards of the stone slate were within the control of the powerful factions. Gawain knew clearly that the factions had only collected the largest shards of the stone slate. Heavens knew how many little shards and fragments of the stone slate had been scattered in the world. A portion of those shards was secretly kept by those middle- or small-scale factions. There were also shards that were in the hands of kings, dukes, and even collectors. However, those smaller shards contained a minuscule amount of the ‘divine blessing’, and it wasn’t enough to increase the grade of a person’s theurgy or for someone to obtain a complete knowledge of god. It was also why they were allowed to remain among the people and weren’t desperately sought after by the various major factions.

Gawain didn’t expect for Viscount Andrew to actually be so fortunate (or unfortunate) to find one of the shards of the Eternal Stone Slate that was scattered outside.

Immediately after, he associated it with the ancient fortress in the Dark Range and also with the experiments mentioned by Nicholas Egg that were conducted a thousand years ago. He guessed that it might be those ‘locally excavated samples’ and something involving those ‘divine evils’.

It meant that the shard of the stone slate was discovered by the Gondor Empire’s Master Mages, and they had buried them in the underground ruin? Could it be that the locally excavated samples mentioned by the researchers were actually the shards of the Eternal Stone Slate? No, it shouldn’t be. The Eternal Stone Slate might be precious, but the Gondor Empire was at the pinnacle at that time, and the major factions wouldn’t dare to directly confront the authority of the empire. Gawain didn’t believe the emperor during the Meteoric Era would play with the shards of the Eternal Stone Slate like some collection walnuts1. Then it meant that the shard of the Eternal Stone Slate was only a portion of the things buried underground…

Gawain’s mind might be spinning rapidly with plenty of thoughts, but it was only for an instant. He revealed a perfectly surprised look and said to Viscount Andrew, “So the evil cult follower targeted the Eternal Stone Slate on your hands… It’s true. The Oblivion Association had transformed from the druid religion, and they have maintained their twisted convictions. It is normal for them to have a predisposition to these god’s artifacts. But how did they obtain this information?”

“My butler.” After staying silent for a moment, Viscount Andrew smiled bitterly and said, “I should have known when he looked for various magic medicines for me and from the display of his understanding of mysterious knowledge. He was already a member of the Oblivion Association!”

Gawain was startled for a moment before he quickly recalled who the butler was. Mainly because he recalled that Amber had stolen his watch that it had made a truly deep impression.

At the side, Amber rubbed her chin and muttered, “It seems like I don’t have to return the watch to him.”

Viscount Andrew didn’t have a talent for magic and didn’t have talent for any of the extraordinary professions like knight or warlock. Yet, he had to ensure he possessed the fundamental ‘qualification for the extraordinary’. As such, he had always been very interested in magic medicine, mysterious rituals, and anything that could increase extraordinary power. His butler who had served him for many years was someone erudite in mysterious knowledge. During normal times, he would always be able to locate effective magic medicines, and that had allowed him to obtain Viscount Andrew’s trust. Who would have expected that the butler who never revealed any flaw for decades was actually a lackey of the Oblivion Association?
  
It was a pity that this lackey had already fled. Before the evil cult follower had gotten the initial control of the castle, the butler had already vanished.

According to the fragments of information, Gawain guessed that the ‘butler’ might be an ‘external member’ that was specially nurtured by the Oblivion Association. They didn’t possess extraordinary talent but had knowledge of the mysteries. It would allow them to obtain the trust of nobles easily, and the nobles would be less vigilant toward them. Once the followers of the Oblivion Association made their move, these external members would flee rapidly. They might change their faces to infiltrate other nobles or might be switched over to deeper ranks within the association…



Gawain was truly worried that such a scenario wasn’t a special case.

Viscount Andrew wasn’t from a prestigious noble clan that could affect the kingdom’s situation, but the Oblivion Association had developed to such a massive scale that it spread throughout the kingdom. This evil cult wouldn’t specially plant a spy at the borders of the Anzu Kingdom for decades. The only explanation would be that planting spies in noble clans was a norm.

What kind of monster had this corrupted druid faction developed into since ancient times?!

Soon enough, Gawain found out why the evil cult follower had controlled Viscount Andrew — to proclaim martial law.

“I told him that the Eternal Stone Slate had been delivered to the King as a tribute and had already been transported out of the castle.” As Viscount Andrew spoke slowly, he revealed a pleased smile and said, “His sorcery could control my body and my tongue, but he couldn’t control my mind. He could make me read the speech he had arranged, but he didn’t have any method to make me say what I knew in my heart. Therefore, he didn’t know where I hid the stone slate and had no choice but to proclaim martial law and make use of my name to search through all the houses. However, before finding the stone slate, he didn’t dare to let me die…”

So that was the reason… Gawain nodded as he understood what had happened. The corrupted druid indeed had sorcery to control people’s movements and words, but it wasn’t the spirit control spell but the superficial nervous-system control spell. It was a variant of the druids’ animal control spell. When facing such a spell, as long as one had a tenacious willpower and resisted it, the evil cult follower wouldn’t be able to extract any information.

Gawain just didn’t expect Viscount Andrew who looked like an overdosed sick person would possess such tenacious willpower.

“So that evil cult follower had buried everyone in the castle at the central courtyard to extract their thoughts and also to find out the location of the stone slate shard…” Amber had also reacted and looked at the sickly viscount with astonishment. “But those people didn’t know where the shard was, and you were the only person who knew about this matter, meaning that… Did you not send out that thing at all?”
 

“Of course I didn’t send it out.” Viscount Andrew struggled to laugh. Even though he was weak, he still raised his head and said, “I am the heir of the Leslie Clan. Even if I starve to death, die in a foreign place, or am thrown out of this place, I will not yield to an evil cult follower!”

Although this statement had a subtle familiar feeling, Gawain still looked at this weak traditional noble with respect. This was a noble of this era. He was indeed cliché and lagging behind and acted foolishly in the eyes of his god, but at the same time, he possessed the so-called ‘noble spirit’. This spirit supported a near unreasonable pride, and the pride didn’t allow him to lower his head to the evil cult follower even if he was afraid of death.

“Where exactly did you hide the shard of the Eternal Stone Slate?” Gawain couldn’t help but ask curiously.



“Ha… Haha…” Viscount Andrew laughed delightedly, so much so that he coughed violently. “It had always been under the eyes of that fellow! Right underneath his eyes!”

While speaking, the viscount struggled to stand from the chair and lifted the thick seat cushion.
 

“That fool had opened up my treasure vault, rummaged through my magical material room, searched my bedroom and attic, pried open every single locked chest and cupboard, but he never ever expected me to just put it under my ass and sit on it!!”

When the thick seat cushion was lifted, Gawain immediately saw it.

It laid quietly on the seat and was only the size of a palm. The thickness was less than half a centimeter… and it was completely different from Gawain’s imagination. This so-called Eternal ‘Stone Slate’ wasn’t a piece of stone slate at all.

It was an extremely flat, smooth, light-golden metallic plate that had mysterious patterns on it.
Chapter 132: Gains

“This is the shard of the Eternal Stone Slate?”

Looking at the metal fragment before him that was only as big as his palm, Gawain could not help but reveal a surprised look.

“Yes, the Eternal Stone Slate — I didn’t think it would actually look like this.” Viscount Andrew shook his head weakly. “The shards of the Eternal Stone Slate are worshiped in secret by the various big sects. Other persons or factions who have gotten the fragments have decided to not display them carelessly, so I was completely oblivious as to what I’d dug out at first. However, my men soon found remains of textual descriptions in the ruins. Only then did I dare to be sure that this metal piece protected by layers and layers of magical equipment was the legendary Eternal Stone Slate fragment…”

At this point, Viscount Andrew could not help shaking his head and sighing. “Many of the magical equipment in the remnants have stopped operating, but only those used to protect this piece of tablet fragment… Those gears remained operating up to this day. To get my hands on it, I paid a huge price, but I never expected that it was the start of an even bigger price only after it came into my hands…”

Gawain was reminded of a saying from his previous life on Earth: The precious stone lands its innocent possessor in jail1.

He picked up the ‘stone slate fragment’ (say, could this thing still be called a ‘stone’ slate?) and confirmed that it was indeed of a metallic material. Such a faint-gold-colored metal did not belong to any magic-conducting material or common material known to him; instead, it was more like some unknown alloy. Its front was extremely smooth as if a thin layer of enamel covered it, and under the ‘enamel’ were complicated, detailed patterns. The back of it had some grooves that he couldn’t tell the functions of; there was even a small piece of crystal mounted in one of the grooves.

And on the edge of the metal plate was a neat and regular fracture. It looked like a connecting latch, turning the whole fragment into a geometric solid with a complex structure. Instead of saying that this had ‘broken off’ from a whole, Gawain suspected more that the so-called Eternal Stone Slate was pieced together by large amounts of such geometric pieces, like a certain puzzle…

It was indeed very interesting.

He turned this fragment here and there as he examined it and said thoughtfully, “It is said that mortals will receive the revelations of the gods after coming into contact with the Eternal Stone Slate. So why is there absolutely no effect when I’m holding it?”
 

“Merely touching it is of no use. You still need to communicate with it using spiritual power,” Viscount Andrew explained slowly. “But my supernatural abilities are insignificant. Even in communication, all I can hear are some indistinct murmurs. I can’t get any knowledge at all. But if it’s you… Perhaps gaining powers directly from it is possible.”

Gawain nodded his head but had no intention of using his spiritual power to communicate at all.



In fact, he had deep misgivings and fear for this thing.

The Eternal Stone Slate, the legendary object that brought belief in the gods to the mortal world. The first generation of mortal scholars had created such a big pile of religions precisely because they had come into contact with the Eternal Stone Tablet and also gained the power to use theurgies. This might have seemed like a blessing to the laymen of this world, but Gawain could not help but suspect that this item possessed mind-controlling, brainwashing, and instillation powers or the likes of. What if he failed in the communication and had his mind taken over by the consciousness of those gods? Even if they didn’t occupy his mind, leaving behind the illness of hearing those gods occasionally murmuring nonsense in his consciousness henceforth was a big no-no too!

“I’d ask that you take this fragment with you,” Viscount Andrew suddenly said. “Whether to keep it yourself, present it to the King, or hand it over to a church that you believe in and wish to be on friendly terms with, anything is fine.”

“Are you sure?” Gawain raised his brow for a moment. “You ought to know the value of this object. Even if you don’t dare to continue keeping it, personally handing it to the King or a church could give you a lot of benefits in exchange.”

“I no longer want anything more to do with this.” Viscount Andrew burst out with energy and shook his head hard. “Even if I were to hand it over, I do not wish to do so through my hands. — And if it wasn’t for you today, it would’ve been impossible for me to have survived. Just take this as a gift.”

Gawain showed a vague smile. “But we really can’t be sure whether it’s a gift or a plague…”

Despite saying so, he put the Eternal Stone Slate fragment away without hesitation.

This object was indeed a ticking bomb. It was able to pressure a dark organization like the Oblivion Association to make a reckless move against the nobility of the kingdom. Yet this object was also a treasure. It possibly contained the secrets of all the gods and could even allow Gawain to get a brief glimpse of a hint of the truth of this world. In any case, Gawain was unable to turn a blind eye to it.

In the situation where the Oblivion Association had already failed, he could be sure that no one would be trying to obtain this object for the time being. Besides, time was needed for news to spread; it would be difficult for outsiders to find out in time that this piece of ‘stone’ slate fragment was already in his hands. During this slightly safer period of time, Gawain was going to study this mysterious fragment.
  
His identity as a ‘famed legend’ was also a strong safeguard in retaining this stone slate fragment. — Although the Cecil territory was extremely weak right now, in this era, the reputation of a legendary powerhouse was, more often than not, a greater deterrent than having a powerful and prosperous aristocratic clan. Gawain did not mind borrowing his own influence in this aspect.

Of course, he had also considered the pitfalls in doing so. Hence, if the situation was truly critical, he wouldn’t mind handing this object over to the King or a church. — While knowledge of the gods was indeed valuable to some people, it was unlikely to be able to convert into the forces of production that he needed. In the future, he could use this shard to exchange for other gains; as long as the gains were enough, it would be worth it. But this would definitely be the choice he would take only in the situation where there were no other alternatives.



Pittman and the two knights who went to the courtyard to save people had also returned to the meeting chamber a while later.

“The powers of the heretic cult believer have begun to fade away. It wasn’t difficult to release the magic on those poor men.” The old druid explained how he was able to take care of that extensive sorcery this quickly. “The two knights and I rescued a portion of the people and then got those in slightly better conditions among the rescued people to also help. Together with the means to control the vegetation, we managed to dig out all the people buried in the ground. However, those who had lost their lives still made up a significant number. A third of them could not be saved. Amongst the remaining living ones, a good deal of them have received severe damage to their minds. While some could recover, I’m afraid some will forever be in a trance.”

“This is truly a grievous loss.” Gawain glanced at Viscount Andrew with sympathy.

Andrew could only manage a bitter smile as he shook his head. “I’ll probably have to spend a fortune to deal with the aftermath… But I’m still alive. Things will get better somehow. Right now, what I’m most grateful for is that my two sons went elsewhere in the territory a few days ago to collect rent. Their procrastination is considered to have saved their lives. But my little daughter…”

“Your daughter is still alive,” Sir Philip informed. “But the poor girl had suffered serious damage to her mind. She’s now in a crazy state. Perhaps only the gods would know if there’s a possibility for recovery.”

“It’s enough that she’s alive, it’s enough that she’s alive…” Viscount Andrew said with a complicated expression. This aristocrat who was once elegant, confident, and proud had aged at least twenty years in this one night. Right now, his voice was exhausted and tired. Even though there were many things that could be considered good news, they were unable to sustain this body and mind that were exhausted. However, he still put in an effort to lift his head and look towards Gawain who was standing at a side. “Anyhow, I want to thank you for your succor. The Leslie Clan is greatly indebted to you and your knights. — If you have any needs, feel free to mention it.”

Clearly, he too knew that it was quite unkind to give that troublesome stone slate fragment away as a gift…

“Giving mutual help and protection was a rule that Charlie and I had set for the aristocrats of Anzu seven hundred years ago. I was merely fulfilling what I’d said back in those years,” Gawain spoke with an especially strong sense of righteousness. “I will not take advantage of this opportunity to profit from your misfortunes, but since we have the chance to have a talk, perhaps we can strengthen our cooperation.”

“Cooperation?” Viscount Andrew repeated this word.
 

“You should know, the new Cecil territory is currently being constructed. We lack all sorts of supplies, and most of them are purchased from Tanzan Town.” Gawain smiled. “At present, what we’re lacking most are storage crystals and various magic-conducting materials, and the Tanzan Mine has a massive crystal mineral vein.”

Seeing that Viscount Andrew’s expression was slightly rigid, Gawain Cecil went on, “Don’t be nervous, I’m only asking if I can buy them. — I only hope to be able to purchase large amounts of all kinds of crystal magic materials at a favorable price from now on. We don’t require quality. Even crystals of the lowest grade will do. We only ask for ample amounts. You don’t have to worry about any losses. You must know, our insufficiency of supplies is huge. The amount that the new Cecil territory wants to purchase will definitely be enough to swallow up a big batch of your crystal output. Even if the price is slightly cheaper, your profits would exceed what you earn after having to pay to transport those crystals in smaller batches to other territories and searching for markets there. If you agree, I will wait till things have settled down here before sending someone to negotiate the prices.”



Viscount Andrew relaxed and nodded lightly while listening. He began to recognize that this was a win-win idea. The Cecil territory would get large amounts of cheap magic-conducting materials, and Tanzan Town wouldn’t have to worry about markets for the crystals and could even swiftly raise the funds needed to repair the castle and for other aftercare work.

As for how the Cecil Clan who was poor and broke not long ago suddenly became wealthy and even started making coins recently… Viscount Andrew was absolutely uninterested.

Regardless of whether they had found a gold mine in the Dark Range or if this old ancestor from 700 years ago had dug out his true lifetime savings1, it had nothing to do with him. As a Viscount living at the border with a flexible mindset, Andrew Leslie was always very open-minded and very good at grasping the things that were truly beneficial to himself.
 

As a matter-of-fact, he had correctly guessed a part of the truth. — Gawain had indeed dug out lifetime savings; only, it was the lifetime savings of the entire Anzu Kingdom.

Seeing Viscount Andrew nod, Gawain went on, “Second, population. I hope that you can help me publicize news of the Cecil territory taking in refugees. If you have refugees here and you do not want them, you may send them over as well. In short, a surplus of population in any form, as long as they aren’t people who violate the law and commit crimes, I want them all. I won’t ask for a specific number in this aspect. Just do what you can.”

Viscount Andrew agreed even more readily this time. He didn’t think there was any problem with directing people to the Cecil territory at all. In fact, this was a good chance for him to clear the ‘useless people’ in his territory. After all, there were too many wanderers gathering in the slums, and they could not yield any worth at all.

“One more thing.” Gawain smiled. “I hope to hire some people who are literate and have mathematical knowledge. No, no, I’m not referring to those scholar-level people. Their apprentices would do. — I want a batch of such people. Whether they are serving as recorders or copyists, the only requirement is being able to read and count and having ample patience.”
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Regarding Gawain’s third request, Viscount Andrew agreed with equal readiness.

Although he didn’t know why Gawain wanted to bring so many people who were literate in words and numbers to his territory, he wasn’t too interested in that. In his heart, that was the most insignificant request amongst the three. Although literate people were the minority, to the prosperous Tanzan Town, finding such a group of people who were educated yet down and out wasn’t that difficult. He could easily pull out a number of them from the chambers of commerce and churches.

Long-term purchase of magic materials at a low price, gathering people, recruiting middle- to low-level intellectuals; after he was done with these three matters, Gawain then seemed to casually mention those ancient remains that Viscount Andrew had dug out from under his own territory.

“I’m afraid I do know about those remnants that you mentioned.” Gawain did not mention the same remnants existing in the Dark Range but directly used his ‘ancient-person identity’ to open the conversation. “You know, I was active seven hundred years ago — that was when the Gondor Empire was still thriving. According to the empire’s history that I’ve grasped, the ruins that appeared in this area are highly likely to be the ‘outpost research station’ left behind from the Meteoric Era of the Gondor Empire, and most likely, the middle to later period of that era.

Viscount Andrew clearly wasn’t an ignorant person (in fact, other than a weirdo like Rebecca, there was barely anyone amongst the kingdom’s aristocrats who was bad at history). He immediately revealed a surprised expression. “Isn’t that about a thousand years ago?! Those ancient magical mechanisms inside were actually still operating!”

“That’s right. Ancient ruins from a thousand years before. The magical equipment inside was still usable. This isn’t something unimaginable for the Gondor Empire in those years. Compared to those magical mechanisms, the Eternal Stone Tablet fragment that was also sealed in the remnants is more worrying.” Gawain shook his head. “Even the Gondor Empire then was considerably concerned with the Eternal Stone Slate. They would not leave such an important ‘sacred object’ in the abandoned research station and disregard it without any reason.”

Viscount Andrew’s brows gradually knitted tightly. He had detected the significance in Gawain’s words and only spoke up after a long while, “I had thought I discovered a mountain of treasures. Only now did I realize that the Leslie Clan had been sitting on a volcano for generations…”

Then he lifted his head to look at Gawain, his expression extremely solemn and serious. “I know what you mean, and I also know that you’re the person who knows the Gondor Empire best. — I’m afraid not a single scholar in this generation can surpass your knowledge and experience in this aspect. So I hope to be able to receive your guidance in the matters regarding the underground ruins.”

Gawain wore a small smile. This was truly a sensible decision; this Viscount clearly hadn’t let that possible ‘treasure’ go to his head — or rather, he had been carried away by it, but after having gone through so much and learning the truth behind the remnants, he had completely calmed down.
 

A fragment of the Eternal Stone Slate had caused great turmoil here, and something more dangerous and more frightening than the Eternal Stone Slate might still be sealed in those remnants. No one needed to say this; the people present here at this very moment could probably all imagine it.

Oh, Amber who stood beside him might not. She was currently looking at the roof in a daze, pondering about something. It most likely had something to do with dinner.



“I suggest you explore those crypts and corridors with greater caution, but no matter what unfamiliar items you find, it’s best that you come and consult me with them,” Gawain said while nodding. “Of course, you could also call a halt to the exploration. That is the safer option. In short, those things are in your territory. You can deal with them however you like.”

At present, it was getting late. The party decided to stay in this castle that was gradually putting a magic atrocity behind them. Early morning the next day, Gawain bade farewell to Viscount Andrew and left the place with the others.

Watching the heralds who were running along the streets of the town loudly announcing the new orders from the Feudal Lord’s castle, Gawain lightly heaved a sigh of relief.

In the foreseeable future, Viscount Andrew would probably be exceptionally busy. Due to the aftermath of the heretic cult believer’s attack, a brief few days were enough to accumulate inconceivable havoc, and this disorder wouldn’t be easy to handle. The confinement ban needed to be removed; big merchants and mine owners had to be placated; the people who died in this crisis also had to be buried… But all those were not his affairs to be concerned about.

The party left Tanzan Town. Looking back at the town gates that were again wide open, Amber could not help but turn and give Gawain a curious glance. “Say, you’re really honest. That Viscount Andrew is in his weakest time, and you were holding his life in your hands. To be honest, to the craftiest aristocrats, seizing the chance to gobble up the Leslie Clan’s properties was a possibility, yet you actually didn’t take advantage of this fish in troubled water?”

Gawain looked at Amber and revealed a meaningful smile. “No, you don’t understand. I have already taken advantage.”

Amber frowned as she surveyed Gawain for a long time. “You didn’t sleep well last night huh? You’re speaking gibberish?”

Yet Gawain only smiled and did not explain fully.

“First, we’ll make a trip back to Goering Mill”—he lifted his hand to point in the southeast direction—”and pick up that little mute. He’s the person who saved Sir Byron.”

Sir Byron looked toward Gawain, slightly moved. “Thank you for your benevolence, but that child is very likely the ‘asset’ of a certain wealthy merchant in Tanzan Town. If we take him away directly…”

Gawain waved his hand. “I’ve mentioned this matter to Viscount Andrew already. He will search for the child’s owner and help us redeem the child’s freedom. All these are trivial issues. There’s no need to be bothered.”



In the dilapidated and abandoned Goering Mill, they saw that mute child once again.

The mute child completely remembered Gawain’s instructions to him before he left. He’d stayed in the mill for the past day and night awaiting their return. When Byron and Gawain — these two sturdy figures — first climbed out of the forest, this child had a small campfire in the empty space before the mill and was conscientiously roasting a bunch of unknown dried fruits that he had picked from the forest.

Upon seeing Gawain and company return safe and sound, the mute child instantly let out a ‘cheer’ and then ran over to them happily. He stretched out his hand before Sir Byron; in his hand was a bunch of freshly roasted dried fruits.

“It seems that he likes you a lot.” Amber grinningly gave the middle-aged knight a glance. “He even left food for you.”

“I’ve never been a person who’s well-liked by children.” Byron took the dried fruits and used his other hand to scratch his own hair, feeling rather embarrassed. “I don’t know what’s going on either.”

Sir Philip mused for a moment and then asked Byron very seriously, “I remember you’ve yet to get married?”
  
“What’s with not-being-married?!” Byron gave Philip a look. “I’m different from you, the kind of person who has a group of girls sticking themselves to you wherever you go…”

“Being ugly isn’t a sin. You don’t have to mind that,” Philip consoled Byron bluntly and solemnly and went on before the other party could blow up. “Why don’t you adopt this child and let him be your successor?”

Byron was instantly stunned then and there. “Ah?”

“This is perfectly reasonable and fair,” Sir Philip said with a sober look. “Firstly, he saved your life. As a knight, you cannot let down this kindness. Secondly, this child has many excellent qualities — he’s brave, kind, upright, and seems bright. Although he is very thin and weak right now, the weakness of his body can thoroughly be remedied through postnatal cultivation. Of course, his physical disability is a problem. At this stage, regenerating magic would already be ineffective on him. Hence, if he wants to enter the aristocrat circle hereafter, he probably—”

“Alright, alright, alright, that’s enough, that’s enough.” Byron cut Philip short in the middle of his long-winded speech. “It’s not like I said no. Moreover, before all of you came… I already had all these in mind.”



As he spoke, he laughed in a rather self-mocking manner. “I had thought then that if I survived this time, I would bring this child back to the territory — but I truly didn’t expect to survive.”

With that, he turned towards Gawain. His expression turned solemn as he prepared to follow the customary procedure of a knight adopting a child — present the request to his feudal lord and take an oath again. However, before he could speak, Gawain had nodded with a smile. “I approve. Why don’t you ask this child and see what he thinks?”

“You’ve heard all that we said earlier?” Byron lowered his head, awkwardly trying his best to adjust his expression to a friendly one, then forced out a smile, and asked the mute child, “I am willing to adopt you. Are you willing?”

The mute child lifted his head and looked around dazedly at all these adults before dropping his head and nodding slowly.

…

Riding the fast horses that they’d previously tied up near the mill, Gawain and company used a day’s time to arrive back at the new Cecil territory.

Heidi and Rebecca’s hanging hearts were finally eased.

Rebecca especially so — in fact, Gawain even suspected that this silly girl hadn’t been worried about him at all. Upon receiving news that her Ancestor was back, the first thing this young lady did after rushing over was to tug on him and have him tell her stories of venturing to battle against the heretic cult believer in the castle. Moreover, Heidi had been standing right beside her then. Her Aunt had glared so hard that she was almost cramped, yet Rebecca didn’t sense anything at all. — He could only conclude that the doofus’s skull was extremely hard; she could never be aware of the atmosphere before she received a beating.

But with regards to Rebecca’s change in behavior that was difficult to read, Gawain only gave a hearty smile. — It was most likely that in this girl’s heart, her legendary ancestor that resurrected from 700 years ago was truly all-powerful. A mere heretic cult believer wasn’t worth worrying about at all.

Moreover, her super formidable ancestor had headed out to battle with the crystal grenade that she took great pride in.

At the mention of the crystal grenade, Gawain felt that he still ought to praise the doofus. Thus, after returning to his tent, the first thing he did was to pat Rebecca’s head with a gentle smile. “Your crystal grenade really played a great role.”



“Really?!” Rebecca’s eyes were instantly full of light. “You all used them?!”

Gawain smiled. “We only used one — but it was precisely that one that directly blew off an entire arm of the heretic cult believer. This was a grade-five fallen druid.”

Naturally, there were many specific factors in between this. For example, that heretic cult believer was already injured then: for example, he wasn’t able to release an even stronger shielding spell in time; for example, he had held the explosive in his own hand… But at any rate, one fact would never change—
 

The crystal grenade that even children could learn to ignite was able to injure the body of a grade-five supernatural powerhouse.

This had Rebecca cheering loudly, such that her cheers could even be heard from a great distance outside the tent.

Byron and Philip, who were walking outside the tent, heard the cheers of their Viscountess and could not help but exchange a glance.

“Seems like our Lady has been praised.” Byron grinned. “Recently, she has been wreathed in smiles every day.”

“She was also beaming every day in the past.” Philip was rather expressionless. He only looked down at the little mute following beside Byron. “Compared to anything else, you should bring your ‘adopted child’ to go bathe and get a change of clothes. From today onward, he is a member of the Cecil territory and also the child of a knight. Thus, he needs to take note of his image.”
 

Byron revealed a face of woe. “Sigh… who would have expected that at my age, I wouldn’t even have a wife? Instead, I’ve got to first learn how to look after a child…”

Meanwhile, on Gawain’s end, Rebecca and Heidi left after reporting the condition of the territory in the past two days. Gawain bowed his head and looked at the two items that he had just placed on his desk.

One was the Eternal Stone Slate fragment, another… was the Mithril Ring that he had gotten from the heretic cult believer.



An Oblivion Association heretic was actually a major client of the Mithril Vault, huh…? Perhaps it was time to contact Miss My Little Pony.
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About that piece of Eternal Stone Slate, Gawain had yet to think of how to start studying it for now. However, with regard to that heretic cult believer wearing a Mithril Ring, Gawain felt that there was a need to find out more from the agent from Mithril Vault.

After all, she’d promised back then that as a major client of Mithril Vault, he could approach her anytime to ask questions — why not make use of it?

Besides, the territory needs to develop, and Mithril Vault coming in might be a boost to his region. Gawain would not let anything that could generate help for him slip.

He gently stroked his own Mithril Ring and infused magical power into it according to how Melita had told him to back then. Following the rocking of spiritual power, he felt a delicate magic in the ring getting activated. The metal began to feel warm, and an unusual magic fluctuation was released from it.

Looking at the ring that was shimmering, he couldn’t help but ponder in his mind — what was the theory behind this thing again?

He still could not confirm whether this world was able to use electromagnetic waves for communication purposes (it was most likely a no), but the telecommunication using magic already existed. This was an ancient yet mysterious skill; it could let the originally sealed up magic circles achieve information exchange with the outside. Despite being single function and due to the loss of native spell molds resulting in a black box1, the grade of this spell went as high as grade four. Even Heidi could not use it. If she had to, she would have to do so with the support of magic circles and the like.

Magical communication was limited by many factors: the ability of the spellcaster, the quality of the spell materials, interference from the magic environment; even the difference in day and night would affect the range and results. The most powerful magical communication device was the ‘Eye of the Stars’ artifact atop the Sacred Stars Temple. It allowed that floating city to transmit information to the entire Silver Empire. However, as for what was the specific principle behind it, even those silver elves could not figure it out.

Gawain had always felt that such magic that could transmit information over a long range perhaps had something to do with the nature of this world’s ‘magical environment’. Yet the spell mold and magic-circle mold of the communication spell were a kind of ‘black box’. It was something passed down from the ancient times; people knew the hows but not the whys of it. All these years, they had yet to succeed in optimizing it, nor could they figure out the effect mechanism of those runes. In addition, as they had copied the drawings blindly for so many years, probably no one knew how the original looked like anymore.

Yet this small Mithril Ring actually possessed the ability to communicate using magic. The technological strength of Mithril Vault seemed to be very exceptional…
 

All these random thoughts spun in Gawain’s mind. All of a sudden, he felt the ring vibrate for a moment. Following that, a slightly distorted voice of a young lady came from it. “This is Melita Ponia. Duke Gawain Cecil, I am very pleased to hear from you. It seems like you have a use for Mithril Vault.”

This thingamajig even came with a vibration alert? Gawain faltered for a moment and raised the ring to his lips. “I would like to inquire about a matter.”



“Ah, as a VIP customer of the Mithril Vault, all advisory services are free. What would you like to ask?”

“When the Mithril Vault selects its major customers… are there filtering criteria?”

“Filtering criteria?” The person on the other end of the ring seemed to be stumped for a moment before she replied, “Of course there are filtering criteria. It isn’t that easy to become a VIP client. However, this involves a very complicated review process. To explain it—”

Gawain cut off Melita. “No need to explain in detail. I just want to know. Can a heretic cult believer become a VIP customer?”

“Heretic cult believer? That depends on what kind of heretic it is.” Melita’s voice was very calm. “Sometimes, heretic cult believers are even more generous than kings in their payments. As businessmen, we always welcome such generous clients—”

“Heretic cult believer from the Oblivion Association.”

Melita’s voice instantly jammed. After dazing for a second, she asserted curtly, “The Oblivion Association is not included! We do not do business with them!”

Gawain was slightly surprised and pressed on, “Why?”

“The Oblivion Association is the craziest bunch amongst all heretic cult believers. Their ideology results in a zero possibility of them cooperating with any other organization — everything will die. In their eyes, everything is to be destroyed, including other heretic sects. — In fact, there are only two or three dark organizations in the whole world as insane as the Oblivion Association and would have dealings with them. They include the Sons of the Storm, who soak in the sea all day announcing that there would ultimately come a day when the world is engulfed by boundless distortion, and those Eternal Sleepers who put everything in their dreams. Only their philosophies are close to that of the Oblivion Association and have similarly intense self-destructive inclinations. That’s why they were able to come together. Which of the remaining normal people would associate with those lunatics?”

After the hurried and lengthy explanation, Melita added, “Of course, peripheral members of the Oblivion Association having business dealings with the Mithril Vault with their identities concealed remains a possibility. After all, as a living organization, they do need to develop and operate, but they absolutely wouldn’t be able to become big clients of Mithril Vault — they won’t pass those strict assessments at all. They would definitely be exposed.”

“But I have a Mithril Ring representing the identity of an important client here. I got it from a heretic cult believer of the Oblivion Association.”



“This isn’t…” Melita probably wanted to say that this wasn’t possible. However, midway through, she realized that whether this was possible or not, it was probably true. Hence, she corrected, “Have you confirmed the authenticity of the ring? The model of the Mithril Ring isn’t special. Perhaps someone made a counterfeit…”

“The material quality is the same as the real one. It’s a bit too high to be a counterfeit. As for whether the interior is real… This thing has identity recognition. I have no way of inspecting it.” Gawain fiddled with the ring from the heretic cult believer with his other hand and casually suggested, “Could it be stolen by the heretic cult believer from someone else?”

“If that ring is real, then it’s impossible that it was stolen.” Melita’s tone became somber. “From the beginning, the design of the Mithril Ring took into consideration the risk of it being stolen by people with evil designs. Thus, it has the function of identity recognition. When it leaves the original owner, its functions would immediately be locked and can no longer be used. If the stealer takes the ring to a Mithril Vault branch to swindle, the agent of the vault will immediately distinguish the state of the ring using a secret magic… In short, stealing and snatching it renders it useless. And for a magic article that automatically becomes ineffective after it is stolen, it is impossible that the inherently guarded heretic cult believer would boldly and assuredly carry it on him.”

Gawain rubbed the ring in his hands. “In other words, a heretic cult believer of the Oblivion Association has really become one of your major clients.”

“Or, the reverse is valid too… A certain big figure has fallen to become a heretic cult believer.” Melita’s voice became very solemn. “Duke Cecil, I will personally come to you to confirm this matter. I will pay a visit within the next few days.”

Although he knew that the Mithril Vault was infinitely resourceful, Gawain still asked offhandedly, “You know how to come to me?”

Melita’s voice seemed to contain a hint of a smile. “Of course — as your exclusive agent, I’ve been paying attention to your movements all this time.”

Gawain got goosebumps all over upon hearing that. — Why does this sound so awkward…?

After establishing that Miss My Little Pony would personally come over to examine the situation, Gawain did not plan on discussing much else through the magic communication. He casually continued with a few words of courtesy before deciding to end the communication. “We’ll talk about the details when you arrive. If there’s nothing else, I’m going to be hanging up first.”
  
Melita’s exclamation instantly sounded from the ring. “You’re passing away again?!1”

“…I mean, to end the call!”



The bulging veins on Gawain’s temples only eased after cutting off the magic communication. Following that, he let out a breath and hid the heretic cult believer’s Mithril Ring away before his eyes landed on the Eternal Stone Slate fragment on the desk.

Till now, he had not risked building any spiritual connection with this ‘stone slate’. Although he knew that this thingamajig would not cause any real damage to his body (after all, so many believers in this world were alive and kicking), but it was really too hard to tell if his mind would be affected after engaging with the Eternal Stone Slate.

After Veronica’s visit, Gawain was now more guarded against the gods of this world, especially when he saw ‘Priest Sandy’ who looked absolutely normal to others but was like a special effect shadow in his eyes. It added an ounce of doubt to the guardedness that he was normally inclined to.

He knew that he was a transmigrator from an alternate world. Although his body was an original from this side, his soul wasn’t. Perhaps it was the deviation in his soul that caused the female priest to completely become a holographic projection in his eyes. Did this mean that his ‘visual field’ could see some things that the laymen of this world could not?

And the powers of the Eternal Stone Slate were highly likely to be directly used on the soul. By then, would a major problem happen to him, the peculiar soul?

With these thoughts, he unwittingly turned this palm-sized metal piece here and there. Suddenly, his gaze landed on those crystals mounted irregularly on the back of the metal piece.

Those crystals formed a complicated pattern with the grooves on the metal piece. Initially, Gawain had thought that they were a certain type of magic circles, but after careful observation, he realized that those lines and the magic circles that he knew of were two completely different things. Now, his attention had shifted away from those lines that could not be analyzed and entirely to those crystals of unknown material.

Yet he found the material of those crystals a little familiar.

After observing for a good while, he was struck by a sudden thought and swiftly got up to bring several pieces of crystals over.

An intact one and a few other broken pieces — they were the mysterious crystals that he had brought out from the capital in the past, the ones that allowed him to rebuild a connection with the ‘satellite’.

After a comparison, he finally confirmed one thing: those little crystals set in the back of the Eternal Stone Slate… were completely identical in terms of material and outer appearance as those mysterious crystals that Gawain Cecil had left behind!



Immense surprise and doubt flooded him at the same time. — The Eternal Stone Slate was actually related to these crystals? And these crystals could help him rebuild his connection to the satellite in the sky… So did the Eternal Stone Slate have something to do with those satellites?

He pondered while unconsciously fiddling with those crystals and the Eternal Stone Slate fragment mounted with crystals. And as he wasn’t paying attention, those tiny crystals set in the ‘stone slate’ were slowly glowing.

Gawain finally noticed the lights. His first reaction was to quickly hold the crystals and Eternal Stone Slate fragment far away, but before he could do so in time, an unexpected dizziness froze all his movements.

The feeling in his four limbs became sluggish and numb; it felt as if his five senses were leaving him. Gawain felt that his thoughts seemed to have left his body. He could still see and hear his surroundings, yet it felt like those visions and sounds did not belong to him. He felt his consciousness first float upwards and then sink down boundlessly, immersing into a kind of strange ethereal state. And in this process, the indistinct auditory hallucinations became increasingly clear…

Finally, he ‘heard’ many odd ‘messages’ emerge in his mind:

“…Annihilation squad… rejoin… report battle results…”

“Confirmed that God of Flames has no signs of life. Annihilation bomb entered, over.”

“…Observed that… the dome of Holy Light collapsed. The God of Holy Light no longer has any signs of life… awaiting orders, over.”
 

“Observed that… the Sacred Temple of Mysteries is disintegrating… Goddess of Magic and Mysteries escaped. The Sixth Hunting Legion left port…”

“God of Storms no longer has signs of life… beginning to destroy the Storms Sanctuary, over.”

“The Eighth Heavy Bombing Fleet arrived at allocated coordinates… beginning to bomb the Kingdom of Shadows, over.”



“…Bombing fleet… currently dismantling the Temple of the Dead… Observed that the pale barrier is breaking down…”

“…Confirmed that the Reaper has no signs of life. Currently heading to the God of War’s territory, over…”
 

“…God of Nature no longer has signs of life, over.”

An extremely chaotic and spinning sensation appeared at the same time and jolted Gawain from his ‘immersed state’. He left such an odd state with his face bathed in perspiration. It was soon followed with a dumbstruck expression and with horror filling his mind——

Damn, what the hell did I just hear?!

What. The. Hell. Did. I. Hear?!
Chapter 135: Gawain’s Perception Problems

For a good five minutes, Gawain did not return to his senses.

And after he recovered from his daze, he stared blankly at the Eternal Stone Slate fragment before his eyes, sinking into a prolonged what-the-f*ck state.

A huge amount of information echoed in his mind. The thoughts filling his mind jumped around like a drunk Amber. At this moment, Gawain felt like there were innumerable words stuck in his throat, but precisely because they were jammed too firmly, he couldn’t even get a word out in the end.

He could only be sure of one thing: he had heard those things without a doubt. There was still a mild dizziness that the ‘immersed state’ caused that allowed him to be especially certain of this.

So these were the contents recorded in the Eternal Stone Slate? This was the knowledge about the gods?

Gawain looked at the faint gold metal plate like he had seen a ghost. He could not help but shake his head the moment this thought emerged in his mind — impossible; it was impossible that these were what the mortal scholars who first created religion heard in the Eternal Stone Slate. After hearing all this, which person with a pit in his brain would create a sect for this bunch of gods who sounded like they’d been killed!

He soon began considering if this was an abominable joke or a certain audacious hoax.

But what was the point in such a joke? Who would create such a hoax? What kind of person, with what aims, would cook up such contents? And most importantly —— in such a primitive and backward medieval society, which person with an imagination greater than the skies could make up a term like ‘heavy bombing fleet’?!

Gawain frowned as he pondered about the significance behind the information carried by this Eternal Stone Slate and was deeply skeptical whether those normal believers had heard the same thing after coming into contact with these stone slate shards.
 

After thinking for a good while, he finally made a decision and called to the outside of this tent. “Betty! Go get Philip, Heidi, and Amber here.”

A while later, the three people arrived in Gawain’s tent.



Gawain looked at the three people before him, the three of them were, amongst the people he knew, the people who had their own beliefs and who he could trust the most in the territory. And they happened to be able to represent three different kinds of believers — Philip was a pious believer of the God of War sect, and he’d even been baptized; Heidi was an official believer of the Goddess of Magic, but the degree of her faith was relatively shallower, while Amber was a mad believer of the Goddess of the Night and Shadows.

The three mental states of mortals after they’ve started believing in gods could more or less be found in these three people…

Gawain put the Eternal Stone Slate fragment on the desk and pushed it forward. “All of you should know what this is.”

“The Eternal Stone Slate fragment,” Amber replied like it was only natural and right. “I watched you keep this thing in your chest then.”

As Heidi wasn’t present at that time, she was looking with great curiosity at the faint gold metal plate. However, she’d learned about the matter regarding the Eternal Stone Slate fragment previously, so she wasn’t too surprised now. She only watched her own ancestor curiously, unsure of what Gawain had in mind.

“All of you, interact with it.” Gawain nodded. “Touch it with your spiritual power. — Philip, you first.”

Gawain wasn’t worried about the ‘stone slate’ being harmful as he had already tried it personally. Other than some terrifying information records, it would not have any long-term effects on the body. Moreover, even if Heidi and the rest really heard the knowledge of the gods when they interacted with it, as this fragment was very small, it was unlikely to brainwash the three of them into becoming some fanatic — otherwise, those kings, aristocrats, and big merchants who treated the stone slate shards as collector’s items would have long become fanatics.

Philip revealed a surprised and hesitating expression. “Lord, are you… really sure? You want to give me such a chance?”

“I’m sure, but I have one thing to remind all of you about.” Gawain nodded. “Regardless of what you see and hear after interacting with the shard, remain calm. Even if you hear things that conflict with your beliefs… don’t be too agitated because this thing might be fake.”

He gave a heads-up in advance in case Sir Philip who was devout to his faith had his values collapse after listening to those things that he shouldn’t hear. Sir Philip moved closer to the stone slate fragment while asking curiously, “It might be fake?”

“I can’t tell. Try interacting with it first.”



Sir Philip nodded. Placing his hand on the stone slate fragment, he pushed his own spiritual power and attempted to connect with the fragment.

Almost instantly, Gawain sensed a subtle change in the aura of this young knight. A vast, ancient and mysterious power force seemed to envelop him, ‘exalting’ his entire being, yet such an aura could in fact just be a delusion. This was because Gawain did not sense any changes in Philip’s powers. Moreover, that unusual aura only appeared for a moment before it promptly vanished.

A moment later, Sir Philip opened his eyes. He glanced at the stone slate fragment with an astonished and excited expression and then stepped back slightly. Joy covered his face as he said, “Lord, I seemed to have heard the voice of the God of War. There was a kind of… indescribable enlightenment and revelation surging into my heart. I feel like I’ve received a certain blessing. Such a blessing might be the greatest help when polishing my combat skills henceforth!”

Gawain raised a brow. “That’s all?”

“Yes, this is a very unspeakable feeling.” Sir Philip nodded calmly then questioned curiously, “But Lord, you said earlier that this might be fake… Could what I felt be an illusion?”
  
“I only said it could possibly be fake, but judging by your reaction, ten to one, it’s real.” Gawain’s mood was changing, but he did not show it in his expression; he only looked toward Heidi. “Come and give it a try.”

Heidi nodded and also walked forward to rest her hand on the Eternal Stone Slate fragment.

This time, Gawain also felt a subtle change in Heidi’s aura. However, such a change was even milder and briefer. Heidi also opened her eyes faster. “Ancestor, I feel like I caught a glimpse of some secrets about magic. I also have a vague sense of enlightenment, but it wasn’t as evident and profound as Sir Philip described. Also, I’m not sure if it’s an illusion, but this stone slate seems to be rejecting my… interaction. I wanted to probe about a certain spell mold with the help of the enlightenment, but the force of the stone slate fragment suddenly avoided me, and there seemed to be a voice that told me to refrain from continuing to interact with it…”

“It actively avoided?” Gawain repeated in surprise, instantly feeling that this situation had gotten a little more complicated.

How was the Goddess of Magic different from the other gods? Was her inheritance not carried out through the Eternal Stone Slate?

As he mused, his eyes landed on Amber. Before he spoke, Miss Half-Elf had rushed forward eagerly. “Hey, hey, me, it’s my turn! All of you made it sound so incredible. Is this thing really that formidable?”



Before she finished speaking, she had already pressed her hand on the surface of the fragment, then closed her eyes, suppressed her strength, and began to build a connection with this metal plate.

Moments after, her brows knitted tightly together; her hand also started exerting more and more force. Her face was flushed red, and even the desk was swaying slightly. Gawain quickly spoke upon seeing that, “Telling you to use your spiritual power to connect isn’t equivalent to telling you to use force. — If you press this thing into the desk, are you going to be the one digging it out?”

“There’s no reaction!” Amber opened her eyes instantly and removed her hand in exceptional dismay. “I used spiritual power! But there wasn’t any reaction at all. I didn’t hear nor sense anything… Say, you two are putting on a show to fool the two of us, aren’t you?”

Sir Philip exclaimed, “How could that be! I could clearly sense a very evident enlightenment!”

Heidi also frowned. “I sensed it too though it was very weak…”

Amber stared suspiciously at the two people before her, then at the metal plate on the desk. “Could it be that there’s a limit to this thing’s energy? Coming into contact with it once is equivalent to weakening it once, so it got weaker and weaker with the two of you, and when it came to me, there was no longer a reaction?”

Gawain instantly felt that what the girl said made sense too, so he had Sir Philip try again then and there. However, the outcome was a complete counter to Amber’s guess — Sir Philip was shrouded in that miraculous aura once again. Gawain even suspected that if he continued interacting with the stone slate fragment for a while longer, he would be ascending and becoming an immortal…

“It seems that Amber — you really have no way of resonating with the stone slate.” Gawain shook his head. “Perhaps it has to do with the degree of one’s piousness. Philip is a devout believer. Heidi is an ordinary believer, and you are a craz… shallow believer. This is probably the reason. Say, are you really a believer of the Goddess of the Shadows?”

“Yes! Why not!” Amber instantly bulged her eyes, like she was very displeased with Gawain’s questioning. “I’ve believed in the Goddess for more than ten years, alright! Let me tell you, although I’ve never been baptized nor have I entered a church before, I do pray properly when I remember to. Besides, the Goddess had chatted with me several times…”

Heidi examined Amber up and down several times with great questioning. “Are you sure it’s not an illusion you had from drinking too much shadow potion?”

Amber was instantly on her toes. “Don’t think you can spout nonsense because you’ve got big boobs!”


 

“Cough, cough. Could the two of you stop arguing once you meet? And it’s always over trivial things.” Gawain cut the two off with a hand wave as they were giving him a headache. “Alright, alright, I have nothing else here. Go get back to your respective duties. I still have to give this some good thought.”

The trio who were full of doubts left the tent, leaving Gawain to stare at the stone slate fragment on his desk and sink into deep thought.

According to the reactions of Philip and the two others’ reactions, this stone slate fragment was probably real.

However, the things that they heard after interacting with the stone slate was entirely different from what he had heard!

And it wasn’t the first time there was such a ‘difference’.
 

Previously, that high priest Sandy, she was a rather normal human in the eyes of others, but to Gawain, she was a translucent figure who radiated light from all over.

For the Eternal Stone Slate fragment this time, others heard the knowledge of the gods after interacting with it, yet in Gawain’s mind, what resounded were the communication records of an influence suspected to be ‘Zenith Fleet’ getting in groups to exterminate the entire Divine Realm.

Gawain could not help rubbing his own forehead.

Could it be that when it involved the ‘gods’, his senses would show variations from the average person? What he saw and heard… Was it the truth or an illusion?
Chapter 136: Girl

Whether or not his own senses were problematic —— this was indeed a situation that had Gawain extremely frustrated. However, he still lacked more control groups1 and avenues of exploration. Hence, this problem could only be shelved for now. And compared to this problem that was being temporarily shelved, what he was more concerned about was another matter — the issue regarding the gods.

The Eternal Stone Slate fragment was real; were the things recorded in it also real? If they were… Gawain would have no choice but to attach importance to the truth that was rather horrifying after dwelling on it. —

The gods were dead.

The names of the gods were indeed mentioned in those messy and broken communication records, and the contents of those records allowed one to piece together a shocking battle of hunting the gods. According to the records, the gods were almost at an overwhelming disadvantage in the battle. Instead of calling it a battle, it was more like the gods were being exterminated one by one in a planned manner. And all the various gods of the respective big sects known to Gawain were amongst them.

Thus, the gods were dead — then what exactly was it that the millions of mortal believers in this world were worshiping every day?!

What was it that had responded to the mortals’ prayers? What was it that was controlling the flow of divine power? What was it that was bestowing all kinds of miracles? What was it — that sent concealed and indescribable whispers when the believers were meditating and sent ‘divine messages’ one after another through the murmurs?!

When those pious priests prayed sincerely, they would hear murmurs from the Divine Realm in the depths of their hearts. If those murmurs weren’t from the gods at all, their source gave one the shivers.

Following that, Gawain was reminded of the ‘White Starfall incident’ that caused the druid sect to divide and descend into the druid factions.

An incident that happened 3,000 years ago. Even to the Gondor Empire that flourished for a period, it was also an ‘ancient incident’ that exceeded the precision of history. It was very difficult for humankind, who were fickle and had a short lifespan, to record such ancient incidents very clearly, but the main lineage of the druid sect came from the elves. The long-lived elves were able to record such incidents from thousands of years ago crystal clear.
 

In the historical books of the elves, ‘White Starfall’ was a ‘dark miracle’ that only the druids had observed and sensed. Back then, an identical illusion had appeared to all druids. They saw the sky divide into two; the dark starlit sky seemed to descend to a height where it seemed within reach, while the dazzling white stars shook violently in the starry sky and fell to the ground. —— But other than the druids, all the laymen then had not seen anything land on the ground.

As such, the White Starfall was treated as a gigantic-scale, collective illusion. However, as it was on a really tremendous scale and the incident itself involved the gods, the scholars didn’t dare to carelessly use ‘illusion’ to brush it aside. In turn, they explained it as a meteorite shower happening at an even higher level that was parallel to the current era. They believed that something had fallen from the Divine Realm and landed in the narrow zone between the mortal world and the Divine Realm, and laymen who did not possess spiritual gifts were naturally unable to sense it. This was the ‘White Starfall’.



But regardless of the truth of White Starfall, the druid theurgies had become invalid after that incident.

Gawain initially believed that White Starfall was the fall of the God of Nature, but the information in the Eternal Stone Slate fragment was making him doubt this now: the history of the Eternal Stone Slate was far more aged than the White Starfall event!

These faint gold metal plates first appeared in the first pioneering era, an ancient era tens of thousands of years ago, and the true shaping or birth time of the Eternal Stone Slate could only be even older than that. In other words, before mortals built civilization on this vast land, the gods recorded in the Eternal Stone Slate were already completely annihilated!

So what were the white stars that fell from the sky during the druid’s collective illusion 3,000 years ago? The God of Nature whose corpse was already cold got up and died again?

Gawain sunk into deep thought while facing the Eternal Stone Slate fragment.

……

Meanwhile, in a forest far from the Dark Range and the Leslie territory, big masses of vines suddenly crawled out from underground and tangled and swelled to form a huge sack. Moments later, the sack burst open, and a stumbling figure wormed out of it.

This figure was draped in a long black robe that was now in tattered strips. Short brown hair stuck messily to his scalp. He was emaciated and pale, with a depressed gaze. His entire right arm had been blown off at the root. That horrifying wound was currently being covered in a ball of squirming flesh and blood, proceeding with an arduous regeneration.

This was the Oblivion Association heretic cult believer who narrowly escaped from Tanzan Town.

The severe trauma on his body, mental exhaustion, together with an endless escape distance, all these made the middle-aged man who could originally be called a powerhouse extremely weak. He stumbled through the forest on unsteady steps, and following his steps, those bushes and weeds that brushed past his body all withered and decayed, dying in the blink of an eye as if their vitality had been drawn away out of thin air.

After absorbing the life of these vegetation, some color finally returned to the middle-aged man’s face. He stopped before a piece of big rock and looked down at the symbol carved on it using a sharp weapon: a mass of withered curling brambles.



Seeing the symbol of the Oblivion Association, the middle-aged heretic used his remaining left hand to take out a wooden whistle, but before he could blow it, he heard the rustle of leaves from his surroundings. Lots of fallen leaves were swept up by a fierce wind and condensed into a hazy figure on the big rock. Only as the fallen leaves fell away did that figure gradually become clearer — a tall and slender woman with long dark-green hair. Her skin was pale with pretty features. She was dressed in clothes that resembled the long robes of a priest, but all sacred religious symbols on the robe had been erased. Under the hem of the long robes, what was revealed wasn’t a pair of human legs, but frightening ‘limbs’ that seemed like entangling tree roots.

“A disgraceful failure, Mr. Bard,” the tall and slim woman with long dark green locks spoke. The noise of dead leaves cracking seemed to be mixed in her voice. “As it turned out, your confidence is blind.”

“Gawain Cecil really successfully resurrected, and he acted to ruin my operation.” Though the middle-aged heretic called ‘Bard’ was respectful, he wasn’t cowardly or lowly. He explained while standing tall and upright, “Madam Beltira, his powers exceeded what was estimated. I even suspect that he hasn’t lost any combat experience!”

“If he was really as powerful as he was back then, you wouldn’t have even been able to exhale your second breath in time after you met him,” the tall and slender woman said unreservedly but changed the topic immediately. “But the fact that he could easily defeat you goes to say that he is indeed not as weak as I’d imagined at the very start…”
  
“How could this be?” Bard’s voice was filled with doubt. “Didn’t you say that his soul had been annihilated. Even if his body was left behind or he resurrected, he would become a disabled person or even an undead?”

“He has come into contact with those ‘revelation articles’ before and even once interacted with an ancient soul. No one knows what kind of knowledge and power he’d gained from this process,” Beltira said indifferently, yet an unusual emotion was revealed in her eyes. That was an expression of dread mingled with rue. “So no one knows whether his actions now stem from a certain ancient guidance… In short, you don’t need to go into the matters related to him.”

“I understand.” Bard nodded, his head finally bowing slightly. “Then what do we do next? Leave him alone?”

“Leaving him alone would do, including that Eternal Stone Slate fragment. Put it down too,” Beltira said in an aloof voice. “The war between Typhon and Anzu is nearing. We’ve prepared for hundreds of years for this day. We cannot let a disturbance result because of any issue.”

Bard nodded. “I understand.”

Beltira nodded lightly but then glanced at the squirming flesh and blood on Bard’s right shoulder. “When this arm of yours is done growing, go to Typhon, to the Quicksand Shore, to join the local congregation and head to the waters of the Sons of the Storm. The Archbishop arranged for you all to go help them as envoys of the Oblivion Association.”

“Sons of the Storm? Those believers of the God of Storms?” Bard frowned. “They rarely seek help from the outside world…”



“They’ve provoked the sea demons in the Eastern waters,” Beltira explained coolly.

Bard’s gaze turned serious. He did not say more, only lowered his head slightly to indicate his acceptance of the order.

Fierce winds rose once more. Withered fallen leaves spiraled and wrapped around Beltira’s figure. Her body gradually broke into bits and dissipated from bottom up in the whirlwind of fallen leaves. However, before her upper body disintegrated, her eyes landed on the broken sword at Bard’s waist. A slightly distorted voice came from the whirlwind. “Bard Wendell, your obsession with the past will block your path to the truth. If you wish to go further on the path of a withered priest, you’d best put down your sword…”

Beltira’s voice vanished with her figure. Only a gradually dissipating magical power was left behind. Bard stood before the falling leaves, only letting out a sneer after a long time; then he turned and slowly stepped into the depths of the forest.

Remnants of magical power wiped away the symbol of the Oblivion Association on the big rock. Finally, not a trace remained here.

……

New Cecil Territory.

Gawain ultimately decided to temporarily seal up the Eternal Stone Slate fragment and concentrate his attention on the construction of the territory.

The secret of the gods was indeed tempting; the truth that ‘the gods were dead’ was probably enough to rock the order of the entire world. However, Gawain had sobered up. This wasn’t a domain that he could engage and interfere with right now. Besides, this major truth was unable to bring any gains to him anytime soon.

The gods were dead; this truth was indeed appalling, yet it could only be appalling. So what if he was aware of this truth? In this world and era, before he had enough power, even if he’d grasped the laws of the universe, it would only be the mad claims of a mad person. He could not find anyone to tell this secret to, so much so that if he shared it, it would incur unnecessary attention and hostility. Thus, for the smooth and steady development of the territory, he chose to bury this matter at the bottom of his heart for now.
 

Putting the stone slate fragment away, Gawain brought out the rune logic materials that he had copied from Jenni Perot and prepared to continue with the learning and research that he had yet to complete previously.



However, not long after he settled down, the curtain of the tent was lifted by someone. — Sir Byron dashed in, and he was wearing an extremely odd expression.

There was nervousness but also surprise, but most of it was helplessness, embarrassment, and awkwardness.

Say, this wily old knight’s face was quite expressive.

“What has you in a flurry?” Gawain lifted his head and looked at the middle-aged knight. “Amber was beaten up by Rebecca? Or was Rebecca beaten up by Heidi?”
 

“Neither!” Sir Byron’s face was covered in bewilderment and discomfort. He rubbed his hands with force. “Lord, I… I’m afraid I can’t adopt that mute child anymore…”

“Can’t adopt?” Gawain paused his movement of flipping and reading the materials, fixing his gaze on Byron. “You can’t speak of that carelessly. You are a knight, and I was the one who witnessed it when you decided to adopt the child.”

“But… but that child…” The expression on Byron’s face was pure awkwardness. “She’s a girl!”

“Ha… Ah?”
Chapter 137: Pea

After hearing Byron’s words, Gawain was stunned as he asked, “Girl?”

“Yes…” Sir Byron was frowning so much that he nearly made an abstract face. “I only realized it when I was giving her a shower. I was truly shocked!”

Gawain’s brows trembled while looking at the middle-aged knight with a strange expression. “Don’t say that you have some opinions. That child is probably not even ten years old yet.”

Byron shook his head vigorously in response and said, “Impossible, impossible. I might have the background as a mercenary, but I am not vulgar. I feel that I am probably unable to adopt her…”

Gawain felt that this was rather interesting and wasn’t in a hurry to continue studying the information he had. Instead, he looked at the knight’s eyes and asked, “Why? Just because she is a female, so you think you cannot adopt her and let her be your successor? I didn’t think that you were a person with such an old-fashioned mindset.”

“Of course it isn’t because of that.” Byron had a wry expression as he explained, “She saved my life. It wouldn’t be a problem even if I have to pass down all my martial skills and wealth to her. But I am merely a boorish man… How can I bring up a girl properly? Originally, I thought she was a boy. Now, I truly don’t know what to do…”

Gawain put on a smile that didn’t look like a smile. But his vision suddenly looked across Sir Byron’s body and towards the entrance of the tent.

A skinny and petite figure was standing there.

Byron had also noticed something and was hesitant to turn back for a glance. As expected, he saw the little mute who had secretly followed him over here.
 

He… she had already showered and combed her hair; she had also changed into a clean shirt and a skirt made of rough cloth. But the scene of ‘a dirty and homeless child turning into a princess after a shower and a change of clothes’ didn’t happen on this child. It was still obvious that she was a girl, but she didn’t look significantly better than before. The long-term period of malnutrition and labor beyond her physical limits had made her look sickly. Her skin was rough, and her hair was like a bunch of dried up weeds that was put on her head, even after combing it. Her body was skinny, and her face was sunken in due to lack of nutrition. There wasn’t any part of her that looked cute.

She had run over here carelessly and had only realized that this place must not be barged in recklessly. She was standing at the entrance with a dazed expression while carefully putting her hands and legs together. Her face was filled with anxiety and helplessness.



She should have heard the conversation between Gawain and Byron.

“Your daughter is here to look for you.” Gawain laughed and looked at Byron. He then gestured to the mute girl at the entrance for her to come over.

“My Lord…” Byron called out helplessly but immediately saw the little mute walking towards him. Byron’s face rapidly turned awkward and uncomfortable. “Why… why did you follow me? Didn’t I tell you not to run around carelessly in this place?”

“Byron,” Gawain spoke. “I know that you feel this matter is hard to handle. But you cannot throw this child to the side. Since you promised to adopt her back then, that promise shouldn’t be restricted by any future conditions. Take good care of her.”

“I…” Byron opened his mouth but still nodded and said, “Yes, I understand.”

“If you encounter any trouble, you can seek help. The territory has plenty of people who know how to take care of children. Don’t be unwilling to put down your pride as a knight. In any case, I reckon that you don’t have such pride.” Gawain laughed and said, “This child didn’t just save you, she had also helped me. I was able to resolve the danger at Tanzan Town due to her great contributions. This child has brought good luck for our territory. We must not treat her unfairly.”

Sir Byron nodded and gave his consent. The little mute blinked her eyes to look at Gawain before looking at Byron again. She could understand their language, but she didn’t understand the profound contents like knight and territory; therefore, she looked like she was at a loss.

At this moment, Gawain suddenly asked, “Does she have a name?”

“Name?” Byron looked as though he had just realized this point. “That’s right. I still don’t know her name… I had panicked when I was taking care of her earlier.”

“She should already have a name, but it is a pity that she can’t talk. It is probable that none of us will be able to know what her name is.” Gawain looked at the little mute and asked, “Shall we give you a name?”

The mute child immediately used her hands to gesticulate, but Gawain and Byron were unable to understand her. After a struggle and a failed communication, the little mute suddenly said ‘uh ah’ and ran out of the tent.



Gawain and Byron looked at each other with dismay and decided to wait. A moment later, the child returned while panting.

She extended her hand in front of Gawain and there were peas within her hand.

A long time later, Gawain finally guessed the child’s meaning. “Are you saying that your name is Pea?”

The mute child nodded forcefully. One of her hands grabbed on the belt on her skirt while the other hand brought the peas forward a little more.

This time Byron was the one to react. “You don’t wish for a new name and wish to still be called ‘Pea’?”

The mute child nodded forcefully again.

“This name should be given to her by her parents. If it was a name given to her by the merchant who cut off her tongue, she wouldn’t view it with such importance.” Gawain guessed and said, “Pea, huh…? When the parents came up with the name, they probably wished that she would be able to stay full.”

While speaking, Gawain pressed down on Pea’s head. The sensation was truly like a bundle of weed.

“She might not know how to talk, but she can understand us. You will have to pay attention to your choice of words in the future and be a good role model for this child.” Gawain smiled and looked at Byron while suddenly recalling something. “That’s right, the purchasing of serfs and contact with the refugees at Tanzan Town is now being assisted by Viscount Andrew. You don’t need to personally supervise it now. Just hand it to some elite subordinates to handle the task. I have a new mission for you.”
  
After hearing there was a new mission, Sir Byron immediately straightened his body and had a stern expression.

“Don’t need to be so nervous. The mission is just within the territory. I want you to organize a team to explore the ancient fortress in the Dark Range.”



Byron asked curiously, “Are you preparing to make a comprehensive exploration?”

Gawain nodded and said, “Viscount Andrew dug out a shard of the Eternal Stone Slate from under the Tanzan Mine. I am getting increasingly worried about the ancient fortress in our territory. There isn’t a choice but to increase the pace.” Gawain then continued, “You have the background of a mercenary and should have some experience in terms of the exploration of ruins. Find some meticulous and courageous members, bring the best equipment, and investigate all the hallways and rooms in the top layers. Afterward, draw it into a map. I ask for speed. I ask for safety and details. I don’t wish to have any veteran soldiers dying in such a place and don’t wish for anything important to be missed out either. Understand?”

Byron stood straight and said, “Yes. Please be at ease. I am indeed experienced in this area and will not disappoint you.”

When Sir Byron left, Gawain had also walked out of the tent and looked at the territory that was developing day by day.

Not long before, this place was still just ‘camp’.

Winter was approaching; the weather was turning colder after each day, while the new Cecil territory was making progress on the right track. The first generation of the Magic Powered Engine (after Nicholas Egg’s adjustment and optimization, it had been transformed from a prototype machine into a functional machine) had already been officially revealed to the residents. It had a strange shape but was filled with extraordinary power. It was a machine operated by magic but could be controlled by normal people. Many people were so shocked that their eyes had dropped out. When it was put into operation, there were many serfs and commoners who looked at the machines with fearful eyes. They seemed to believe that the repulsion mechanisms and the shafts contained countless invisible little devils. They believed that the machine was operated by the little devils as they pushed the terrifyingly heavy steel. In the beginning, it was hard to even find operators; they had to use forceful methods in order to ensure that each machine had sufficient manpower to operate it…

But this ignorant and amusing phase only lasted for a very short period of time.

Under Gawain’s request, the territory had a system to ‘preach’ and ‘enlighten’. Every new matter, be it a new law or a new machine would be repeatedly preached and taught to the residents. Gawain was determined to eliminate ignorant and uneducated people on this land. As such, in just a few days, everyone knew that these machines were actually a brand new type of magic device. The thing that allowed a normal person to control the machine wasn’t deviltry that would extract a person’s soul and flesh, but the result of intelligence and technology.

Gawain had emphasized in the propaganda that ‘normal people’ were involved in the development team of the machine. He had intentionally carved the name of all the craftsmen involved in the early-phase development on the machine’s surface. Furthermore, these craftsmen were normally living together with everyone. Because of this, they had received countless commendations and gazes of amazement. Gawain’s reward was the invigorated spirits of the serfs and the commoners who were normally numbed and ignorant.

In the territory now, one could see the normal residents walking around with smiles on their faces.

With the surging force of the Magic Powered Engine, all the fundamental production in the territory had a drastic boost in speed.



The mines were using the Magic Powered Engine to pull the ore carts, to extract the water seepage, allowing the supply of ores to become stable. Right now, the only thing that restricted the supply was the uneven path from the mines to the steelworks. Gawain had already ordered a path to be built, and with the support from Heidi’s magic, smoothing out and constructing a simple path wasn’t difficult.

The machining factory also had shocking progress in production. The metal-ball alien’s cheat code was actually much more effective than Gawain imagined. All of the simple lathes that Gawain could think of were produced through sleepless days. Had it not been for the rune furnace that had energy supply from the Magic Web and a sufficient supply of ores, the entire steel reserve might not have been able to keep up with Nicholas Egg’s consumption rate.

The brick-kiln yard already used the simple molding machines from the machining factory, while the ‘cement’ Rebecca had been researching finally had initial progress. A bonding material that had a certain standard of strength had been produced by her. There were still big problems with the production rate and the yield rate, but Gawain could already consider allowing the territory to upgrade from the wooden huts and tents into ‘hard-material houses’…

As such material construction developed, the greatest problem was the shortage of talent.

Labor wasn’t a problem as the land developed by the territory wasn’t going to expand for now. However, due to the constant production of new machines and new technology, there weren’t enough talented people to maintain and continue to make advancements.

Technological advancement couldn’t just rely on a few individuals to complete. There might be a few geniuses who could create things that could change the era with just a hint of inspiration, but in order to generalize these things and form a sustainable production chain, a large number of middle- to low-level technological personnel was required.

However, within the group of 100, there weren’t a lot of ‘geniuses’; there weren’t even talents.

Not every unorthodox individual shunned by society was a genius. Most of the time, they were shunned by society due to their low emotional quotient (EQ). However, the lack of EQ wouldn’t mean the person would have more intelligence elsewhere.
 

Gawain might have mentioned that ‘the territory welcomes unorthodox people’ or something like that, but it was more to boost the morale for himself and people of his kind. He knew that it wasn’t practical to expect the king to provide one hundred revolutionary people; however, the fact showed that among the 100 individuals, apart from Jenni who had great value and a few good prospects, the rest of the people were mostly mediocre. They might be able to do their original work, but nothing more could be requested from them.

I wonder how many intellectual individuals Viscount Andrew can find for me… When considering this era’s education level, I cannot expect too much.

Right at this moment, a shout not far away had interrupted Gawain’s thoughts.



“Lord Ancestor~! Lord Ancestor~!” Rebecca was shouting and running over here. As she ran, she swung her signature metal staff while the other hand swung a large roll of paper.

When Gawain saw the young lady’s metal staff, he subconsciously thought, ‘Is she going to use her staff to test if her old ancestor is still alive?’
 

Subsequently, he saw that Jenni was following behind Rebecca. That runemaster was holding even more scrolls, and she had a particularly hard time chasing after Rebecca. While Jenni ran, she was calling out to Rebecca and asking Rebecca to slow down.

Gawain finally heaved a sigh of relief. ‘It seems like Rebecca isn’t here to murder her ancestor…’

When the duo arrived in front of him, Gawain looked at his great great n+1 granddaughter with curiosity and said, “Slow down. Slow down and catch your breath. What’s wrong?”

“I—we studied the rogue mage’s notes and… and those rune arrangements.” Rebecca was panting and took a deep breath before saying, “Afterward, we managed to calculate the Magic Web’s unlimited expanding structure!!”
Chapter 138: The Power of Calculation

“The Magic Web’s unlimited expanding structure?” After listening to a chain of terms that suddenly popped out from Rebecca’s mouth, Gawain was a little confused as he asked, “Have you mentioned this to me previously?”

“I am not the one that mentioned it. You are the one that mentioned it! Have you forgotten about it?” Rebecca was brandishing her staff around as she said (to be honest, Gawain was really worried that Rebecca’s hand might slip, and the magic staff would smash on his head), “Didn’t you mention to me before to make the Magic Web more extensive, more expandable, and to make it easier to lay down and reduce the units? I have been constantly thinking about this matter but didn’t have any results for a long time, until recently…”

As Rebecca spoke, she pointed at the panting Jenni and said, “Didn’t Jenni arrive just recently? And she even brought over the rogue mage’s earlier research information. I was finally able to comprehend the entire system. Lord Ancestor, do you know? The rogue mage’s notebook can only be considered a portion of the result. The Magic Web written on it was just the second half of the theory. Without the first half of the deduction process and construction principle, we could only use a very silly method to make an ‘imitation’ of the Magic Web. The information that Jenni possessed was the rogue mage’s entire logic of the initial construction of those basic runes…”

Rebecca might seem to be silly and dim-witted normally, but once there was a mention about her specialized domain, she would be able to blab constantly. Gawain knew that this young lady would surely continue talking until the next meal; therefore, he quickly interrupted her, “Stop, stop, stop. I understand your meaning. You are saying you have finally gathered all the theory and finally grasped the principle knowledge of the Magic Web’s arrangement, and it isn’t just a slavish copy, right? I understand what you are saying. Let me take a look at the unlimited expanding structure you said.”

“Let’s go inside to see. There are plenty of scrolls!” Rebecca hooked onto Gawain’s arm and walked towards the tent. While walking, she turned back and shouted to Jenni, “You come too! Most of the calculations were done by you!”

Inside Gawain’s tent, Rebecca had an excited expression as she opened up the scrolls of paper that Jenni brought over. She laid them out in sequence on the entire table before finally opening her large-sized sheet of paper and placing it in the middle.

The papers were filled with calculation formulas, diagrams, and summaries of the logical processes. It used a cautious and unbelievable logical method to repeatedly optimize and organize the basic runes. Each paper could be seen with dense lines and diagrams, and even though Gawain had substantial knowledge on magic, he still felt dizzy at the first glance. But when Rebecca laid out the final piece of paper, all the complicated calculations and connections had been simplified.

On it, there was the most fundamental unit diagram; it was a hexagon of symmetrical structure. It was formed with an eight-rune combination: six runes would form the frame, while two would be situated in the interior. Its simplicity and elegance had reached an unbelievable degree. Just a mere glance of it had attracted Gawain’s eyes to it.

“This…”
 

“This is the Magic Web’s most fundamental unit.” Rebecca’s eyes were sparkling. “Before completing all the possible optimizations and simplifications, I realized that the Magic Web only requires eight runes to carry out the basic replenishing and output functions, while there is only one interference bond in the interior. As such, every ‘unit’ would have an extremely low interference threshold, and when more of such units are connected, the interference would actually decrease. Take a look, it is symmetrical and complements the sides, so…”

Gawain wasn’t listening to the rest of the things that Rebecca was saying. In front of his eyes, there was a stunning scene that belonged to the future…



This hexagon unit could be expanded and extended. Using its symmetrical structure, countless hexagons could be connected into a honeycomb shape. It could be laid down anywhere — factories, cities, activity areas. This grand energy source design had finally gotten rid of the restrictions of a ‘magic circle’. After Rebecca and Jenni’s days and nights of optimizations, it had turned into a fundamental unit and had become the most impressive magic phenomenon.

The Magic Web could finally become a Magic ‘Web’.

“How do we solve the problem of replacing ‘Magic Web 1’ with this structure?” Gawain immediately asked a very practical question.

Magic Web 1 and Magic Web 2 that used the same model were currently operating for the steel works and the brick-kiln yard. There was another small-scale ‘Prototype Magic Web’ that was supplying force for the Magic Powered Engine at the mines. The old model of the Magic Web might be ‘old’, but it had only been operating for a few months. Rebecca could have come up with a more advanced ‘Honeycomb Magic Web’, but it wouldn’t be worth it to directly replace the old models of the Magic Web. It was a huge expenditure for both the manpower and resources of the territory.

“Don’t worry, I have already thought it through.” Rebecca obviously wasn’t worried as she said, “The hexagon structure might be entirely different from the previous Magic Webs, but it is practically sliced out from the old Magic Webs and transformed. The two models could be directly connected, and it would only require a slight modification of the rune arrangements at the connections. Jenni is a grade-four runemaster. This would be her specialty.”

Gawain nodded with satisfaction and said, “Very good. From now on, all the Magic Webs in the territory would use the new ‘Honeycomb Magic Web’ as a basic structure… But there is something I need to verify. Is it safe?”

At this moment, Gawain’s mind emerged with an extremely severe hidden danger of the ‘Magic Web’s collapse’.

Rebecca might have found the method to simplify and transform the Magic Web, allowing it to expand indefinitely and even connect with other Magic Webs; this would allow it to possess expansion capabilities, but this was definitely the greatest hidden danger. When all the Magic Webs were connected, it would mean that all the risks were connected. Massive amounts of magic would surge from this structure that could be expanded without limits. Once there was a problem… the berserk magic might spread through the entire Magic Web and destroy all the magical devices that were connected!

On Earth, there were various circuit breakers, voltage stabilizers, and other safety devices to ensure the safety of the electrical network. Therefore, Gawain immediately associated it with the Magic Web and thought it might require similar safety measures too.

When Rebecca heard Gawain’s question, she was stunned and had a wide-open mouth for a long time before she replied, “Ahh… I didn’t think of that before…”

Immediately after, she had a worshiping face as she said, “Lord Ancestor is truly incredible! Why is it that even when new things are designed, it seems like you have already seen it operating for dozens of years and would be able to think of such practical questions?”


  
“Cough, cough… An old man’s experience, old man’s experiences.” Gawain coughed awkwardly and shifted the topic back on track. “Think about how to settle the safety issue of the web. The Honeycomb Magic Web would allow a free flow of magic and relies on the Magic Web’s equilibrium and leaking mechanism to ensure stabilized magic. But once a portion of the ‘unit’ loses equilibrium, the excessive amount of magic would exceed what the unit could withstand. It might just instantly burn up all of the neighboring units and cause a vicious cycle…”

Rebecca stared with wide eyes as though she was frightened by the possible outcome. Jenni frowned and tried her best to consider before saying, “Why don’t we… limit the size of the Magic Web and split it into sections.”

“Then we will lose the value of this honeycomb structure.” Gawain shook his head and said, “This honeycomb structure is to allow the Magic Web to expand and connect limitlessly.”

Rebecca looked at Gawain curiously and asked, “What is Lord Ancestor’s opinion?”

Gawain looked at the honeycomb unit on his table and suddenly asked, “How do you connect two of such honeycomb units?”

“Just connect them directly.” Rebecca nodded as though it was expected and said, “When two runes are placed together, it will increase the transfer efficiency to the highest rate.”

“Make the connection weaker.” The knowledge in this world didn’t seem to have a suitable solution. Gawain could only seek assistance from his previous life’s thoughts. “We can add on a partition… A connection made with black stone should have a good effect. Black stones are magic-guiding materials but have a weak tolerance. Once the magic waves are too intense, it will shatter.”

“You are saying to isolate each honeycomb unit with other units? Adding a ‘buffer material’ made with black stones in the middle?” Rebecca scratched her head and said, “But the black stones’ magic guidance rate isn’t good, and it will probably reduce the entire Magic Web’s efficiency by 25% or more…”

“In exchange, you would have safety. Even if a few units go out of control, they would be automatically excluded from the main web and wouldn’t endanger other things,” Gawain explained. “As for the lower efficiency… When the units are connected in large quantities, it will compensate for the loss of efficiency. Furthermore, this is only a preliminary solution. There will definitely be better solutions in the future.”

While speaking, Gawain laughed and said, “The current Magic Webs are still very primitive. Even after adding the honeycomb structure, it will still be primitive. It is directly extracting energy from the environment, and the magic-powered devices would directly receive the energy from the Magic Web. There isn’t any safety cushion in between. There isn’t any stable flow. There aren’t any measurements, and they don’t have any ‘guiding channels’. The energy consumption devices are directly placed on the Magic Web. Don’t you think that such a connection method deserves to be improved?”

Rebecca nodded pensively. Jenni wasn’t very used to such a conversation method with complete equality where everyone could voice their opinions. As such, she was obviously very reserved, but the flash in her eyes had proven that she was considering Gawain’s words.



“This is a new creation, and its development journey is still very long.” Gawain didn’t ask the two young ladies to understand the problems that might only happen a long time later. He said, “Take it slow. There isn’t a need to hurry. The two of you have accomplished great things this time. What kind of reward do you wish for?”
 

“I wish to change to a new crystal for my magic staff!” Rebecca wouldn’t possibly reserve herself with her ancestor grandfather. She immediately brandished her metal staff happily and said, “Look, the crystal on the magic staff is already very old!”

Gawain took a glance and immediately noticed that the crystal embedded on the tip of the metal staff was indeed very old. It wasn’t just dim, it also lacked several edges. Even the fixed supports for the crystal were obviously out of shape…

This was only possible if someone used the metal staff as a goddamned war hammer, right?!

Gawain’s brows jolted and wanted to persuade his little granddaughter to not change the crystal. Why didn’t she look for Nicholas Egg at the machining factory to get a spike and weld on three large square beams for her to use? However, he thought that since this young lady had contributed greatly and her mage-like aura could only be detected from that piece of crystal, he sighed in his heart before saying, “The treasure vault has a piece of fire elemental core. It was obtained from the Gondor Empire back then. You can take it and ask the rune craftsmen to process it before fixing it on the staff.”

Subsequently, he looked at Jenni and asked, “What about you? What kind of reward do you wish for?”
 

Jenni instantly shrank her neck and replied, “I—I’m just doing what I’m supposed to do… I don’t dare to ask for a reward…”

“Are you still not adapting to this place?” Gawain laughed and said, “In this place, all contributions are valued and will be rewarded. It isn’t related to your birth and status. I heard Rebecca saying that you are the one that did all the main calculations.”

“I…” Jenni hesitated and finally said, “I hope you can include the name of Mister Ravencrest in the list of contributors for the honeycomb-shaped Magic Web… Because the most important formulas were all created by him.”

“Of course.”
Chapter 139: Proper Path

After the discussion of the Honeycomb Magic Web and also the promise of ‘rewards’, Gawain didn’t ask Rebecca and Jenni to leave. Instead, he took out some of the blueprints he had drawn recently. Using his own understanding, he had made a summary and calculations for the ‘logic of runes’.

Rebecca’s attention had been drawn to Gawain’s blueprints while Jenni immediately noticed Gawain’s calculations. The latter was astonished as she widened her eyes and asked, “Are these all done by you?”

“When I had nothing to do during my spare time, I would study the information that you provided to me and attempt to form my own rune arrangement.” Gawain laughed and nodded before saying, “In terms of magic theory, I am still at the fundamental level.”

“This… this isn’t a problem about the fundamentals.” Jenni looked at Gawain’s conclusion with disbelief and said, “These calculation methods and… the writing habits. Have you already had access to these things previously?”

“During the Gondor Empire period, there were plenty of contributions in terms of mathematical sciences. Of course, the logic of runes had yet to be developed,” Gawain casually elaborated, while only he knew about the actual situation. He might not have had any contact with rune logic previously, but the mathematical ideology of his previous life was still around. Even if the formulas were different, the logic and method of calculation would still be applicable. As of now, the rune logic formulas that Jenni came up with were rather simple. As such, it wasn’t difficult for Gawain to make calculations with these formulas by using his experience.

When Gawain noticed that Jenni still wanted to ask questions, he quickly changed the topic to the next phase. “Let’s take a look at these things first.”

“Is this the ‘second-generation Magic Powered Engine’ that you mentioned previously? Something called the rotor-type engine…” Rebecca flipped through the blueprints and said, “I have never seen this before… This magic circle seems to be of the fire element?”

“It is the Scorching Ray magic circle. Grade-two magic that could release a focused heat ray from the magic circle,” Gawain explained. “This is merely low-grade magic and is even one grade lower than Large Fireball… You have never seen it before?”

“I have never seen it before.” Rebecca shook her head and said, “Back then, Aunt Heidi had taught me the Scorching Ray’s spell mold. She felt that the spell was similar to Fireball and thought I might be able to learn it. As a result, my head hurt when I learned this magic and had a mental trauma. Afterward, whenever I tried to learn how to turn this spell mold into a magic circle, I would always fall asleep during the lecture…”
 

Gawain was dumbstruck as he looked at his great-granddaughter who spoke about her dark history in a straightforward matter.

This so-called Scorching Ray wasn’t a profound spell. In Gawain’s opinion, the ability to shoot out a Scorching Ray had a truly eye-catching effect, but it was actually a grade-two magic and was just one grade superior to the grade-one Small Fireball. Rebecca had used her tenacious spirit to forcefully learn the Large Fireball and became a ‘grade-three mage’. Logically, Scorching Ray shouldn’t be a problem for her. However, in a world filled with people of extraordinary talents, the so-called spellcasting talent was determined by the heavens. For a mage who relied on individual capability to cast spells, even if there was a natural law in spellcasting, no matter how hard a person worked, it would be useless.



Overworking would only cause pain in their heads.

To just give an extra note. Rebecca might only know the ‘Fireball’ spell, but she could actually say that she knew two spells. If she used less magic, it would be the Small Fireball spell, and if she used more magic, it would be the Large Fireball spell. One spell was grade one and the other spell was grade three. The spell mold was almost the same, but the latter would require more magic and greater focus to control. Rebecca was innately able to record only one spell mold, and that spell mold just happened to be Fireball. As such, there wasn’t a problem if she said she knew two spells…

Gawain had a feeling if this young lady continued on her proper talent, she would probably create a nuclear fusion…

“Lord Ancestor, why are you looking at me like that?” Rebecca had finished reading the blueprints and lifted her head up to ask curiously, “Could it be that you are preparing to create this rotor-type Magic Powered Engine?”

“When creating complex magic-powered machines or high-grade magical tools, our great problem is ‘interference’.” Gawain talked about the things he had been considering recently, “When the magic circles are in operation, the energy flow in between the runes would produce interference. Two neighboring magic circles would also have interference. High-grade magical tools had complicated magic circles and many runes, causing greater interference. This is also the main problem why there are rarely any finished magical tools, and they are mostly very expensive. Since a long time ago, traditional mages haven’t been able to resolve this problem. This is also the most important reason why extraordinary items aren’t generalized.”

Jenni looked at the calculation formulas written by Gawain and had a sudden enlightenment before she revealed a pensive expression.

Gawain continued to talk, “We have already discussed the rotor-type engine previously. Its only problem is interference, and there are too many Repulsion magic circles. They are arranged symmetrically. Therefore, interference is inevitable. There isn’t a choice but to give up for now. But this heat-ray magic circle…”

“The heat-ray magic circles wouldn’t have any interference problems, right?” Rebecca wasn’t really sure as she said, “I might not know how to cast the spell, but I know that such magic circles are already very common. Many mages like to set up such traps in their mage towers. The firepower is good, and it wouldn’t blow up the surrounding things, unlike Fireball. It could also accurately eliminate intruders…”

Gawain waved his hand and said, “That’s right. Heat-ray magic circles are already in use, but that is with traditional mages carving them on expensive magic-guiding bases to ‘solve’ the interference problem. But I plan to draw it on the very-cheap copper base. The runes’ materials will be the even-cheaper quartz sand and blood-tree resin. Therefore, there is the problem of interference again.”
  
Jenni had also vaguely guessed Gawain’s meaning and said, “You wish to lower its cost. But if the magic circle is drawn on inferior magic-guiding materials, it would cause all of the runes’ grade to be suppressed by the materials, causing the effective power to be reduced. In order to ensure the magic circle’s operation, there wouldn’t be a choice but to increase the number of runes to increase the effective power. But in the minds of many traditional mages, more runes would mean a higher chance of interference being produced.”

“That’s right,” Gawain spoke unhurriedly. “Drawing the magic circles on low-grade base materials or using inferior materials to create the runes would cause the runes’ ‘effective power’ to be reduced. Therefore, it is necessary to increase the number of runes to ensure that the magic circle would function with its original effects. However, more runes would mean a higher rate of interference, causing a collapse. Traditional mages solve this problem by carving the magic circles on expensive high-grade materials using the most simplified magic-circle structure to achieve the objective… They are used to using such methods to avoid interference as they didn’t have a lack of money.”



Rebecca said, “But Lord Ancestor has been working hard on making extraordinary items… What was that term again?”

Gawain looked at Rebecca with a praising expression and said, “Low-cost mass production.”

Subsequently, he said, “All of the problems come from the magic’s characteristic ‘interference’. The magic circles’ interference is actually the stumbling block that is affecting low-cost mass production. It directly pulls up the cost of many magical tools that should be of low cost. It has also directly caused many of my designed machines to be unable to operate. But now… we have the method to eliminate interference.”

“The method is to use the rune logic’s calculation!” Jenni was engrossed. She had studied rune patterns for many years, but she would only design magic circles to complete the tasks given by her master. This was the first time she realized the true value of these mathematical tools. “Traditional mages believe that more runes in the magic circle would cause more interference and lead to the collapse of the magic circle. But in fact, we are able to calculate using the formulas so that the increase in runes won’t cause interference. On the contrary, more runes would actually increase the magic circle’s ability to resist interference. The thing that causes interference is when runes are arranged in a specific way that could produce ‘interference bonds’. But the interference from the interference bonds increases exponentially and would be far beyond the ability to resist interference that is produced by the increase of runes. As such, everyone assumed that if there were more runes in the magic circle, it would be unstable…”

Gawain laughed very heartily. “That’s right. With the rune logic, we wouldn’t need to research trial-and-error methods like those traditional mages. We don’t have to rely on luck and their unreliable experience to design the magic circles. Just like the rotor-type magic-powered engine that I designed previously, we can simply make some slight adjustments to each of the Repulsion magic circles’ rune arrangement or even redesign it to reduce the interference bonds. We can also use the same method to draw those magic circles that originally needed expensive magic-guiding materials and draw them on cheap copper bases. We can make it so cheap that everyone can use it!”

“Everyone can use it…” Jenni was obviously frightened by these words. “Is it possible?”

Gawain asked in return, “Why is it not possible? Even the workers at the brick-kiln yard and the mines are using the Magic Powered Engine. Isn’t the Magic Powered Engine a kind of magical tool?”

Jenni was instantly speechless.

“So you want us to calculate these things?” Rebecca looked at the blueprint Gawain had taken out and revealed an excited expression. “Ah, I can see that you have specially put marks beside the magic circles that state the base material and the runes materials’ cost range… You want to make the magic circles activate on such cheap base materials? It seems like it would be very challenging!”
 

“Are you confident?” Gawain smiled and asked.

Rebecca puffed her chest out and said, “Very!”



Jenni smiled with a shy and reserved expression and said, “I will work hard and will not disappoint you.”

The two young ladies then left with a whole bunch of new blueprints and information. Gawain relaxed and allowed his upper body to lean on the backrest of the chair while allowing his thoughts to float.

He was thinking that he had finally found a way for normal people to enter the mystical domain, a proper path.
 

He had also grasped the method for this world’s ‘magic’ to be utilized to the greatest efficiency.

The ‘imaginative’ characteristic of magic was the greatest assistance for his odd and wonderful ideas to turn into reality at rapid speed!

In a world without magic, a concept might need a few years or a few dozen years or a few generations of hard work to make it into reality. The difficult tool production and improvement process would have taken up a large portion of the time. However, in the world with magic, the entire process was greatly shortened. Almost all of the time, it was done with the mind and the blueprints. If a mage could calculate quickly, precisely, the moment the spell mold was completed, the spell would become ‘something’ that could be utilized in reality. Even if the magic only belonged to them temporarily, the ‘sense of reality’ of the magic had already been proven.

What Gawain wanted to achieve was to make all of those magic into Magic Powered Engines, heat-ray guns, crystal bombs, Honeycomb Magic Webs…
Chapter 140: Byron Takes a Big Risk And a New Guest

Ancient ruins hibernated in the darkness. A thousand years’ time could not erode the sturdy man-made construction materials, but it ate away the human auras that had once existed here. A cold yet humid air was entrenched in these corridors and rooms that had seen much of the changes in human life. There was neither vitality nor lifelessness in the air.

Such an atmosphere had lasted for such a long time until outsiders broke it.

Magic crystals illuminated the way ahead with the bright light they emitted. The fully armored Cecil combat squad trod in the depths of the corridor. They were cautious and intent as if standing ready to respond to the monsters that would lunge out from the darkness — despite the biggest living creatures that they had seen since entering the ruins being a few mice.

Sir Byron walked right at the front of the squad, while a soldier behind him held an oil lamp — in the situation where there were bright magic crystals, the oil lamp wasn’t of much use for illumination. Its main function was to raise an early warning when there was an oxygen deficit in the surroundings as well as to react when dark shadows and unclean things appeared around them.

According to Gawain’s orders, they had gone deep into these ancient ruins in the mountains. It was already their second day moving about the ruins. There still wasn’t much change to the things they’d seen along the way; there were nothing but neatly planned and astonishingly spacious corridors and empty rooms. This constructed structure in the mountains seemed to be very complicated at first, but after exploring for a period of time, one would be able to grasp the regularity — this facility clearly wasn’t designed to make a person lose his way.

But regardless of how uninteresting the things they’d seen on the way were, Byron carried out the drawing of the map and labeling of the rooms with due diligence.

The radiance of the magic crystal shone into a dark room. Byron and company arrived at the end of the corridor temporarily labeled as ‘Third Long Corridor’. The soldiers advanced in an alert formation. After confirming the safety of the room, they set up sentry at the entrance, preparing to take a break here.

Exploring in the dark ancient ruins was something that consumed effort considerably. The physical exertion when walking was nothing, but groping about in the dark was quite a test of a person’s spirit. The soldiers here this time were experienced veterans with excellent will, but they still needed timely rest in order to continue on.

After inspecting all danger factors, the soldiers encamped in the empty space in a corner of the room. They placed the magic crystals around them to provide illumination and then brought out their respective field rations and drinking water, making the best use of the time to eat and replenish their strength. Meanwhile, Byron sat beside a piece of magic crystal, looking at the map in his hands by the light.
 

The areas that had been explored up to now were labeled on this hand-drawn map. As the corridors and rooms were arranged very regularly, the map was very clear and easy to understand. Though the three-dimensional interior of the facility caused a certain inconvenience to the map drawing, the problem could be solved by drawing a two-dimensional view of each level alone on the paper.

Byron who was once a mercenary was well-versed in that.



“Your Excellency, it doesn’t seem like there’s anything on this level,” a veteran reported beside him. “Everything of use has been cleared out.”

“Things of value are often in places that are even deeper,” Byron replied and pointed to a spot on the map. “According to the prior regular pattern, this should be the big staircase that leads to the next level. We’ll head this way later.”

“Yes.”

Byron placed his attention back on the map and casually swept a glance at the oil lamp that just had its lampshade opened up. The bright flame was still burning well and quivered slightly because of the gentle wind.

Hold on… Wind?

Why would there be wind in a ruin in the mountains that was completely enclosed? The vent holes wouldn’t create such a big air current, would they?

The vigilance cultivated in him during his time as a mercenary made Byron hold onto this detail. He immediately closed the map and then wet his finger with saliva for a proper feel — there really was wind.

“There are air currents here,” he immediately alerted. “Light a few more lamps and split up to look around. There should be more than one exit in this room.”

The soldiers immediately took action and started to search for secret doors and gears in the room. Soon, they discovered an anomaly.

At the end of the room, there was an obvious depressed rectangle on a wall that resembled a door, and beside the sunken spot was a heap of decayed junk piled up — they were wooden shelves and scrap steel that had gone through a thousand years of weathering.

Previously, the room had been dimly-lit. Moreover, similar pits in the walls and piles of junks could be seen everywhere in this ruin — most were scraps left over after the equipment was dismantled; thus, the soldiers hadn’t paid attention to them at all.



However, there were air currents blowing out from this spot. Evidently, it was connected to the outside.

Byron ordered soldiers to clear the pile of junk. As a result, a metal piece that was half-buried in the wall was uncovered. It was a cylinder with a diameter of less than half a meter. It stood perpendicular to the ground, with half of it buried in the wall, while complicated patterns covered the exposed portion. Its upper part was even a surface sloping downwards — clearly, it couldn’t be used as a tabletop to shelve items.

“What is this?” A soldier stared curiously at that metal cylinder, a nervous look on his face. “Don’t tell me it’s a trap…”

“No,” Byron shook his head while, at the same time, recalling some general knowledge that Gawain had explained to him, “according to the Duke, articles with such outer appearances are usually used this way…”

As he spoke, he placed his hand on the slanted surface on the top of the metal object, but the latter did not react at all.

There wasn’t the least bit of embarrassment on Byron’s face. “Of course, the majority of the things here are unusable. After all, they would spoil with the passage of time. This is common sense.”
  
A soldier reminded thoughtlessly. “Your Excellency, remove your glove and give it a try?”

Byron’s old face wasn’t red at all. He even glared at this brainless soldier. “Then you come and try it!”

The other party proved himself to be a soldier trained by Byron; he wasn’t modest at all. Pulling off his glove, he placed his hand on the slanted surface like Byron had done earlier.

In the next second, the complicated patterns on the surface of the metal object began to shimmer. At the same time, minor quaking came from somewhere. As a stunned look appeared on that soldier’s face, Byron heard a slightly distorted and unusually stiff voice from the metal object. “Checking… Sample examiner… Stabilization period… Entry permitted… Opening isolation door…”

Then, accompanied by the creaking sound of ancient machinery operating, the sunken area on the wall really shrunk inwards and revealed a passageway that was previously hidden!



Everyone stared at one another, gaping.

“I—I didn’t do anything.” The soldier hastily retracted his hand, looking nervous and helpless. “All of you were watching.”

Byron looked at the dark passageway behind the door. He suddenly pulled off his glove and also put his hand on the metal slanted surface.

The metal device lit up similarly and an old-fashioned, distorted voice quickly came from it. “Checking… Sample examiner… Stabilization period… Entry permitted… Isolation door is already open.”

“Me too?” Byron was dumbfounded; then he frowned and casually picked a soldier. “You, come and give it a try!”

This soldier followed suit in resting his hand on the device. Then, what happened next was exactly the same: The metal device lit up, and a sound came from it, informing that he was allowed to enter.

Could it be that as long as it was a human putting his hand on it, he would be able to pass the test?

“It’s most likely damaged…” After testing another two soldiers in a row, Byron heaved a light sigh of relief. “It’s something so ancient after all.”

A soldier asked cautiously. “Your Excellency, the inside, do we still…?”

“Go in and take a look.” Byron still wore a prudent look, but he was already jumping for joy at heart. As an ex-mercenary who’d wandered through remnants of all sizes in the southern borders and had yet to fail, he seemed to have sensed the smell of good stuff. “After searching for so long, there’s finally some findings!”

……



While Byron and company continued to tread deeper into the remnants in the mountains, a new guest also stepped onto the Cecil clan’s new territory.

This was a young woman with a lithe figure. She wore a thin gauze dress that didn’t look to be of Anzu style; long hair hung loosely behind her. A lilac veil covered her face, only leaving a pair of bright and lively eyes outside. She walked with poise into the Cecil territory just like that: past the sentries, past the camp’s (actually, it was now a small town) gates, weaving through the neat wooden huts.

The residents of the Cecil territory walked back and forth and busied around her, but every person paid no heed to her.
 

The woman wearing a veil walked so naturally, observing with curious eyes this town that theoretically only had a few months of history. Those orderly wooden huts could already be considered qualified town constructions in other places — after all, in most places in this era, the housing conditions of civilians might not even be able to compare with these huts. Yet in reality, these huts were still obviously ‘transitional buildings’. On both sides of the town’s main road, houses were undergoing demolition and reconstruction everywhere. Those houses had a compacted foundation and were built using bricks, evidently the next-generation housing in this small town.

An odd noise came from a distance. The woman wearing a mask looked over following the noise and found that it was coming from a workshop where smoke and dust were rising from. She walked over curiously and pushed open the door. She was stunned by the sight.

It turned out that this was a place for baking bricks, but two strange-looking machines were placed under the rain canopy in the middle of the yard. One of them had an obvious magic response. It spun under the drive of some magical mechanism and used a powerful rotation shaft to spur on another machine connected to it, and that machine was continuously compressing the mixture of mud and silt into well-defined and firm bricks. Not only was the efficiency of these two machines astonishing, they clearly did not require complex controls — just two civilians dressed in denim clothing watched from the side, whereas more people were busy carrying those bricks that were swiftly taking form onto carts and pushing them to the rows of furnace kilns, which were much bigger than the average brick kilns, neatly lined up on the other side of the yard.

Those two large-scale magic equipment… What were they?

Magical mechanism? But where was the mage controlling them? Who was infusing magical power into them? Who was regulating their flow of magical power? Who was controlling their speed and start or stop?
 

It couldn’t be those two laymen with not one bit of magical power on them, could it?

At the mention of that… it seemed like magical power could be pervasively sensed here. That was really odd. Was this entire territory constructed on a magic focal point?

The veiled woman knitted her good-looking brows. She was really tempted to disassemble those two machines for a look. However, if she were to do something so out of line, no level of stealth or mental-nudge spells would help. Thus, she could only shake her head regrettably, leave the courtyard, and close the door.



And just then, a seemingly familiar voice that was full of vigor suddenly came from behind her. “Ah! Who are you?!”
Chapter 141: The Heretic Cult Believer’s Identity

Hearing the voice behind her, the veiled woman turned around. She saw a half-elf with pointy ears standing not far out. The latter was hugging a big bag of roasted beans in her arms, crunching on them while watching her in suspicion.

“You can… see me?” The woman wearing a veil — Melita Ponia — looked at this half-elf, whom she happened to have met once, in slight surprise. She naturally remembered her; as a high-ranking agent of Mithril Vault, her memory was exceptional. Hence, she could also clearly recall the combat ability of this half-elf guard. A half-elf who was barely stronger than a goose could actually see her so easily?

“Is it very difficult to see you?” Amber crunched and chewed on the roasted beans. Till now, she had yet to remember who this veiled woman — whose style was different from the entire camp — was, so she looked full of curiosity. “Say who exactly are you? A pedlar? This place finally has traders who are willing to come?”

No one knew how she associated the person before her to a trader…

“Trader… If you must put it that way, it doesn’t seem wrong either.” Melita smiled and withdrew her concealing-effect as well as mental-hint spell. It was also fortunate that there was no one else around; otherwise, if the residents coming and going saw a person appear out of thin air on the streets, it would probably cause another commotion. “You are Duke Gawain Cecil’s guard? Please show the way. I’m here to discuss matters with him.”

“Oh (crunch crunch), okay.” Amber threw another two roasted beans into her mouth, then walked to Melita, and stretched out her hand. “(crunch crunch) Three copper coins.”

Melita was instantly stunned. “Why?”

“Fee for leading the way (crunch crunch).”

“…Are you interested in coming to work at the Mithril Vault?”
 

“Ha?” Amber immediately faltered for a moment but then was reminded by the term ‘Mithril Vault’. She was struck by a sudden thought and put a distance of a few meters between herself and Melita all at once. “Ah! Mithril Vault! I remember now! I’ve met you previously!”

“It’s me.” Melita smiled. She found this half-elf rather interesting. Every startled reaction of hers was so exaggerated that it left a deep impression. “Your feudal lord invited me here. So do you still want the fee for showing the way?”



“Psh, I thought I could earn a sum of extra income. — Being a lackey for that old dumpling, yet I can’t even earn some errand fees. What a loss,” Amber complained in a low voice and then waved her hand. “Alright, alright. Come with me. I’ll bring you to him.”

Under Amber’s lead, Melita arrived in the depths of the territory very quickly. She saw a huge tent standing in the middle of the empty space although a foundation had been built beside the empty space. A large number of bricks, wood, and rocks were piled aside, like they were preparing to build a big house.

“He’s in the tent. At this time, I think he has yet to take his afternoon nap.” Amber strode towards the tent on wide steps. “Wait outside for a moment. I’ll go in to inform him.”

Moments later, Melita heard the half-elf’s unconcerned voice from the tent. “Gawain! The agent called My Little Pony is here for you!”

Melita frowned in confusion. Why were the pronunciations of that fellow and the people around him all so strange?

Gawain had been awaiting this agent’s visit for many days, and she was finally here today. Miss Agent was dressed about the same as she had the previous time — wearing a gauze dress in a peculiar style, a lilac veil covering her face, her disposition mysterious and elegant.

Amber had seen this agent strolling near the brick-kiln yard, and before that, not a single person had reported that an outsider had arrived at the territory.

This was truly a young lady accompanied by obscurity.

“Long time no see, Miss Melita.” Gawain stood up behind the desk, wearing a smile on his face. “I thought you would take a long time to come. After all, the transport in this area isn’t very convenient. Please take a seat.”

“The Mithril Vault always has many convenient channels.” Melita was also smiling. “And I’m very glad that you’ve finally pronounced my name correctly.”

Gawain instantly felt a little embarrassed. “Ahaha… Don’t be so sure first. I might still pronounce it wrongly the next time.”



“Duke is really a humorous person,” Melita rose slightly and said in a befitting manner.

She still did not remove her veil, but Gawain wasn’t bothered by that. He only watched this agent from the Mithril Vault with curiosity. “You seemed to have ‘looked around’ my territory? What are your thoughts?”

“It’s a very nice place, better than I’d imagined, and there are many unusual… magical equipment,” Melita said frankly. “But what I’m more curious about is here. — You’re actually still living in a tent and instead let those civilians live in wooden huts. This is very strange.”

“The majority of those are workshops or lodging are for technical personnel. The infrastructure of the territory has to take precedence,” Gawain explained. “As for here… you should have seen that vast empty land beside the tent. This tent of mine will have to be dismantled in the near future.”

Melita’s eyes widened slightly. “I’d thought those were barracks prepared for the knights and soldiers. It seems like you do not plan on building a castle for yourself?”
  
“I’ll see about it when we have the resources in the future. It’s a pure waste to build that now.” Gawain waved his hand. “Enough of that, let us get down to business.”

“Of course.” Melita still remembered her purpose in coming here. “Please let me have a look at the ring that you found.”

Gawain fished out the Mithril Ring that he had gotten from the heretic cult believer on the spot, placed it on the table, and pushed it in front of Melita.

Miss Agent’s eyes narrowed the moment she saw the silver ring. Her look became solemn — evidently, that thing was real.

She picked up the ring, placed it in front of herself, and examined it carefully while stroking the inner side so as to verify those encrypted patterns. In the end, she lifted the ring to her lips and softly uttered a few syllables.

Those syllables sounded fuzzy and indistinguishable. Gawain had sharply realized almost immediately that they weren’t ordinary incantations; the voice that was close to a low whisper wasn’t even something that the human vocal cords could make. And as these few syllables fell, the surface of the ring was suddenly flooded with a layer of hazy glow and vibrated lightly.



A good ten-odd seconds later, these phenomena then slowly disappeared.

After completing what seemed to be the special authentication spell, Melita exhaled lightly, but her voice didn’t relax at all. Instead, it was especially solemn. “Yes indeed… It’s the VIP token of Mithril Vault. Its owner is Bard Wendell.”

“Bard Wendell?” Gawain frowned. He didn’t recognize the majority of the great figures of the present era, but he was very familiar with many surnames of those big figures. “I’ve heard of the Wendell surname before. There was a hothead surnamed Wendell amongst the batch of people moving eastward back then.”

“That’s right. Bard Wendell, descendant of the Typhon Empire’s Wendell clan.” Melita’s gaze was very serious. “You should be able to remember. The Wendell clan is as ancient as your Cecil Clan. Inherited to this day, it is already one of the most prestigious clans in the Typhon Empire. The Duke Ferdinand Wendell of the present era is the Typhon Empire’s strongest ‘Knight Lord’, also the Wolf General before the previous, and a descendant of the ‘hothead’ that you mentioned.”

“Knight Lord?” Gawain frowned. “Is it the kind of feudal lord that I know of?”

“No, it’s a unique title created after the Typhon Empire went through a military-system reform,” Melita casually explained. “The Typhon Empire went through multiple reforms in recent decades, especially in the military. They reorganized and registered all knights, warriors, Mages, and all other Beyonder fighters, forming the ‘Empire Corps’ that doesn’t have the private armies of the aristocrat clans as its foundation. The Knight Lord is the military chief of the order of knights that commands this corps.”

Gawain was originally only casually inquiring; he didn’t expect to hear such information. His brows instantly knitted together. “Typhon Empire built a professional, standardized Beyonder corps?!”

“Yes.” Melita nodded naturally. “That’s why their military might expanded so quickly.”

“…That bunch of gluttons in the capital.” Gawain instinctively clenched his fists. “I actually didn’t hear any news in this respect in Anzu at all. Even when I inquired from those aristocrats when I was in the capital, I couldn’t get such information!”

“Ah, they’re unlikely to not have the slightest idea about the things happening in the neighboring country, but as to why they’re unwilling to take it seriously, it’s hard to say.” Melita shrugged indifferently. “We can discuss these issues at the national level hereafter. We’d better continue discussing the problem of the heretic cult believer and the ring.”

“Alright.” Gawain relaxed his fists. “The owner of this ring, Bard Wendell, what is his relationship with the current Duke Ferdinand Wendell?”



“Bard Wendell is the only son of Duke Ferdinand, and also the previous Wolf General,” Melita said, pausing with every word. “Most importantly, he’s been missing since ten-odd years ago!”
 

Gawain’s gaze turned strange. “Heir of the Wendell clan, general of the Typhon Empire, there’s indeed nothing odd if he were a major client of the Mithril Vault, but… the one I saw at Tanzan Town was a Grade 5 fallen Druid!”

The difference between these two identities was huge, such that Gawain was totally unable to link them together. He glanced at the ring in Melita’s hand and instinctively shook his head. “I’m starting to suspect that the heretic cult believer had stolen or picked up this ring again.”

“Very unfortunately, your suspicions are still invalid.” Melita shook her head. “I’ve already checked. Other than records of your contact, this ring hasn’t been touched by anyone else who does not match the identity. In other words, this ring had been previously worn on Bard Wendell’s hand the whole time. It has never changed hands.”

“The Grade 5 fallen Druid that you met… was Bard Wendell in person.”

Gawain was stunned speechless.
 

But very soon, several details flashed across his mind.

When he was engaged with the heretic cult believer previously, he kept instinctively going for close combat. Even when he possessed sorcery that was more powerful, he chose to hide in the shadows and assassinate with his sword.

In the fight, the heretic cult believer revealed an extremely brilliant swordsmanship, and he was clearly highly experienced with wielding a sword.

The heretic cult believer’s weapon was a single-handed sword, and the weapon used by Tilian Wendell in the eastern roads pioneering team was also a single-handed sword. The swordsmanship of the two seemed to be very similar, highly likely that they were derived from the same origin…
Chapter 142: Bard Wendell’s Information

The heretic cult believer’s identity seemed to be unquestionable already.

Bard Wendell, the previous Wolf General; the son of a duke who originally had a glorious status and an immeasurable future.

But he appeared here, defeated by Gawain with the identity of a Grade 5 fallen Druid. In the end, his arm was even blown up by a grenade.

What exactly had happened in between all these?

Being able to discover a huge blemish in the high-ranks of the neighboring country (it could even be called the enemy country now) was naturally considered a gain, but what Gawain was more curious about at present was what kind of inconceivable life journey Bard Wendell went through to come to this day. Such a staggering change wasn’t something that could be explained by the ups and downs of life; it was literally the ups and downs downs downs of life. He could not help but inquire from Miss Agent who was before him, “I don’t know much about the present aristocrats of the various countries. About that Bard Wendell and his clan, how much do you know? How much can you tell me?”

“The Mithril Vault isn’t a specialized intelligence organization. What we know is limited to the matters that can be circulated and do not involve confidentiality.” Melita nodded lightly. “Bard Wendell, Duke Ferdinand Wendell’s only son. Brilliantly gifted and diligent. At the same time, also a pious believer of the God of War, Kehr. He received the elite education of aristocrats and the guidance of the God of War sect from a young age. At the age of ten, he exhibited spiritual gifts of Kehr. —— After converting, he swiftly grew to become a powerful Revered Knight, his capabilities drawing near to the high ranks. The most outstanding supernatural figure of Typhon’s previous generation’s youths.”

“Stop,” Gawain cut off Melita. “That is to say, his Beyonder rank is at Revered Knight?”

“That’s right. —— At least, that’s what the outside world is saying, and I believe there won’t be a problem with this information.”

“When he fought me, he not only had great swordsmanship, there also wasn’t the slightest hint of Kehr’s divine power on him,” Gawain informed solemnly. “All his Beyonder powers belonged to Druid theurgies. Of this, I can be sure.”
 

“Perhaps some unknown reason caused him to lose the blessing of the God of War, Kehr,” Melita guessed. “This might be the reason for him devoting himself to a heretic cult.”

“Never mind, go on. —— You mentioned that Bard went missing ten-odd years ago. What happened?”



Melita nodded. “After passing God of War Kehr’s appraisal and test, Bard Wendell officially relieved his father of the title of ‘Wolf General’ that was passed down their family clan and was promoted to be Knight Lord by the Typhon Emperor, becoming one of the high-ranking commanders of the Typhon Empire’s Order of Knights. However, he only remained in this position for a year. —— During one of the routine Anzu-Typhon border confrontations, he and a team of elite knights were sent to conduct reconnaissance outside of town and walked into a cloud of thick fog in the open view of everyone, then disappearing with the thick fog. Until three days later… several knights who had gone mad were found wandering in the wilderness, and Bard Wendell, as well as the remaining elite knights, was never found.”

At this point, Melita casually added, “In recent years, the relationship between Typhon and Anzu has been increasingly deteriorating. The disappearance of Bard Wendell also aggravated this trend in a large part. —— The Typhon people believed that Anzu had used sorcery to plot against their commander, while the Anzu people believed that this was a self-directed farce by Typhon, the objective being to find an excuse to reinforce troop numbers. In fact, this almost caused the two parties to directly declare war then, but when the situation was at its worst, Bard Wendell’s father, Duke Ferdinand, initiated an announcement that the disappearance of his only son had nothing to do with Anzu, stopping the outbreak of war.”

Gawain pinched his chin lightly. “Ferdinand Wendell? Is he a pacifist?”

“No, just the contrary, he was always a high military official of Typhon before that incident, and he was a firm advocate of war. The many military reforms that Typhon underwent had been done by him on behalf of his emperor. Hence, when the old Duke suddenly came forward to stop the war, it really made a bunch of jaws drop. And after that, the old Duke also turned from a war advocate to a neutral stance. — He continued driving Typhon’s military reforms but delayed the empire’s border military operations multiple times with reasons such as the timing not being right. Although many facts subsequently proved that his judgment had been right, this change in him still gave rise to much discussion in the outside world…”

Gawain slowly exhaled and pinched the space between his brows as he sank into thought.

Originally a brilliantly shining rising star, the devout and powerful ‘Wolf General’ went missing in a simple military operation. After ten-odd years with his whereabouts unknown, he suddenly appeared in such a deserted area in the south of Anzu. Not only were his powers as Revered Knight completely lost, he even became a Grade 5 fallen Druid. Not only did the old Duke who was originally an advocate for war not seek trouble with the ‘suspected culprit’, he instead stopped the break out of war multiple times — what was the link between these two matters? Did the subsequent change in the old Duke come because he knew something?

It was able to make a devout Revered Knight betray his faith, to the extent of joining a heretic cult formed by another religion; the reason for this certainly wouldn’t be simple. A thought suddenly burst into Gawain’s mind — could it be that Bard Wendell had learned of the truth that ‘the gods were dead’?!

Among all the intelligence that he had at present, only this could explain the shocking change that happened to Bard!

Gawain’s thoughts could not help stretching on: if finding out the truth caused Bard Wendell to abandon his faith, did that mean the original powers of his theurgies had been lost at the same time due to the same reason?

If one was unable to maintain faith in the gods, one would lose the corresponding theurgies?

Then what was theurgy? By firmly believing that a god was bluffing… protecting oneself, one would receive a ‘cheap’ Beyonder power?



But for such a formidable force, it had to have a source…
  
Thus, after winding here and there, Gawain suddenly found himself back at the problem that was troubling him not too long before:

In the current situation where ‘the gods were dead’, those priests and believers still remained pious and obtained formidable powers from the gods, but the targets of their prayers and worship… What exactly were they?!

“Duke?” Seeing no reaction from Gawain for a long while, Melita finally could not help but ask, “Duke, are you listening?”

Gawain was swiftly jolted to his senses. He rubbed between his brows while casually asking, “Does Bard Wendell have any offspring?”

“He had a young daughter before he went missing, Andresha Wendell. Now that more than ten years have passed, the young girl has grown up, and the blood of the Wendell clan has manifested an influence in her. — Her swordsmanship is as outstanding as her father’s,” Melita said evenly. “Now, Andresha has also been appointed Knight Lord by the Typhon Emperor, holding the post of commander of a regiment in the Empire’s Order of Knights. This is probably some kind of compensation, but the young lady has done pretty well in that position. The outside world believes that it would only take one or several brilliant achievements before Andresha Wendell can take over the title of ‘Wolf General’ like her father, becoming the next Matriarch of the Wendell clan.”

“The alias that the ‘hothead’ gave himself back then had really become the honor of his family clan now,” Gawain commented while shaking his head. He then went on to ask, “So that Andresha Wendell also believes in the God of War Kehr and is a Revered Knight like her father?”

“No, this is where it’s interesting. — She’d become a supernatural knight through the most-orthodox knight and magic training. Apparently, Duke Ferdinand forbade Andresha from converting to any religion, so the young female commander is still a non-believer.”

“Indeed, this is interesting…” Gawain repeated thoughtfully. “Interesting…”

Melita smiled. “Duke, this is all the information that I can provide. Has anything come to mind?”

“Thought of some things, but it’s all very messy. The heavens knows how a Revered Knight with a great future was reduced to a fallen Druid with no future.” Gawain let out a breath. To Melita who wasn’t considered someone he knew well, he did not reveal those shocking secrets known to him. “Thank you for your information. If you hadn’t come, perhaps I would never have guessed that the heretic cult believer’s identity would actually be this… bizarre.”



“Then, do you want to disseminate this news?” Melita’s pair of eyes that were left outside the veil became curved. “The true identity of an Oblivion Association heretic cult believer who is active in Anzu is actually an ex-aristocrat of Typhon. The value of this news cannot be measured by a few coins…”

“No,” Gawain shook his head, “it’s pointless to spread such things now. —— If negative news is too weird, no one will believe it. Moreover, the two countries look like they’re about to go to war. At this point where they’re cursing at each other, even the most unpleasant things will appear. The dark history of a Typhon aristocrat coming from an Anzu citizen, do you think anyone would take it seriously?”

Gawain’s words had just fallen when an Amber leaped from the shadows beside him. “If the people of Anzu and Typhon won’t take it seriously, you can also make the heretic cult believer feel some nerves. —— Such an important secret of his is about to be exposed…”
 

Gawain looked at this half-elf and chuckled. “You’re thinking too much. He’d thrown caution to the wind and became a heretic cult believer. Would he still care about this little loss of reputation? Do you mind someone calling you a thief?”

Amber glared. “I do! I’m already whitewashed now, alright? I am now the Duke’s chief guard!”

“…Could you play conventionally from time to time?!”

Melita watched Gawain and Amber’s daily squabble with curiosity but was also polite to not join in. She only spoke up while the two stopped to catch their breath. “Then, do you have any more questions, Duke?”

“Yes,” Gawain immediately responded. “The Mithril Vault probably collects a considerable amount of treasures?”
 

“That’s for sure. There is such a saying. — At any point in time, the Mithril Vault will have a collection of half the treasures in this world. And it is precisely because we are able to retain such a massive amount of wealth permanently that those big figures choose to let us safeguard their treasures—”

Gawain cut off Melita’s boasting. “Then, are there things in your vault that can be sold?”

“This…” Melita hesitated for a moment but immediately followed with a smile. “Of course. There are always treasures that have left their owners, and there are always rare treasures that no one shows any interest in. We are very happy to, in the situation where the price is suitable, find them new owners that are even more suitable than the price.”



“What’s the price for the Eternal Stone Slate?”
Chapter 143: Storm Gathering

Melita Ponia was a graceful person and as a high-ranking agent for the Mithril Vault, she enjoyed a special status in the organization. Normally, she would only be making contact with those extraordinary and important people. It didn’t matter if those important people had an intimidating presence or notorious reputations or eccentric temperaments. She would still maintain her graceful attitude and would ensure that every deal was conducted smoothly.

“How much is the Eternal Stone Slate sold for?”

“Ga pfff…”

Take a look, isn’t this lacking some grace?

Melita didn’t catch her breath properly and nearly blew off her veil. She was a person who had gone through plenty of huge commotions after all and was still able to immediately regain her composure. She maintained a composed expression while feeling shocked in her heart. She looked at Gawain indifferently and said, “You… are talking about the Eternal Stone Slate?”

“Yes.” Gawain nodded and said, “But of course, I am not talking about the entire slate. Even a corner shard will do.”

“You sound like… you are buying cabbage. I am truly shocked by you.” Melita coughed twice lightly, and after verifying that Gawain was indeed referring to the Eternal Stone Slate’s shards, she said, “You have to know that no one in this world would use such a tone and attitude to discuss about an item bestowed by the gods.”

Gawain realized that his attitude was truly a little wrong, but he didn’t have a choice either. Even if he inherited Gawain Cecil’s memories, his personality was still himself. Emotionally, he truly wasn’t able to substitute as a pure native and didn’t have any intense reverence towards the Eternal Stone Slate. In his heart, those shards of metal were only research materials, apart from the astonishing amount of information stored inside…

Furthermore, even if the true Gawain Cecil was here, he wouldn’t be fearful when talking about the Eternal Stone Slate. Because Gawain Cecil wasn’t a believer, and as a ‘yokel’ noble of the second pioneers, he probably wouldn’t be apprehensive towards such things.
 

“Cough, cough. As a person who died once, I see things much more openly.” Gawain casually shook his hand to conceal the awkwardness before looking at Melita’s eyes and saying, “Let’s talk about the Eternal Stone Slate. Could an organization like the Mithril Vault not have shards of the Eternal Stone Slate in their collection?”

“The Eternal Stone Slate’s shards are in the hands of the major factions. Those are their sacred items, and they wouldn’t hand it to the Mithril Vault to take care of.” Melita shook her head and said, “You should understand this point very clearly.”



“I know something else even better. All the major factions only preserved the large-sized shards. There are many of those smaller shards scattered everywhere. With the kings, the nobles, and even collectors. There isn’t a bigger collector in this world apart from the Mithril Vault.”

Melita’s nice-looking brows frowned slightly, and she finally spoke after a long time, “You are right. The Mithril Vault does have some shards of the Eternal Stone Slate, but most of our collections are actually safekeeping on behalf of others. Just like those crystals that you handed to us back then. For such collections, the vault would follow the agreement strictly and would never reveal it to the public. It is very unfortunate that all of the Eternal Stone Slate’s shards’ owners are still alive. Furthermore, they don’t have the intention to give up their collections. Please forgive me for not being able to sell them. Without the approval of the owners, I cannot reveal them to you.”

After seeing Melita’s attitude, Gawain understood that there was no room for negotiation for this matter.

The Mithril Vault’s reputation was something that everyone knew. Furthermore, their ability to maintain their reputation was also known to everyone.

After a few seconds of an awkward and silent pause, Melita said again, “Of course, if you are willing to wait, it might be possible to negotiate for one or two shards of the Eternal Stone Slate…”

“Oh?”

“I cannot reveal the owner’s information, but I can tell you that a client made a wrong choice when fulfilling the contract and had violated the contract with the Mithril Vault without any rationality. We have reasons to believe that he isn’t able to pay the compensation. So… everything he stored in the vault will soon become items for sale.”

Even though Melita was smiling and using a graceful and gentle tone while saying all these words, Amber who stood behind Gawain couldn’t help but tremble while a chilling sensation was felt throughout her body.

“Belch… You business people are truly frightening,” the half-elf young lady couldn’t help but mutter.

Gawain didn’t ask who was the mysterious person who violated the contract, and he wasn’t concerned about what kind of people the Mithril Vault were doing business with. Gawain nodded indifferently and said, “Then I shall wait. But I still need to confirm… How much is the Eternal Stone Slate sold for?”

It was necessary to find out about the price; otherwise, if he didn’t have the money to purchase it after all the big talk, it would be rather awkward. It would be even more embarrassing than Melita’s earlier “ga pfff”. Even though Gawain might be sitting on a kingdom’s wealth and felt that he had plenty of spare money, the Eternal Stone Slate was something that couldn’t be measured with money. Who knew what kind of price the Mithril Vault would ask for?


  
Melita had already gotten used to Gawain’s way of speaking as she smiled and said, “The Eternal Stone Slate’s value cannot be measured with money. The Mithril Vault doesn’t need to sell it for money either. As such, we want something else, and it is better for them to be rare treasures that are worth collecting. Like ancient relics from the Gondor Era which I believe you can provide. If you are unwilling to do so, you can also use the crystals that you have asked the vault to safe keep. Of course, it will be best if you have another shard of the Eternal Stone Slate, and we can do a direct exchange.”

When Gawain listened, his heart suddenly jolted. ‘Are those crystals that I handed to the Mithril Vault worth as much as the Eternal Stone Slate in their eyes?’

He believed that the Mithril Vault wouldn’t talk without thinking through this matter. Their appraisal ability for treasures was reputable across the world, and they would never conduct any losing transactions. Then… could they know of the history of those crystals? Or did they at least know the value?

But Gawain wasn’t sure if he could directly ask this question to Melita. After careful consideration, he decided to use the most natural attitude to point out. “It seems like in the eyes of your organization, those crystals are very valuable?”

“According to the Mithril Vault method of categorization, apart from natural products, treasures are separated into three types. The first type is items made by humans and can be replicated. All of those so-called pieces of jewelry and rare artifacts belong to this category. The second type is also items made by humans but is treasures that we are no longer able to replicate, like the Gondor Empire’s ancient relics or even more ancient treasures. The third type would be Beyonder artifacts. They… are not made by humans.”

Melita said with slightly bending eyes and a smile as she looked at Gawain, “Those crystals and the Eternal Stone Slate’s shards are not made by humans.”

……

Borderless, boundless, temperamental. Sometimes, it was peaceful, and sometimes, it would engulf everything. When it was angry, it could destroy the hardest ships and reefs. When it was calm, it would be like a cradle. Under the cradle though was a hidden world of darkness and abysses.

This was the ocean.

Humans had conquered the entire land but weren’t able to conquer the ocean. Out of the Loren Continent was the vast and ever-changing ocean that was even larger than the continent. The farthest humans had made it across the ocean wasn’t farther than the range of the lighthouses on the coast. The ocean beyond the illumination of the lighthouses was far more violent than it seemed. The fragile wooden ships constructed by humans would never be able to withstand and resist the storm of the ocean. On the ocean, there would be frequent mists and fogs that could disrupt the magical environment and would make even the most experienced captains lose their navigation.

Before the Church of the Storm had turned into a dark sect, the clerics of the God of Storm were the only blessed navigators when they were sailing outside of the lighthouses’ range. Those clerics that were blessed by their god would be able to find the proper route to return to the port within the chaos and darkness. However, after the Church of the Storm had severed ties with all of the orthodox factions and fallen as a dark sect, all of the remote ocean routes had been terminated. The people had no choice but to be fearful of the remote ocean. The captains and sailors that were bold enough to hunt in the remote ocean before had all become cowards who only dared to hunt along the coasts. As for the clerics and priests of the Church of the Storm, they left the continent and left the vision of everyone. They stepped into the remote ocean and had renamed themselves as the Sons of the Storm.



They no longer believed and worshiped the God of Storm and had worshiped the storm itself. They believed that the tide would destroy the entire world. Be it by an overflowing tide or a declining tide.

In the depths of the eastern Endless Sea, at an unknown large-scale island, the Sons of the Storm were in urgent repair work. They were repairing the totems and putting up a temporary barrier. The dark clouds that covered the sky was like a drooping maelstrom. Violent winds and thunderbolts were brewing in the maelstrom while torrential rain constantly sprayed down from the sky. The boundary between the sky and the sea was now fuzzy and gave off a feeling as though the sea was upside down.
 

Even at the Endless Sea where there were frequent storms, such terrifying weather seldom appeared. It meant only one thing: the sea demons were coming.

A storm deacon was standing at the lookout platform in the torrential rain. His black long robe was fluttering loudly in the violent wind, but the rain didn’t seem to affect his vision. He focused his eyes and looked at the seawater that was getting increasingly violent. It felt as though he was looking at the abyss.

The Endless Sea used its ever-changing water to envelop this world and concealed a truth that would make people go insane, leaving behind a gentle mirage for the mortals. As for those foolish mortals… their barely existent rationality and wisdom were taking effect. It had made them instinctively afraid of the endless ocean and to revere its deepest parts.

Such vulnerability might be the greatest gift that god had given to humans. But it was a pity that the Sons of the Storm who once faced the truth had already lost the opportunity to escape.

The dark cloud maelstrom in the sky had dropped down a little more. The horrific sounds of the wind and thunder were constantly pouring into the ears. The storm deacon lifted his head and looked at the remote surface of the sea that was tumbling with abnormal waves, while blurry things emerged from below the sea. Those were sinister deep-sea beasts that were dozens or a hundred times larger than regular beasts. Among them, there was a small female figure.
 

When a normal person saw this scene, it would probably be normal to think that those ‘witches’ were controlling the giant beasts. But after many conflicts and battles with the sea demons, the storm deacon knew clearly that the giant beasts weren’t monsters that were being controlled. Those female figures mixed within them were also sea demons.

‘They’ were of the same race but had countless different forms.

The sea soul horn was sounded, and the Sons of the Storm had all rushed into battle positions while the deacon’s voice pierced through the storm and echoed throughout the island.

“The sea demons are here!!!”
Chapter 144: Magic… Capacitor

When Melita left, she had also taken away the ring left behind by the evil cult follower. As a way to thank Gawain’s help in returning this ring on this transaction, Melita represented the Mithril Vault and gave a promise:

In the future, as long as there were any discovery of Eternal Stone Slate’s shards on the outside or any similar ‘inhuman artifacts’, they would prioritize informing Gawain.

To Gawain, this promise was far more valuable than the ring.

However, a certain half-elf didn’t seem to think the same way. Amber laid down on Gawain’s table, planting her face on the surface of the table, and flipped over like a salted fish while muttering, “A single glance and I know that thing is very expensive… And it is taken away just like that… Not even for a single copper coin… The people from the Mithril Vault are simply misers… Furthermore, they even had a meal before leaving…”

Gawain looked at Amber with slanted eyes and said, “Don’t you think it is more valuable for them to help in the collection of information regarding the Eternal Stone Slate and similar things?”

“Those things cannot be used as money to spend. Furthermore, that woman with the veil said it so easily, but who knows when they will be able to find a new shard? That is the Eternal Stone Slate, you know?! It is not some rock on the sidewalk.” Amber continued to lay down and said, “Ah, if they cannot find any after a century, are you going to wait another century?”

Gawain didn’t utter a word and allowed Amber to continue blabbing, “Ah, that’s right, you have a special skill right? If you aren’t patient enough to wait anymore, you can just die again. When the Mithril Vault finds the shards, you can just ask your descendants to burn the information at your grave before you crawl back out again…”

“Genuinely speaking, even if you are truly chosen by the Goddess of Shadow, it is truly a miracle that you are able to survive until now.” Gawain’s brows jolted before he looked at Amber and said, “Enough of your nonsense. Go and help me open up that chest. Take the bag at the top and bring it to me.”

Amber then crawled up from the table like salted fish and staggered towards the chest while nagging, “Isn’t Betty doing such things for you normally? Why is it my turn today…? Then again, where did that little maid go to? I didn’t see her all this time…”
 

“I gave her half a day off and asked her to bring along Pea to familiarize her with the place. Pea is afraid of strangers, and she cannot speak too. She is easily frightened by the people on the territory but is getting along with Betty surprisingly well. The two of them might become friends.”

When Amber brought that bag of things to Gawain, she was all smiles while she leaned over and said, “Let me tell you, I truly admire you now. In the beginning, I thought your amiable personality was a pretense, but it seems like it is actually real. Unless a person is genuine and actually cares, it is impossible to make such arrangements.”



“Then I have to thank you for your admiration.” As Gawain said so half-heartedly, he pulled Amber’s head to the side before pouring out the things inside the bag.

It was a pile of dull-looking crystals that were grayish. The average size of the crystals was only the size of a thumb, and the surface had a dense color. The crystals had a mysterious aura that magic-guided materials tended to have, but be it the condition or the quality, they didn’t look like high-grade things.

“What are these things?” Amber stayed quiet by the side for less than two seconds, and when she noticed that they should be able to fetch some money, she immediately leaned over and asked, “Crystals? But the quality seems very inferior…”

“These are magic storage crystals transported from Tanzan Town and should be considered the first batch of goods. Have you forgotten? I made a massive and long-term order with Viscount Andrew.”

“Magic storage crystals? These things?!” Amber looked at these grayish crystals for a moment before exclaiming, “That Viscount Andrew shouldn’t be scamming you like this, right?! We rescued his life, and he uses these things to fool us? If these crystals were placed beside slightly higher-grade ores, they would be treated as scrap ores and thrown away!”

Gawain was a little surprised to see this half-elf getting so angry as he never thought that the person who never put her heart into the territory previously would actually feel so angry because the territory suffered losses. But he merely laughed and said, “Don’t exaggerate so much. These things are relatively better than scrap ores. Furthermore, the Viscount didn’t defraud us. These crystals are sold to us at three cecil silver coins for one taka (weight unit). Where are you going to find such a price?”

“Three silver coins…” Amber quickly thought about the size of the newly forged cecil silver coins, and her expression turned better. “It is truly cheap… But why are you buying so many inferior magic-storage crystals for? Crystals of these conditions… are probably used by the most fundamental Mage apprentices to practice, right? Slightly wealthier Mage apprentices might not even be willing to use them.”

Gawain laughed and asked, “Do you know what is the greatest problem with such inferior magic storage crystals?”

“The magic-storage capability is only half of the same-sized superior crystals. Moreover, the energy dissipation is extremely severe. It is especially the second problem that cuts it off from normal usage.” Amber was obviously knowledgeable about such common sense questions. After all, it involved whether it could be sold or not. “Man-made magic-storage crystals aren’t popular mainly because of this reason.”
  
“That’s right. The magic-storage capability is just a small problem as you can solve it by using two crystals. The greatest problem is still the energy dissipation as the magic stored inside wouldn’t be completely dissipated after a short while. This is a fatal problem for crystals whose function is to ‘store’ magic. As such, these crystals had much lesser value. Even though it can store a huge amount of magic, it is difficult to put it to good use,” Gawain explained while opening a cabinet under the table. He took out a hexagon metallic plate and put it on the table. “If you change a manner of thinking, these crystals that cannot store energy can actually be of good use…”

Amber looked curiously at the metallic plate taken out by Gawain and recognized that Rebecca had delivered this thing over recently. It seemed to be a product of the machining factory. This metallic plate was only slightly larger than the palm, and it had a hexagon shape. Using the latest ‘press-molding technique’, the mold in the machine could press out the ‘industrial good’ instantly. On the surface of the metallic plate, one could see uniform grooves and also the magic-guided materials embedded in the grooves.



This was a piece of ‘interchangeable base plate’ that was carved with a magic circle. Amber felt that she had seen the rune arrangement somewhere.

After recollecting for a long time, she finally spoke, “Oh~~. Ohh~~. I know now. This is the thing that Rebecca and Jenni drew out previously!”

“Honeycomb Magic Web Unit. This is a fundamental unit and can operate by itself too. I carved it on an interchangeable base plate that could be shifted around. It is now a ‘component’ that can be used together with other things.” As Gawain spoke, he turned the base plate around and revealed the empty slots on the back of the base plate. “The slots are to connect with other things.”

“So this metallic plate is constantly gathering magic?” Amber looked at this entirely new item that was different from traditional magical tools. “Then what are you planning to use with the magic? It is such a small magic web unit and must have a limited capacity to gather magic, right?”

“It is indeed limited. Just based on the output of this magic web unit, it will be very difficult to even activate a Grade 1 spell. Therefore, we need to charge the energy into these crystals first.” Gawain pointed at the inferior magic storage crystals and said, “After completing a charging cycle, it will guide the magic out from the crystal. As the charging of energy is a constant process, the dissipation problem of the crystals would be negated. Look, inside this system, it will serve as a temporary storage tool, to store small amounts of magic generated by the magic web unit. If the crystals are arranged in an array and a sufficiently long charging cycle is supplemented, it is entirely possible for this fundamental unit to be able to release enough magic to activate high-grade spells.”

Amber eyes were wide open halfway through the explanation. After listening to the end, she looked at Gawain with strange eyes and said, “You… Do you really have the background of a knight?”

“Eh… Do you need to have such a huge reaction?”

“You are a knight. Where do all these magic theories come from?!” Amber opened her eyes wide and immediately looked at the magic-circle base plate and crystals with disbelief. These things weren’t assembled together yet, and it was still lacking a lot of crucial runs and control magic circles, but it was obviously not far from being completed. “This thing… Is it considered a magic device? But it still seems like a component…”

“That’s right. It is still a component. But a rather important component. With it, I will be able to complete the most important part of my plan. Without any supply from fixed magic webs, how are we going to solve the problem about portable energy sources.” Gawain smiled and said, “I plan to give it the name of ‘magic electric capacitor’. What do you think of the name?”
 

“Magic electric capacitor?” Amber blinked her eyes and asked, “How is this thing electric? Are you preparing to use it to release electric arrows?”

“Eh… Alright, I didn’t think of that.” Gawain thought carefully and changed the name. “I have decided to name it ‘magic capacitor’.”



Amber: “…Is it supposed to go like this?!”

Looking at Amber’s dumbstruck expression, Gawain felt a great satisfaction. He lowered his head with a good mood, and looked for the drafts he had yet to complete the calculations for, and prepared to continue calculating the honeycomb magic-web unit’s power output and efficiency. Soon after he started his work, there was a loud clamor from outside.

“I will go and take a look at what happened!”
 

After leaving behind this statement, Amber slipped out and vanished from Gawain’s vision. Whenever Gawain was writing something, she would definitely feel drowsy and couldn’t help but find a reason to slip out.

She had only ran out for a short moment and energetically scuttled back, shouting, “Gawain! Gawain! Sir Byron is back!”

“He’s back?” Gawain immediately put down his brush and said, “Hurry up and invite him inside!”

Sir Byron entered the tent. Consecutive days of exploration in the ancient fortress made him look rather tired. He had a travel-worn expression, but the knight’s face was obviously filled with excitement. He entered and gave a knight’s bow to Gawain before speaking with an emotional tone, “My lord! We have discovered a hidden area in the ancient fortress. It might be the secret testing ground of the Gondor Empire back then! There aren’t just plenty of completed equipment, installations, and supplies, but… but there are also some recognizable manuscripts and documents!”
Chapter 145: Ancient Testing Ground

Soon enough, Gawain was led by Byron to the Dark Range’s ancient fortress where the front lines of the exploration were at.

This place was already close to the middle levels of the ancient fortress. It was an achievement after consecutive days of hard labor from Byron and his exploration team. The room was connected to the upper levels with large stairs; it was spacious inside and had a high ceiling. To create such a spacious room within the mountain was truly a difficult task. Since the creator chose this scale, it would mean that this area required such a large space.

Even the corridors had added height, so did the doors and rooms.

Gawain picked up a map and used the illumination from the magic crystal lifted by Heidi and checked the routes on the map. Sir Byron had done his task dutifully and completed the map of this area. Gawain could clearly see from the map that there were plenty of leveled corridors and rooms. Some of the rooms and forks were annotated with a special marking to indicate there were unknown things there or suspicious side paths. It was obvious that even after exploring for several days, Sir Byron and his group weren’t able to figure out the size of this astonishingly massive ancient fortress.

Exactly how deranged was the scale of this place?

Currently, Gawain, Heidi, Amber, Byron, and a large group of soldiers had already arrived at the special room. Byron pointed at the large door and the control mechanism that had already been cleared out. “Your Excellency, we discovered this place purely due to chance. The door was originally sealed, but there is a crack, probably due to the many years of neglect, leading to an airflow that we detected. The mechanism at the side should be already faulty. Its recognition function is already ineffective, and anyone can activate it.”

“Even the creations of the Gondor Empire aren’t able to survive through the millennium…” Gawain let out a sigh and said, “Demonstrate for me to see.”

Byron nodded and took off his glove before putting his hand on the metallic device. There was a distorted voice that came from the device: “Detecting… Specimen subject… Stable period… Access granted. Opening isolation door…”

After the creaking sounds of the machine, the ancient isolation door embedded in the wall was gradually opening.
 

“Just like this, and the doors will open. Afterward, it doesn’t matter if anyone enters or not, the door will automatically close after five minutes. Or you can hit this pillar twice to close the doors. There is also the same device on the other side,” Byron explained in greater detail.

Subsequently, two soldiers walked across the door, and the device made a similar sound and informed them the isolation door was already opened.



It seemed like it would go through a useless recognition process on everyone who made contact with the device and deemed them as stable specimen subjects.

But Gawain couldn’t help but frown. He was in a deep contemplation after hearing the device saying the words ‘specimen subject’.

“This thing can actually talk!” Amber developed an interest in the device and ran over to do the same thing by putting her hand on the metallic pillar. She then spoke in high spirits, “I heard that the elves and the warlocks can also create talking magical puppets, but I have never…”

“Detecting… Warning. Not qualified. Indistinguishable target. Passageway closing. Alarm activated.”

Along with the harsh and cold voice, the isolation door rapidly closed after a loud nose. Amber stood at the side of the device with a dazed expression and said, “Hey… I didn’t do anything?!”

After the so-called ‘alarm activated’, Gawain immediately placed his hands on the hilt of the Sword of Pioneers. After waiting for half a minute, he still didn’t hear any commotion; therefore, he relaxed. It seems like most of the functions in this facility have already stopped. This door is probably operating independently and wouldn’t issue any alarm.

Byron, Heidi, and others were shocked by the sudden change of events. They had all drawn their weapons as though they were about to face enemies. Heidi let out a breath of relief after they verified that no ancient traps were activated. She then looked at the metallic device with astonishment and asked, “What is going on? Why didn’t it work when Amber touched it?”

“Don’t bother about that first.” Gawain pushed Amber aside and placed his hand on the metallic pillar. “We need to check if this thing still works.”

As a result, the old door device echoed with the voice that said the detection had passed, allowing the isolation to open up once again.

“…This door is shameless!” Amber hopped up and down furiously and said, “Why is it fine when others touch it, but the doors will close when I touch it?!”

“I can roughly guess what went wrong…” Gawain frowned while he made a bold conjecture based on the responses from the door. “This recognition device probably isn’t faulty.”



Amber had a face of disbelief and asked, “It isn’t faulty? Why can anyone open it if it isn’t faulty?”

“This door’s security settings might not be as strict as I initially imagined. Its function is to ensure that only ‘normal people’ go through the door.” Gawain frowned and said, “Do you remember that Nicholas Egg mentioning something? This facility used to conduct research suspected to be for human-body experiments. When the device said ‘specimen subject’, it probably referred to living people. As for the so-called ‘stable period’… it probably checks if there are any mutations or anything that is out of control. It means to say that only normal people can pass through this door.”
  
“Then why can’t I enter?” Amber had wide eyes as she said, “I am rather normal!”

Gawain sized up Amber before asking, “Are you a normal human? Don’t even talk about normal. Are you human?”

Amber’s sharp ears twitched as she commented, “…Alright, it makes sense.”

The others had also nodded with pensive expressions, and it seemed like Gawain’s explanation had obtained everyone’s approval. However, after Gawain finished his explanation, he went into a deep contemplation.

Was the situation really so simple? Was this door just to prevent the escape of any test subjects they lost control of? Could it have other restrictions?

It was unknown why when Gawain heard the system’s harsh and cold voice, he couldn’t help but feel an extremely faint but very realistic sensation of hatred and conflict. Gawain searched through his memory but wasn’t able to find the source of this negative emotion.

It didn’t matter what was behind this door, he had to enter.

They found out that Amber was only unable to go through the door’s detection device, but if she followed behind others, it wouldn’t activate the alarm. Gawain then led the team into the space behind the door.

They went through a corridor that was constructed with unknown metal. On the two sides of the corridor, there were rows of metallic pillars that Gawain couldn’t help but associate with sterilization devices or something to eliminate static electricity. At the end of the corridor was another opened isolation door. On the other side of the isolation door was a circular hall.



The hall was constructed with man-made materials. The white paint on the walls might already have dust and have dropped off, but everyone could still imagine this hall during the olden days when it was bright and spacious. After taking a glance in the hall, one could see a large number of pipings and metallic pillars that were arranged along the wall and connecting with ancient magical devices. These devices extended out with another kind of pipe that all gathered towards the center of the hall. There were over a dozen objects of strange shapes.

They were on metallic pedestals, and above the pedestals were transparent tube-like structures that were used to breed organisms. On the top of the tube-like structure, there was a visibly heavy lid. That lid was fully covered with runes and magic circles, but all the runes had already been extinguished.

Gawain was slightly dazzled by the scene in front of him that he wasn’t sure was magical or science fiction. However, Gawain Cecil’s memories related to the glorious era of the Gondor Empire had swiftly reduced the unwell feelings in his heart.

Looking at these neatly arranged devices, Gawain could almost imagine that these vessels were once filled with biomass solvent, and each of them would have an experimental subject submerged within it. In the surroundings of the vessels would be the empire’s Master Mages walking around busily. They would be recording all sorts of data from the specimens in the vessels and would occasionally use spells to stimulate the specimens inside. They would use a near inhuman and cold attitude to deal with those ‘test subjects’ that were of the same race as them.

Human body experiments during the Gondor Empire era weren’t considered a rare thing, and it was even more common in the Anzu Kingdom.

“It is truly unimaginable…” Heidi had an intoxicated expression while looking at those mysterious, ancient magical devices. Those neatly arranged runes and intricate metallic structures had made her extremely amazed. “Such complex rune combinations… such seamless assembly… such uniformed components… How did they do it?!”
 

“These runes were making use of the endless energy from the Well of Deep Blue. They had accumulated all these experimental data while disregarding consumption, and these components…” Gawain looked at the magical equipment that already resembled industrial equipment and let out a light sigh. “These types of equipment required thousands of technical craftsmen, over twenty kinds of fundamental workshops, an entire set of complicated production machines, and at least a thousand standard parameters, along with the entire empire’s technological support.”

Heidi was rather despondent as she said, “…We actually left behind such advanced technology… Were we really unable to preserve them back then?”

Gawain sighed and said, “Back then, Anzu Kingdom’s first-generation pioneers were working hard to restore these things when they were still alive. However, the data that we retrieved wasn’t enough to restore even 5% of the things. The industrial chain was severed, and a bunch of semi-literate people from the borders wasn’t able to compensate for the loss even after studying those blueprints for a decade. Furthermore, the conditions back then didn’t allow anyone to spare time for research. The first-generation pioneers had to spend 90% of their effort into production work, to ensure that the number of people starving to death wouldn’t exceed the birth rate…”

Gawain then shook his head while saying, “But as compared to this, the most important reason is because we lost the Well of Deep Blue. The Well of Deep Blue supplied a massive amount of pure energy and would reduce the huge operational requirements of countless magical equipment. If the same equipment was put into other magical environments, it might not even operate. It was fine for those fundamental and simple things, but complicated and high-grade equipment would be completely useless when situated away from the Well of Deep Blue.”

Amber listened to Gawain and was suddenly moved as she asked, “Is that why you emphasized the interchangeable and adaptable functions?”


 

“A magical industry using the support of the Well of Deep Blue shouldn’t be considered a true industrialization.” Gawain said something casually that no one understood. He laughed after looking at the surroundings. “Instead of talking about all these things, it is better to look through the pleasant surprises that this ancient testing ground has left for us.”

He scanned all the breeding vessels, control platforms, magic-guided pedestals, and sensors that had a history of a thousand years. He finally looked at the surface of the wall in the vicinity and couldn’t help but freeze.

There were large writings that were written in the ancient common language:

“Humankind shall last forever… Even if we defied the gods.”
Chapter 146: Still Alive

After noticing Gawain’s line of sight, Heidi went over to look too out of curiosity. She spent some effort to understand the ancient writings on the wall, but before she recognized the writings, Gawain took the initiative to explain the meaning first.

Everyone present was instantly shocked.

“This statement… What does it mean?” Amber looked at the statement that seemed to be a declaration. She was in disbelief as she said, “In normal situations, no one would say such things, right? Furthermore, it is written in such a place!”

Heidi developed an association. “Meaning only by defying the gods would allow humans to survive… Does this mean that the gods want humans to be extinct?”

“Things related to gods are mostly symbolic or have hidden meanings. A single statement wouldn’t allow you to understand the meaning of it,” Gawain spoke while being preoccupied. In his heart were thoughts that were connected to the Eternal Stone Slate’s shards and those deliberate and exaggerated truths that were meant to scare others.

Immediately after, Gawain turned to Byron and asked, “You mentioned you discovered the remnants of manuscripts and documents?”

Byron nodded and replied, “Yes, over here. But they are rather fragile, and we didn’t dare to touch it after discovering them.”

Those remnants of manuscripts and documents weren’t sealed up, and for some reason, when the staff evacuated from this place, they didn’t bring the documents away. The material of the manuscripts was made from the magic-injected parchments that the Mages of the Gondor Empire used to do their recordings. It was also due to this special material that allowed these manuscripts exposed in the air for a thousand years to withstand the corrosion of time.

The manuscripts might still be intact, but a lot of the wordings had already faded, and it was already hard to recognize some words after the wind erosion. Gawain took a rough glance and judged that at least half of them were already illegible.
 

It was fortunate that there was the other half.

Heidi was already prepared. She brought over scrolls and a ceremonial quill pen that were imbued with magic. After seeing those precious ancient manuscripts, she immediately opened the scroll and allowed it to float around her vicinity. She then used one hand to hold the quill pen and placed her other hand on the extremely fragile and ancient parchment. After a difficult and complicated incantation, magic started to surge around her body. The quill pen was suddenly freed from her fingers and was flying independently above the scroll and started to write rapidly.



The words on the parchment were faithfully restored and copied by magic. It didn’t matter if it was the clear parts or the faded and illegible parts, every piece of parchment was copied. Heidi then let out a breath of relief and carefully picked up the ancient manuscripts before placing them into a small box that was prepared in advance.

The contents of the manuscript might have been preserved, but these ancient originals were still rather valuable. It was best to be able to preserve them.

Gawain stood beside Heidi and was amazed by the convenience of magic. At the same time, he concentrated on the contents that appeared on the scroll.

In order to extract readable information from a large chunk of deformed words, Gawain read very slowly. Despite the case, some of the disturbing statements were still gradually taking form. These documents weren’t some research notes or diaries. After forming the words into various statements, Gawain felt they were like the ramblings of a lunatic, and it was filled with terrifying ideas and metaphors.

“…pay attention to it. It is watching me attentively from that festering flesh… It is inside my body, and I want to go inside its body too…”

“No one shall survive. The end of days is arriving… Blasphemous behavior didn’t allow us to struggle on whilst at death’s door…”

“…Eat heartily, eat heartily. I have eaten the flesh of gods again. After living a century, they didn’t come; they still didn’t come, but I don’t need them to come anymore. The world outside has already collapsed, has already collapsed…”

After this, it was a large section of disorderly scribbling. The words had turned into unrecognizable lines and symbols. It wasn’t due to the distortion of the manuscript or the fuzzy words, it was because of the writer that had seemingly turned crazy. A few manuscripts later, the disorderly scribblings turned into legible words again.

“It sleeps in the depths of mother earth; it sleeps in the depths of the ocean; it sleeps in the depths of the sky. It is calling my name. Those murmurings…”

“I can see it, the face of god. It is smiling to me in the light… It is time to depart. I want to go to its nation. Ah, that is the greatest blessing. God has bestowed blood and flesh for us to share, and it turns out that it is all for this day…”

After this, there were large sections of crazy lines, and the occasional single word would pop out from the scribblings, but they seemed to be illogical and didn’t have any grammar. Instead of saying those were words, it would be better to say these were crazy talk and incomplete sentences that would appear from a chaotic mind. It was impossible to read these manuscripts anymore.



Heidi had also noticed this point. After copying a few pages of ‘mojibake’, she finally stopped and used Sculpture Hand to flip those manuscripts. After verifying there wasn’t any more valuable information, she stopped her spell.

“What is written there?” Amber leaned over and saw the copied scrolls that were floating in the air and asked curiously, “It looks like some scribblings…”

“A lunatic’s crazy talk.” Gawain frowned. The words on the scrolls had caused him to develop deep unease, but he still gave a rough explanation. “…It looks like a person was abandoned in this place, and these things were left behind when the person gradually turned crazy.”

After hearing the significance of those words, everyone present couldn’t help but feel their blood running cold. These might just be the ramblings of a lunatic, but it was unknown why the words sounded like they contained some special energy that emitted a chilling aura.
  
“I—I am starting to dislike these things…” Amber’s body was filled with goosebumps and hid behind Gawain. “This place is giving me a very, very strange vibe.”

Just as Gawain wanted to express a similar opinion, a very slight rumbling sound echoed from behind him before he spoke.

Immediately after, it was a series of rumblings.

Everyone immediately drew their weapons and turned to face the direction of the sound. In the eyes of everyone, one of the vessels in the middle of the hall had some movements!

The originally empty and transparent breeding vessel was suddenly filled with a liquid. The surging liquid was rapidly emitting large bubbles, and a distorted and strange figure appeared from within the bubbles. A second ago, it had been an illusory figure, but in the next second, it had solidified into something real…

It had a blood-red color and a giant’s physique. It was like a particularly robust aberration, but it had a face that resembled a human’s. The face had tightly shut eyes and was filled with agony and insanity!

This monster looked like it was a fusion of an aberration and a human, and it was formed out of nowhere. Immediately after, it struggled to break out of the tightly sealed vessel, and an unbelievable scene appeared. The vessel that should be tightly sealed had suddenly turned illusory, and the monster’s body had also turned illusory. The duo rapidly fused and pervaded; subsequently, the monster actually squeezed itself out from the vessel!



Gawain drew his longsword and yelled, “Take it out!”

The monster was currently regaining its body, and the moment it got free from the restraints, it rushed at the soldiers closest to it and charged while uttering a muddled roar. “Hungry… hungry!!”

Longswords slashing from all directions had sealed off the monster’s path. Immediately after, a scorching blade, a poison-coated dagger, and a series of arcane spells were launched at the monster. Apart from the arcane spells that were bounced off, the rest of the attacks had landed on this distorted organism.

However, its vitality was so tough that it was frightening. Even if the limbs were chopped off or the bones were broken, even the aberration’s weakness at the back had been slashed by Gawain, it still didn’t die. It was still struggling to climb back up and lunging at Amber who just happened to be in its vision.

After Amber stabbed with her dagger, she immediately retreated to the side and was preparing to watch on the side. She never expected herself to become a target for the monster and ended up screaming due to the fright. Subsequently, she shrunk into the shadows and escaped.

The monster missed its attack and lost its balance, allowing Sir Byron to have the opportunity to pierce through the monster.

The monster that looked like the fusion of a human and an aberration fell to the ground. But it didn’t disperse like a regular aberration; instead, it wriggled and gradually recovered before it started showing signs that it was climbing back up again!

“It isn’t dead yet?!” Gawain was shocked by this anomaly and immediately grasped his sword to attack another time. But before he could take any action, Amber who had hidden in the shadow realm suddenly jumped out again and grabbed onto Gawain’s arm while screaming, “Gawain! The shadow—shadow realm, something is inside!!”

Gawain had never seen such a frightened expression on this half-elf who didn’t fear anything. It was different from the previous frightened expressions which she exaggerated on purpose. Amber was truly frightened this time, and Gawain felt that if this place was a little eerier, this young lady would immediately cry on the spot!
 

Gawain took another glance at the monster that was in another battle with Byron and the group. Apart from a tough vitality, Gawain was sure that the monster wouldn’t be able to suppress Byron and the others for now. Gawain immediately grabbed onto Amber’s arm and said, “Bring me inside to take a look!”

Amber had a rare hesitation as she said, “But inside the shadow realm…”



“I’m here!”

Amber gritted her teeth and tugged Gawain’s arm while shouting out, “Alright!”

The strange loss of balance was felt again. The sound and senses from the real world were rapidly fading. Gawain’s vision blurred out for a moment, and he was pulled into the shadow realm by Amber.
 

This parallel world that existed at the same time with the real world seemed to always maintain a similar brightness. It wasn’t too dark nor too bright; be it on the surface or in the deep caverns, it would always maintain a dusky and unaffected vision.

Gawain immediately looked around after entering the shadow realm. Like other places in the shadow realm, this place had also used a certain disorderly method to reflect off the real world. The circle-shaped hall had a pale luster, and in the vicinity of the hall, there was a dark lump that was like moving smoke, while in the real world, it was where all those magical equipment were placed at. In the center of the hall was the ‘thing’ that Amber mentioned.

The original metallic base and transparent vessel were missing. It was replaced by a pool of black smoke that was surging in the middle, and it was also constantly extending out. It was like a red mud that was like fresh blood.

While the mud was constantly surging, there were countless chaotic mutters filling the mind!
Chapter 147: Already Dead

Inside the black and white shadow realm, the bloody mud that constantly surged out from the black smoke looked as though it was alive and tumbling. They were constantly flowing out from the smoke but would constantly vanish. They would never be able to extend further than the black smoke. They were like some kind of disgusting, bone-chilling mollusks. While they were flipping around, they would constantly emit a distracting and strange turbid sound. In the beginning, Gawain thought the sound was a normal sound produced when the mud was flipping around. However, he quickly realized that the rumbling sound was like a mutter that could be heard when someone was dreaming. It was impossible to hear any logical information form the evil and chaotic sound; it merely brought fear, frustration, and disturbance.

It wasn’t only Gawain; not even Amber had seen such strange things in the shadow realm. It obviously corresponded with the place of the breeding vessel, but this bloody mud was different from the ‘reflection’ rule between the shadow realm and the real world. It was obviously a distorted thing that shouldn’t exist. Instead of saying it was ‘reflected’ in this place, it would be better to say that there was some reason it was occupying this place.

Gawain used an instinctively disgusted face to look at the mud that constantly oozed out from the black smoke before turning to look at Amber. “What is this thing…? It is these things that frightened you?”

He felt it was rather strange. This bloody mud might give off an unpleasant feeling and would constantly mutter something that would make a person distracted; furthermore, there was a strange power that was constantly attempting to play a horrific film in Gawain’s mind. But those iMages didn’t do anything apart from allowing Gawain to recall the stimulation when watching a horror film at night in his previous life. Amber was a fearless person and would even dare to sneak into an ancestor’s tomb during the Dark Wave. She might be shocked by this mud, but it was strange that she was frightened stiff.

Amber felt it was rather strange too. She looked at the mud with lingering fear and said, “Yes… That’s right… When I merely took a glance at these things earlier, it was so horrifying that I felt my mind was about to explode. Even when I recalled its appearance, I would have brief hallucinations in my mind. I don’t know what happened now… These things might still be disgusting, but I don’t feel those spiritual attacks anymore.”

“Is that so?” Gawain looked at Amber before frowning and looking back at the mud. Immediately after, he gripped the Sword of Pioneers and walked carefully towards the source of the mud.

A certain intuition told him that the ‘aberration fusion’ that had bizarrely tough vitality was related to this pile of mud in the shadow realm. If he didn’t eliminate this pile of mud here, the investigation on the other side would probably never be able to be conducted successfully.

When Amber saw Gawain walking forward, she followed behind while perspiring cold sweat. When facing such abnormal beings that were beyond common sense, one’s combat ability would obviously become unreliable. However, at the next moment, she was so stunned while she stared with wide eyes.

As Gawain took each step forward, that constantly surging bloody mud actually retreated bit by bit!
 

In the beginning, it wasn’t very obvious, but after Gawain took a few more steps, the mud that extended in all directions had actually caved in significantly. It was so obvious that anyone could see it.

Gawain was also startled by this situation. He took one step forward, and the mud would take one step back. When he stood still, the mud had also stood in place and was squirming on the spot.



“What is going on?” Amber’s astonished voice echoed from the back. “These things seem to be… afraid of you?”

“Instead of saying it is afraid, why not say that it is a kind of biological or instinctive reflex?” Gawain frowned as he couldn’t understand why the mud would be retreating from him. However, it didn’t matter as Gawain continued to advance while saying, “This is good. Saves me a lot of work.”

The mud in front of Gawain had finally retreated back into the black smoke. As Gawain continued to walk forward, even that black smoke started to contract and change forms, causing it to reveal a gap. Through the gap, Gawain saw the neatly arranged runes and magic crystals that were still emitting a faint light.

Magic circle? It isn’t a magic circle reflected from the real world to the shadow realm, but a real magic circle constructed in the shadow realm?!

Could it be the work of the Gondor Empire’s Master Mages?

Gawain was rather astonished, but after thinking about it carefully, he felt it wasn’t really all that amazing. Gondor Empire’s magical technology was far beyond the current era. At that time, the unique human magic system was something that even amazed the elves. Even though the humans back then didn’t find out what the nature of the shadow realm was, but it didn’t affect those powerful Master Mages from having the ability to enter the shadow realm.

Amber stood far away from the bloody mud, and when she noticed that Gawain didn’t move for a long time, she waved her hand and shouted, “Have you discovered something?”

“A magic circle that is constructed on ‘this side’.” Gawain didn’t lift his head and answered, “It seems like this testing facility is constructed in two parts. The real world’s facility is one of the parts, and the other part is constructed inside the shadow realm…”

Amber was obviously surprised. “Wow! That era’s humans are incredible. They can enter the shadow realm too?”

“The people from that era are so incredible that you cannot imagine,” Gawain replied casually before stepping into the range of the black smoke. As he crouched down and was looking for the magic circle’s core, the black smoke constantly withdrew, allowing the complicated and massive magic circle to slowly become complete in Gawain’s vision.

Using his theoretical knowledge that wasn’t considered bad, Gawain quickly determined that this magic circle was extremely different from normal magic circles. Only a portion of it was considered ‘magical’, using regular spell runes or element runes. However, the other portions were carved with special symbols called the ‘sacred seals’ or ‘sacred runes’.



Those symbols weren’t a part of the magic system and were seals that were regularly used by members of the religions. It was said that they originated from the Eternal Stone Slate, and their function was to remove obstructions from connecting with the god’s power. When using such symbols, the ‘circles’ that were drawn wouldn’t be considered as a ‘magic circle’, it should be a theurgy circle.

In Gawain’s general knowledge, theurgy circles and magic circles were two things that would never fit together. In front of him… was the fused product of the theurgy circle and the magic circle!
  
Furthermore, this fused magic circle’s functions seemed to be particularly complex. As of now, Gawain had already noticed more than twenty rune combinations used for control and also a large number of runes that were used for the charging of energy… Such energy-charging runes were rather rare during the Gondor Empire era; after all, most of the magical pieces of equipment were basically powered by the magic from the Well of Deep Blue. There was rarely any equipment extracting energy from the environment which was deemed to be ‘low efficiency’. Yet, this equipment in the shadow realm had a magic circle that was filled with a complex and massive energy-charging structure…

No matter how strange this magic circle was, its size was still limited. As the black smoke continued to withdraw away from Gawain, its core region was finally exposed. Gawain’s eyes were frozen at the moment he saw the magic circle’s core.

Even if we defied the gods… Devouring the flesh of gods… Eat heartily…

As these maniacal words appeared in his mind, Gawain’s line of sight was fixed on that object for a long time without moving.

It was a piece of a man-made crystal that was a square of one foot on each side. It was sealing a piece of some extremely bizarre organism’s tissue inside.

Gawain could only use ‘bizarre organism’s tissue’ to describe what he had seen because he couldn’t recognize what living creature would have such flesh. It was dark red in color, and it didn’t have any blood vessels, tendons, muscles, or anything similar. However, there was a blood-like fluid constantly revolving around its surrounding. It was probably sealed inside the crystal for at least a thousand years but still was still gradually squirming…

It was just like an undying heart.

The truth was at the point of disclosure. Gawain didn’t dare to believe the bold association that he developed in his mind, but if the words on the testing hall’s walls were true, and if those crazy and preposterous manuscript records were true, then there wasn’t a need to suspect what the thing inside this crystal was.

Ultimately, Gawain decided to believe his own judgment as he recalled the ‘battlefield communications’ recorded into the Eternal Stone Slate.



The gods were dead; therefore, it wasn’t hard to imagine that their flesh would fall into the mortal realm.

If there was a pious believer here or anybody with common sense in this place, after they realized what was inside the crystal, they would probably lose all manner of speech and ability to move due to shock and fear. But Gawain was different; he was just worried if this bundle of ‘god’s flesh’ would suddenly jump and drench his face in blood. After all, such bizarre things would always mean great danger, but when Gawain looked at how terrified the bloody mud and black smoke were, it seemed like this bundle of flesh was even more afraid of him…

Gawain used the Sword of Pioneers to carefully poke at the crystal. The organism tissue within the crystal merely shivered a little, but after careful observation, there weren’t any other changes.

In short, it didn’t seem dangerous.

Gawain sheathed his sword and bent over to pick up the man-made crystal cube. It was rather heavy, but it wasn’t anything to Gawain. When the crystal cube was lifted off the ground, the ‘magic-theurgy circle’, the surrounding black smoke, and bloody mud vanished in an instant.
 

The runes had forcefully operated for a few seconds after losing the core, while the remaining magic crystals on the magic circle rapidly dimmed. Finally, this place was only left with complex and mysterious runes that were nothing more than an anomaly.

“This… What is it…?” Amber looked at Gawain with an anxious expression as he carried a large crystal out. This was the first time in her life that she saw something sparkling but didn’t have the thought to steal it. “Why… why do I feel my blood running cold just by looking at it?!”

“You really wish to know?” Gawain carried this organism tissue that was probably from the gods, and looked at Amber with a dull smile, and said, “With your brains, you should be able to guess something, right?”

“I…” Amber suddenly opened her eyes before taking a deep cold breath. “You aren’t kidding right?!”

“The legends say that there was a war between gods in ancient times, and gods had fallen into the mortal realm, allowing the mortals to possess Beyonder powers including magic. Since the gods’ powers could fall into the mortal realm, how isn’t it possible for their flesh to fall down too?” Gawain laughed but didn’t talk about the actual information he obtained from the Eternal Stone Slate’s shard. Instead, he used the ancient legend of the war between gods to explain this matter. After all, no matter how eccentric and unorthodox Amber was, she was still a local native with this world’s common sense and was also a self-proclaimed pious believer of the Goddess of Shadows. If he was to tell her that all gods might be dead and who knew what the mortals were praying to, she might not be able to accept it. But the legend of the war between gods was something that existed since ancient times. Such an explanation was something she should be able to accept.
 

After all, it was quite convincing to say that a god or two might have fallen when they were in a conflict. But to say that they were wiped out by some Zenith Galactic Fleet was simply a wholly different goddamned perspective…



Seeing how Amber nodded pensively, Gawain silently decided, ‘If it is necessary, I can also use the explanation to the people ‘outside’.’

He didn’t wish for the talents that he had gathered after all the hard work to completely collapse after hearing his twisted common sense…

Even if they had to collapse, they had to collapse in a proper and orderly manner.
Chapter 148: Test

As Gawain removed the biological tissue that was suspected to be divine flesh from the fused magic circle in the shadow realm, the aberration in the outside world finally lost the vitality that was almost inexhaustible.

As Sir Byron’s heavy strike landed, this aberration let out a low and deep howl. It stumbled and fell to the ground and began to swiftly disintegrate like a true aberration, into black smoke dust that was blown all around.

Gawain and Amber had also returned from the shadow realm, only the former now had an odd crystal cube in his hand.

Although they weren’t sure of the specific process, Byron and Heidi could also guess that it was this duo’s movements in the shadow realm that destroyed the monster’s resurrection mechanism. Heidi immediately went forward. “Ancestor—— the monster finally died! Was it something you discovered in the shadow realm?”

“I found this.” Gawain lifted the crystal cube in his hand and then looked at the surrounding soldiers who were keeping guard. After pondering for a moment, he said quietly, “Byron, Heidi, Amber, stay here. The others go keep guard outside the room for the time being.”

The soldiers realized that their feudal lord had probably found something unbelievable in the shadow realm; thus, they left this hall without the slightest hesitation.

Byron’s expression instantly turned solemn. He’d seen the object in Gawain’s hand earlier, and right now, he had many vague associations. “Lord… the thing in your hands is…”

“It was this thing that was releasing energy, allowing the monster outside to continuously resurrect. In addition, it is highly likely that the monster was influenced by it, such that it was able to live here for a thousand years and possess abilities that many ordinary aberrations do not,” Gawain murmured and then recounted his discoveries in the shadow realm to Byron and Heidi. “…That is the situation. I’m afraid we’ve really discovered something incredible.”

Clang! The staff in Heidi’s hand slipped out and landed on the ground.
 

“This… Could it be the flesh and blood… of the gods?” This lady who was always mature and composed was finally overwhelmed. She stared at the crystal cube in Gawain’s hand with shock and some hints of fear. “Gods, how could the gods…”

“I know you’re finding this very difficult to accept, and I know you are a believer of the Goddess of Magic and Mysteries. The fact that the gods have fallen and their flesh and blood have landed in the hands of mortals is a terrible blow to you.” Gawain softened his tone, hoping that it would make this great great great great… great-granddaughter slightly calmer. “But I also know that there is a sentence in the Mages’ creed. The path of seeking is endless. The gods are also part of it. ——Mages were never a group that was unduly god-fearing. It’s the same even if you believe in the Goddess of Magic.”



“I just couldn’t believe it.” Heidi exhaled and picked up her staff with a bitter smile. “Do you know, I’ve only been this disconcerted twice in my life. The previous time was when I saw you rise from your coffin.”

“Legend says there was once an ancient divine battle. Some of the gods were defeated, and their remains fell into the mortal world when they died. Their powers and fragments turned into the various Beyonder powers and magical creatures in the mortal world. And those gods who were victorious were the main gods of today.” Gawain provided the explanation that he had prepared. “Perhaps not all the remains of the gods had ‘transformed’. —— Maybe the Gondor Empire back in those years found this piece of remains that was intact and still contained vitality. Then they built this secret base to study it.”

This explanation was rather easy to accept, and it wasn’t fabricated either —— in fact, Gawain even felt that a big part of this explanation tallied with the truth. At most, it was just slightly… more euphemistic with a partial explanation of the gods’ cause of death.”

Insert ‘Save Some Face For the Gods.jpg’

Compared to Heidi, Byron instead appeared to be even more composed. He who was an ex-mercenary was even more lacking in reverence for the gods. When he saw those squirming strange biological tissues, what he felt more was nervousness and disbelief, but there were little emotions of awe and fear. Thus, he very quickly resumed his calmness and got thinking. “Perhaps it’s not as exaggerated as we think. The ancient era had so many formidable things. Perhaps the Gondor Empire only found the remains of a certain demigod creature that had remnants of — what was it called again? — ‘divine’ powers! Then, they were taken to be the corpses of gods and studied.”

Gawain had to admit that Byron’s argument made sense too. “This is also a possibility.”

With that, he examined this hall. Regarding the research projects that this place had once carried out, he believed that he had already caught some prospects of it.

“The Gondor Empire in the Meteoric Era… That was an era where humankind was proud and arrogant. The energy of the Well of Deep Blue knew no limits. The adaptability of humankind’s Mage system led to human Mages almost being Spellcasters with the strongest destructive force in the world. When they were invincible, there would come a change in the things humankind pursued. No lack of resources, not short of powers, what they wanted next… was probably eternity like the gods in the legends,” Gawain said while looking towards the line of words on the wall of the hall. “‘Humankind shall last forever… Even if we defied the gods.’ With the use of the word ‘defy’, it shows that the researchers then knew what an audacious thing it was that they were doing, but they simply dared to do so… Unbridled testing at the edge of seeking doom probably referred to this.”

At the end, he sighed and shook his head. “Unfortunately, scholars of the empire soon learned that the Well of Deep Blue was the only supernatural magical power well in the entire continent, and its magical power had a transmission limit. The powerful and unmatched Gondor Empire had merely been blessed by luck. The territory of the empire had been limited to the radiation range of the Well of Deep Blue from the very beginning. Thus, when the Meteoric Era ended, all the presumptuous ideas became naught…”

Everyone was full of a myriad of feelings because of Gawain’s words. Finally, it was Heidi who broke the silence. “Ancestor, how do you plan on dealing with these… divine flesh and blood?”

“I was just about to say.” Gawain glanced at the crystal cube in his hand and then lifted his head to look at Heidi and Byron. “When you are focusing on it, is there any… mental discomfort? For example, fear or auditory or visual hallucinations?”



“No.” Sir Byron shook his head. “Though I was startled when I first learned what it was, there’s nothing — now that I’ve accepted the fact.”
  
“Is that so…?” Gawain frowned. “I want to do a test. This test might cause some pressure on your minds. Are you two willing? Oh yes, Amber already tried it once by herself. Such a mental influence isn’t fatal, and you can recover from it.”

Amber instantly glared. “It’s not like I actively wanted to test it earlier!”

On the contrary, Heidi and Byron did not hesitate for long; the two of them nodded together. “Ancestor (Lord), please begin!”

Gawain thought for a while, then cautiously placed the crystal cube on the ground, and instructed the two. “You two move a little farther.”

Byron and Heidi complied without knowing the reason why, moving to stand a few meters away from the crystal cube; they then watched as Gawain removed his hand from the surface of the cube before he slowly retreated. Gawain even questioned as he stepped back, “Any sense of discomfort now?”

The two people still shook their heads, while Amber had darted out the instant she realized what Gawain had in mind. At this point, no one had any idea where she was cowering at.

Gawain continued to back away and was engrossed with focusing on the changes of the biological tissues in the crystal. Through this process, he confirmed Byron and Heidi’s condition over and over, and just as he was about fifteen meters away, there was suddenly a change in the flesh and blood stored in the crystal!

The biological tissues that were originally writhing slowly became active all at once. The dark-red blood plasma gradually backwashing around the biological tissues also quickened in flow and spread many tiny ‘tributaries’, forming a structure that seemed like a three-dimensional spiderweb within the crystal. Following the changes to the flesh and blood in the crystal, Heidi and Byron’s expressions instantly turned delirious.

Upon seeing this sight, Gawain had gotten an assessment. He didn’t need to inquire about the two’s condition before he suddenly took a step forward, and it was the distance of this step that calmed the divine flesh and blood, that’d just recovered some activity, back down again.

“This… What’s going on?!” Heidi was roused from the brief mental lapse and looked toward Gawain with some remaining palpitations. She could no longer recall what she had seen in the brief moment earlier, but the frightening feeling of a loss of mental control and her mind being flooded with noise and hallucinations were etched there. And what she found even more inconceivable than the terrifying feeling earlier was the fact that Gawain only needed to take a step forward to repress the restlessness of the divine flesh and blood. “How did you manage to do that?”



“To be honest, I don’t know either, but it seems like I am able to repress the activity of these biological tissues.” Gawain was actually also rather confused; though he had some vague guesses in his heart, he really didn’t know how to vocalize them. “It’s probably because as a fellow who’d resurrected, I am considered to have violated the laws of nature and carry some odd might to some extent.”

A trace of awe instantly appeared in Heidi’s look toward Gawain, but apart from the reverence, she had a question that was more practical. “How should we deal with this thing? Are you going to constantly keep it with you?”

Amber who had cowered into an unknown nook and cranny earlier wormed out again and even gave her opinion from the side. “I feel that if you were to be hugging such a piece of divine jerky when you’re eating and sleeping, you’d be taken to be a psychopath…”

Gawain pondered for a moment and thought to himself, if it was really as Amber had said, this might be the highest level of necrophilism throughout history, and he probably had to add the prefix ‘holy’ in front of necrophilism…
 

Then he pulled at his thoughts that had started to digress and glared at Amber. “No one will think you’re a mute if you speak less!”

Next, he did the test several more times and finally gained a rough understanding of the ‘encroaching pattern’ of these divine flesh and blood.

They were some residue bits of the dead gods after all; the destructiveness of these biological tissues weren’t as severe as Gawain had imagined at the beginning. He found that so long as the average person does not focus directly on these flesh and blood, he wouldn’t be affected, and if these flesh and blood were at a distance of more than twenty meters, even if one focused on it, he would be able to maintain enough reason to look away or escape the area of effect.

In this case, there was no need to send this thing back to the shadow realm to be kept.

To be honest, sending this thing back to the shadow realm might seem like the safest way of storing it; after all, in this territory, no one other than Amber was able to enter the shadow realm, but Gawain still had this nagging feeling of uneasiness. He believed that those Master Mages of Gondor hadn’t placed this piece of divine flesh and blood into the shadow realm to safely control it — because, given the Gondor magic skills in those years, they absolutely had the ability to create a enclosing barrier of some kind or a magic enigma lock to store this thing. Entering the shadow realm wasn’t as difficult as it was today, so leaving the item in the shadow realm naturally wasn’t as safe as it was today.
 

Thinking carefully, if those Master Mages placed these biological tissues in the shadow realm and even set up a complicated fused magic circle for it; instead of saying that they were repressing and controlling it, they were more likely to be sustaining it with the help of the shadow realm’s powers.

Gawain recalled that structures resembling charging runes did exist on that fused magic circle…



At the thought of these, Gawain made up his mind: he decided that he could not send this dangerous thingamajig back to the shadow realm! If he lost control over this ancient testing ground and it slowly grew and regenerated in a place where no one was able to monitor it, what would he do?

Numerous novels and movies in his past life had given him a reminder: sealing the item in a place where oneself could not see it; that was the first step to unexpected happenings coming true!
Chapter 149: Accommodate

Although it was decided that they could not place the ‘divine sample’ back into the shadow realm, the specific accommodation for it was a big problem. Bringing it back to the territory was a definite no — this thing was unlike the conventional findings, not to mention a metal ball like Nicholas Egg who was harmless to man and beast. The divine tissue cells themselves were a fatal substance to mortals. Even if it was merely taking a closeup look, a human would certainly die or go mad. Hence, they had to keep it somewhere far from the crowd but at the same time, ensure that it was completely under their own control.
After much thought, it seemed that this ruin in the mountains was the best accommodation for it.
 Gawain took out the map that Byron drew. Very soon, he found a space that fit his demands — in the large winding corridor in the middle level of the ruin, there was a spacious empty room close to the southwestern corner. That room used to be a laboratory; thus, it was strong and easy to guard.
Most importantly, there was a considerable distance between that room and this circular hall.
Though he didn’t know if there were other objects in this circular hall that could engender a response with the divine flesh and blood, increasing the distance between the two would be reassuring to some extent.
Gawain pointed at the map and ordered, “Keep it in this room, held in a light-proof cloth or box, in any circumstances other than when I’m present. Otherwise, ensure that this sample is always completely covered. Not a single trace can be exposed in the sight of laymen. Heidi, the magic door of that room is already daMaged. Go reset its mechanisms to ensure that it won’t be casually opened by anyone. That room will be set as a ‘restricted area’ henceforth. Unless it is with my permission, no one is allowed to enter.”
Byron and Heidi nodded in assent. Then Byron went on to ask, “Lord, do we leave guards outside the room?”
Gawain nodded. “Leave two guards and dispatch another two teams to rotate shifts with them. The room has to be guarded all round the clock. In addition, you must pick the most reliable soldiers so as to prevent fellows who are too curious from going in and sending themselves to their doom.”
 “Yes.”
 
 After all these orders, Gawain let out a breath, but the weight in his heart didn’t lessen.
 He seemed to understand Viscount Andrew’s feelings then — dug a treasure out, but it turned out to be a hot potato.


 The flesh and blood sample of the gods. How big a storm this item could set off in this world was something that almost didn’t need to be thought about. The powers, the knowledge, as well as the wealth that it could bring, were immeasurable, but the risks it might entail were also the same. Gawain wasn’t a person who liked taking risks in his previous life. According to his personality, if he dug out such a thingamajig, he would want to throw it as far as possible away from him; it would be best if it could be tossed to a certain wastrel (for example, a certain heretic cult), but now, there had been more or less some changes in his personality.
He really couldn’t restrain his curiosity towards ‘the gods’, especially when he’d now realized that a connection had probably emerged between ‘the gods’ and himself; such curiosity became even more irrepressible.
Those biological tissues could be suppressed by himself; the gods had probably died in the hands of a powerful civilization that owned a fleet. He had transmigrated and was highly likely attached to a satellite. This satellite was perhaps left behind by that powerful civilization, so his suppression of the divine flesh and blood was most likely related to his identity as a ‘satellite spirit’. On the other hand, the Eternal Stone Slate even recorded the truth that the gods were dead, and the process through which the Eternal Stone Slate built a connection with him also showed distinctiveness. Associating this to those crystals set in the back of the stone slate fragment, perhaps it was also a relic of the powerful civilization.
As for why the Eternal Stone Slate — that was supposed to be the ‘property of some deicides’ — instead bore the knowledge of the gods and brought religious enlightenment to the mortals of this planet, this was something that Gawain couldn’t figure out until now.
Gawain had a vague sense that he was already caught up in all of these, unavoidable to him even if he tried. It could even be said that it was more than being involved in this vortex for him — he himself was part of this vortex.
“The incident that happened here today must be kept secret,” Gawain said in a low voice and looked towards Sir Byron. “Byron, you and your men will continue exploring this ruin, but as long as you discover rooms that have styles similar to this, you must seal it at the first moment and wait for me to personally confirm it. This is to prevent you people from accidentally coming into contact with those things related to gods.”
Byron bowed his head deeply. “I understand, Lord.”
 “Ancestor, these manuscripts…” Heidi pointed at those manuscripts that had been collected on the desk not far out; they were those ancient parchments that recorded the insane ravings of a certain mad person. “Do we bring them back or what?”
Gawain glanced at those manuscripts, and his eyes could not help but wander to the bloody skeleton on the ground nearby that was rapidly disintegrating. He had vaguely guessed how those manuscripts came to be — most likely left behind by this monster.
 In those days, a considerable number of failed experiments had arisen from the human body experiments that the Gondor Empire carried out here. And when they evacuated, most of the experiment subjects were destroyed, but there were also some that were kept in breeding vessels, sealed instead of destroyed —— this was perhaps for the sake of certain research aims, but evidently, those researchers that left never returned.
Yet, those experiment subjects sealed in the vessels didn’t die as a result; on the contrary, he (or it) was persistently affected by the divine flesh and blood while in the experiment apparatus, surviving all the way till today, and developed peculiar abilities in this process such that it was able to break out of the breeding vessels and achieve a certain extent of freedom of movement.


  It even retained the ability to think for a time.
Regardless, it was now merely a pile of remains that was continuously disintegrating.
 “Store it together with this piece of crystal,” Gawain ultimately decided. “This crystal cube is named primary sample, number one. The manuscript shall be a derivative of this primary sample. Henceforth, if similar strange items are found in these ruins, they will be numbered and stored according to this rule.”
 By the time he was done handling the matters in the remnants, it was already night when Gawain returned to the territory.
 The bright magic crystal lamps were lit on the main roads of the territory and several other important spots.
Due to the realization of the Magic Web technology, as well as the pilot run of the new ‘Honeycomb Magic Web’, the territory no longer had to rely on only torches and fire pans for illumination at night like they did at the start. These days, at the various factories, research facilities, night school areas, and the main roads of the territory, magic crystals that could stay lit throughout the night thanks to the sustained energy supply from the Magic Web brought permanent and stable light. And illumination in the night was the important guarantee that the territory could speed up developments.
Without inexpensive and reliable means of night lighting, people could only work in the day. Many projects that required continuous work throughout 24 hours could not be launched; night education and factory production were all affected as a result. On Earth, the emergence of electric light brought radical change to the work and lifestyles of humankind, allowing human civilization to become a powerful machine that operated round the clock. Whereas in this world, high-quality night lighting technology had actually appeared long ago; illumination crystals that could be artificially synthesized weren’t something that was too costly. The only thing restricting its development was merely the backward state of energy resources.
 Without the Magic Web which had high compatibility, traditional magic crystals would have to rely on the continuous infusion of magical power by Mages to be lit up, and how was having a noble Mage rushing throughout the night between hundreds of such magic crystal lamps like a handyman something that civilians could imagine? Therefore, it was always only the castles of the King and feudal lords that could be brightly lit throughout the night. To those civilians who even had to budget lighting oil lamps, they never dared imagine a so-called ‘nightlife’.
They ought to thank the Magic Web; it filled the shortcomings of the magic crystal lamp, reducing the greatest magical power cost to the extent of almost zero. The remaining magical power that all the factories at various areas could not use up was enough to illuminate lights throughout the entire territory.
 By the lights, Gawain returned to his own tent. He glanced at this tent that he’d been living in for several months and smiled with a shake of his head.
 It was indeed time for him to move out of the tent —— the brick-kiln yard was already on the right track. The territory had begun constructing its earliest batch of brick houses; wooden huts had even entered the phasing-out stage. Yet as a feudal lord, he was still living in a tent. This would really shock lots of people if it was shared.


Some people guessed that this was because the feudal lord cared for his people; others guessed that this was because the feudal lord was naturally thrifty as a pioneer back in the years. However, in reality, it was because Gawain had long designed the style of the residence that he needed —— including the storage room, magic laboratory, weapons room, kitchen, sewage system, and more. Given the standard of the territory in earlier times, it was impossible to construct it, and Gawain could not be bothered to build a temporary wooden hut and then tear it down again. Therefore, he simply chose to wait till this day when their means were now up to standard to complete it at one go.
 
Once he entered the tent, Gawain saw Betty who was bent over his desk, fast asleep. The little maidservant had probably been sleeping for quite a long time here. Judging by the range of saliva, she’d been here for at least an hour.
Though Betty slept soundly, she was especially sensitive to the sound of Gawain’s footsteps. The latter had just moved to three meters away from her, and this young lady lifted her head instantly, mumbling with a dazed look, “Lord, you’re back. —— I didn’t sleep. I just laid down for a while…”
 “Saliva.” Gawain watched this rather muddle-headed young lady in amusement. “Wipe your saliva.”
 “Oh.”
 Gawain was very curious. “Why are you waiting here? Was someone looking for me?”
 
Betty carefully recalled while she had fallen asleep on the desk and then finally remembered what she was here for. “Ah, I remember! Miss Rebecca and Miss Jenni came by to look for you!”
 “Why were they looking—” Gawain waved his hand midway. “Oh you must have forgotten.”
 “I did not forget this time!” Betty said with her head lifted and chest puffed out. Then she took out a small notebook from the pocket of her maidservant skirt, opening it solemnly. “Miss Jenni wrote it in here for me! They said… they’d calculated and found the rune mold… rune mold… Lord, I don’t know this word!”
Gawain was both surprised and at a loss of whether to laugh or cry as he moved over to take a look. “Let me see… This means scorching ray. Very good, very good, I was just waiting for this good news. Quickly go get them here!”
Chapter 150: Heat-Ray Gun

Rebecca and Jenni were called over very quickly. They even brought a bulging bag of things; that was probably some of their ‘results’.
 Upon seeing Gawain, Rebecca scooted over immediately. However, just as Gawain had expected, this girl did so to inquire about interesting happenings. “Lord Ancestor! Lord Ancestor! What did you all find in the remnants? Why did Aunt Heidi look so solemn when she came back, and Sir Byron too…”
 “Cough cough.” Gawain coughed rather awkwardly and then patted Rebecca’s head. “Things are very complicated. I will tell you about it when there’s a chance, but don’t ask about it for the time being. Let’s take a look at your results first.”
Rebecca was an especially straightforward girl, but another good thing was that it was especially easy to divert her attention —— one just had to speak of a topic that she was interested in. Hearing Gawain, she instantly beamed with a smile and then started pulling out the items inside the bag with Jenni. “Yes, yes, yes. Look at these. We’ve designed the rune combinations! Let me tell you, rune logic is a really miraculous thing. Although all the runes were calculated on paper, as long as we combine them strictly according to the formulas and rules, the effect was bound to be the same as the calculated result…”
Gawain saw Rebecca take out several scrolls as well as a metal plate that was already carved with runes. His eyes brightened at once. “You two have already created the finished product?”
“A test subject.” Rebecca scratched her hair a little embarrassedly. “Because we really couldn’t resist the temptation to test and see the final effect, so we approached Egg Egg and asked for an interchangeable base plate. The two of us busied for half the afternoon and hand-carved a prototype.”
Gawain’s gaze landed on those blueprints then. He saw runes and patterns of lines that were many times more complicated than the magic web unit, but all the runes and connecting lines were even simpler and more concise than the conventional magic circle. It was a drawing style entirely different from traditional rules for drawing magic circles —— all the useless structures had been simplified; not one bit of ornamental patterns was left. Precise mathematical calculation had every rune arranged in just the right spot, and the energy ratio between all the runes had reached a perfect balance. It was exactly because of such extreme rationality that despite this magic circle having close to double the amount of effective runes than the usual ‘Scorching Ray’ magic circle, its impression instead appeared to be even more crisp and direct than a conventional magic circle.
 And after this rune formation that was unusually aesthetic was carved on an interchangeable base plate that was pressed into shape through a one-time stamping by a machine, it even gave Gawain an illusion of industrial art.
Gawain picked up that interchangeable base plate. It was only the size of a palm and made of pure copper that was extremely cheap. Inside the notches of the runes, quartz sand powder and hardened blood-tree resin with a dim glow could be seen. —— No expensive materials were used, nor were there fancy carving techniques. Gawain could almost be sure that it would be extremely effortless to make such magic circles into industrial mass-produced products.
 
“You carved this?” He lifted his head and looked towards Jenni who was standing at the side.
 Jenni quickly straightened up and nodded most respectfully. “Yes, Lord.”


 Gawain laughed. “Very good… Has it been tested?”
 “Yes,” Rebecca said delightedly. “It was tested using the energy supply from the Magic Web! Look, there’s a groove beside the fire rune above the sharp corner. That is where scorching rays would be released!”
 Gawain looked at the interchangeable base plate. Above one of the corners of this hexagonal base plate, the final energy flushing point that was the fire rune could be seen. From the middle of the rune to the top of the base plate, a unique groove could be seen. A small section of quartz column was packed in the groove. If the magic circle was activated, scorching rays would be launched along this groove, as well as the quartz column in the groove. —— Its effective range was up to three to four hundred meters, and if a quartz column of higher grade was used, or the rune was further strengthened, its effective range still had room for improvement.
“The problem is that this thing can only be used within range of the Magic Web.” Rebecca puffed her cheeks. “Because this plate itself is unable to produce magical power, if it were to be used in a place without the Magic Web, we would have to use magic storage crystals to provide energy for it or hand it to a Mage to use it. But having a Mage use it would be rather pointless.”
Her implied meaning was that not every Mage only had one mastered skill of throwing fireballs like she did. Coming out with a scorching ray was as easy as spraying water for them; they wouldn’t need this at all…
 Gawain smiled and brought out from under the desk, the ‘Magic Capacitor’ that he had been researching this whole time and that only needed to be assembled.
“I’d thought of this problem long ago, and I’ve already found a solution.”
 “What is this?” Rebecca looked at the new interchangeable base plate that Gawain brought out in curiosity, and recognized the rune combination on it at one glance. “This is… Magic Web’s fundamental unit? You’re saying to use such fundamental units to supply energy to the scorching-ray magic circle? It won’t work. I’ve tried it before. The amount of energy produced by Magic Web’s fundamental unit isn’t enough at all. Four fundamental units stacked together won’t even do. It must be a large magic web…”
“But that might not be the case if these magic storage crystals are added in.” Gawain pointed at those cheap magic storage crystals on the desk and then gathered everything into the bag. “There’s no time to lose. We’ll go to the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility right now and get Nicholas Egg to help assemble these things!”
“Sure, sure!” Rebecca instantly leaped up with joy; then she tugged on Jenni who was still a little dazed and headed out. “Let’s go, let’s go! Getting Egg Egg to help is the fastest way!”
 And before Gawain stood up, the nearby air suddenly contorted. Amber who’d been pretending to be absent the entire time but had actually been secretly watching throughout finally couldn’t contain herself and jumped out. “I’ll go too, I’ll go too!”


 Rebecca was startled by this rascal who suddenly appeared. She shot a big fireball flying over with a casual raise of her hand. “Wah!”
 If it weren’t for Gawain’s speedy reaction, dispersing the big fireball with a smack of his palm, he probably wouldn’t have been able to stay in the tent that night…
   The Mechanical Manufacturing Facility was brightly lit; the sounds of machines operating never stopped.
The originally empty workshed had now become the territory of steel and machines. Cast metal from the steelworks was transported here in batches then processed into all sorts of spare parts according to blueprints or further strengthened and recast by Nicholas Egg, whereas the human craftsmen serve as assistants, learning about the principles of mechanics in the blueprints while assembling the spare parts that Nicholas Egg produced into various machines. ——The majority of them were fundamental machine tools, while the rest were ‘special orders’ coming directly from the Lord and others that were a little more urgent.
In Gawain’s impression, that large-scale industrial assembly line was still really far away. However, the present Mechanical Manufacturing Facility already had the atmosphere of machines roaring and operating non-stop. Some of the most basic spare parts no longer needed to be personally cast by Nicholas Egg; those machine tools set at a side of the work shed were able to produce those basic spare parts. Meanwhile, the ones driving the machine tools were the two first-generation Magic Powered Engine that had been optimized — in order to ensure that these two engines had plenty of motive power, Rebecca had buried the first batch of Honeycomb Magic Web nodes inside the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility. Now it seemed that everything was operating very smoothly.
When Gawain and company entered the work shed, what greeted them was a bustling scene. The Magic Powered Engine drove the processing machinery to operate in the western side of the shed, producing a steady flow of all kinds of machinery spare parts (as well as the various metal-tool accessories urgently needed in the territory). The human craftsmen busied between the machines; they had somewhat adapted to such an all-new production work. The middle of the work shed was the space of the metal-ball alien — he floated there, the surrounding few meters around him a no-man’s land. Large amounts of cast metal were hauled into the air by an unknown force and swiftly molded into all kinds of sturdy spare parts that were still difficult to forge using machines or by hand. Following that, the molded parts would automatically fall to the few stacking areas nearby for the human craftsmen to use.
Gawain watched the metal-ball alien who had a pile of spare parts floating all around them and thought, this really looked like the Return of a Million Swords…
 Following that, he stepped forward, while Rebecca started greeting from far out. “Egg Egg! We’re here to get you to lend us a hand!”
Nicholas Egg heard the call and quickly cleared the floating spare parts to a side for the time being and turned in Gawain’s direction. “Ah, more matters —— feudal lord is here too?”
 In normal circumstances, Gawain wouldn’t be able to tell whether Nicholas Egg had turned around at all. This was because this metal-ball alien was smooth all around; the slightest difference between his front, back, left and right couldn’t be perceived. But this time, he saw that the other party had turned around with one look —— because he realized that a face had actually been drawn on him!
In the instant he saw the face, Gawain stopped in his steps and was even close to falling to the ground. ——He couldn’t be blamed for this; anyone who saw an ’emoji’ with a diameter of 1.3 meters floating before himself and greeting him wouldn’t be able to stay composed!


 Gawain stared agape at Nicholas Egg’s ‘face’; he stared at those curved eyes, slanting gaze, mouth shape that was asking for a beating and was speechless for a good five seconds. Following that, the first thought that came to him was: which fellow transmigrator had secretly sneaked into his territory?!
Who drew this ‘knowing smile’ emoticon expression!
 He was just about to question someone, yet unexpectedly, Rebecca spoke up grinningly after noticing her ancestor’s shocked expression. “Lord Ancestor? You were startled! Did I draw well?”
Gawain turned around with a creak in his neck. He stared at Rebecca with wide eyes. “You drew this for him?”
“Yes!” Rebecca nodded very naturally. “I couldn’t figure out which side was his front each time I talked to Egg Egg. He also complained to others that there were always people suddenly speaking up behind him and giving him a scare when he’s working. Subsequently, I came up with an idea and drew a face for him…”
 “You… casually drew it?” Gawain surveyed this young lady who always had shocking actions and attempted with great effort to find the shadow of a transmigrator on her. “Don’t you think that this expression looks weird?”
 
“I just wanted to draw a smiley face.” Rebecca scratched her hair. “But my hand really wobbled a little when I was drawing… Of course, it could also be possible that it trembled several times, so the eyes look a little weird.”
 The corner of Gawain’s lips twitched. “What are other people’s reactions when they see him with this face?”
 Rebecca thought carefully for a moment and nodded. “Pretty joyous.”
Jenni who was at the side also nodded. “Mm, they were pretty joyous.”
 Gawain: “…”


 
 And at this point, Nicholas Egg had floated over to Gawain. This gigantic emoticon swayed up and down. “What do you think of my new image? I feel that it’s much easier interacting with you humans now that I have a face.”
“As—as long as you’re happy.” Gawain worked hard to maintain his expression and took out the materials that he had brought. “Let’s get down to business first. I want you to help me assemble a new kind of… weapon.”
“Oh? It’s a weapon instead of a machine this time?” Nicholas Egg sounded very interested. “What is it?”
“I temporarily named it —— heat-ray gun.”
Chapter 151: First Shot

When Gawain spoke of the weapon’s name that he had prepared in his mind for a long time, Nicholas Egg didn’t have a huge reaction to this name, but Rebecca was already ecstatic. “This name sounds incredible!”
 “You already think it is incredible just by the name?” Amber looked at Rebecca with slanted eyes and said, “How can so many strange words be forced together like this…”
 “Lord Ancestor is always like this. He will always be able to think of some incredible-sounding words even though we don’t understand the meaning of the words.” Rebecca had a pleased expression as though she was praising herself and said, “If you have an opinion, it is purely envy. You will never be as incredible as Lord Ancestor.”
 Amber instantly raised her brows and commented, “No matter how incredible your ancestor is, I am the one that dug him out!”
 When Gawain saw that the duo were about to deviate from the topic, he immediately stood in between them and said, “Shut your mouths! We are here for proper business!”
 That giant silver comedian had been floating without uttering any sound and observing by the side. When the two ‘female humans’ had finally quieted down, he spoke unhurriedly, “Then let’s talk about the ‘heat-ray gun’… It isn’t a problem for me to process the components, but the blueprints have to be prepared first. If the structure is simple, you can just explain it to me here, but it is best to have actual references.”
 “We have already handcrafted the main component. Right now, we need to research on how to make a stable assembly and how to mold an ‘outer shell’ that is suitable for humans to use.” As Gawain spoke, he took out the magic capacitor’s base plate, magic storage crystals, Scorching Ray’s base plate, and also a few original schematics. “Egg Egg, take a look at these. Let me tell you the principle of the heat-ray gun…”
 The giant silver comedian instantly let out a buzzing voice, “Why are you also calling me Egg Egg?!”
 “Don’t mind it, don’t mind it. Just change it to Boss Egg in your mind. Let’s discuss the rune trigger’s position first…”
 
 The concept of the heat-ray gun didn’t just appear in Gawain’s mind one or two days ago. In fact, when the crystal grenades appeared, he had been thinking of a second kind of weapon that the soldiers could all be equipped with.
 The crystal grenades were explosives meant for throwing. It had great firepower, and the structure was very simple. After the basic lathe machine was constructed, it had already started as a small-scale mass production. Byron was currently familiarizing the soldiers with this new type of ‘magical tool’. But the restrictions of the crystal grenades were very obvious: the throwing range was limited to a person’s arm strength; it was very difficult to hit the target accurately; a huge motion was required when tossing it; a longer preparation time; and also the delayed explosion after throwing it…


 It was evident that the soldiers required another Beyonder weapon to compensate for the flaws of the crystal grenades, and it was best for it to be a long-range weapon. This world’s sword and saber skills were already sufficiently developed.
 Firearms were the most suitable things that Gawain could think of, but it was something that was hard to achieve in this world.
 Without the use of gunpowder or the use of steam power, it was extremely hard to launch pellets at high speed. Gawain had already attempted different methods to instantly create high temperatures and high pressure but had minimal results. He had also put his thoughts to using ‘magic’ like launching the pellets with the repulsion magic circle, but he quickly realized that with the current craftsmanship, it was hard to compress and carve the repulsion magic circle at the end of the gun barrel. Furthermore, if it was truly compressed to such a small size, the amount of thrust created by the repulsion magic circle wouldn’t be enough to give lethal power to the pellets.
 He had also considered using the convenience of magic to create the ‘railgun’ in advance; he could make use of the powerful magnetic field generated by wind-earth fusion runes to create the acceleration rail to launch the pellets, but he quickly realized that he was lacking an ‘electric circuit control’ that could respond fast enough to rapidly switch on and off each of the rune combinations. The traditional rune triggers were operated by mechanisms, and it was extremely hard for large quantities of rune combinations to conduct sequential switching on and off during the acceleration process of the pellet. Furthermore, to make a rune arrangement that was similar to the clock circuit… Regretfully, Gawain still didn’t have any idea.
 Due to the differences in the laws of physics, there were many of the Earth’s impossible technologies that could be easily achieved in this world. But at the same time, there were many easily achieved things on Earth that were impossible in this world.
 As for this world’s traditional bows and crossbows, Gawain didn’t think to conduct any magical modifications to them. No matter how the bows and crossbows were modified, it was hard to concurrently achieve a huge number of requests, like low prices, mass production, rapid-fire ability, consecutive shots, low training requirements, and great efficiency.
 Perhaps when magical industrialization’s technology had reached a certain degree, traditional bows and crossbows would then come into Gawain’s sight again. But for now, it was still not feasible.
 After hard work and multiple attempts, while Gawain was touching his hairline, he had a sudden inspiration and realized something.
 ‘Why must the gun shoot bullets?!’
 The moment he realized this was the moment when Rebecca hopped and ran towards him. If he was a little blunter, it was a hopping Fireball launcher…
 At that moment, he had a realization and knew what his thoughts were being restricted to. Be it the method to launch the pellets or the use of magic, he was restricting himself with the principles back on Earth. Since this world had all sorts of powerful spells, why couldn’t he just set ‘bullets’ aside and study these spells instead?


 After collecting and sorting out various fundamental spells, the one that entered his mind was the Fireball launcher… no, Scorching Ray.
 When the base plate of Scorching Ray was constructed, he had to contest with the experiences he already had in his mind again.
 What form did the new weapon need?
 The group sat around a workstation that was created through machining, while Nicholas Egg floated at the opposite side of the workstation. The base plates, crystals, and blueprints were all placed on the table. When looking at these things, Gawain felt that the ‘classic firearm model’ wouldn’t be feasible here.
 These were palm-sized, hexagonal metallic plates. They didn’t have any gun barrel, magazines, or bolts. As compared to classic firearm models, these were more suited to be assembled into a disk-shaped thing.
   Of course, Gawain could forcefully use the firearms on Earth as a reference to make a strange-shaped shell because he knew that the classic model was a result of countless years of testing in actual combat. The handle was for convenience to wield the firearm, and the long gun barrel was to point and aim. But the problem was…
 After considering the practicality of the Scorching Ray base plate and the energy supply efficiency, the muzzle of the gun would probably be as big as the palm-sized metallic plate. The entire gun’s center of gravity would be facing forward; let alone aiming with it, it would be more reliable to use it as a war hammer…
 After considering that the next generations of this weapon might be shooting out ice arrows or lightning spheres — or even to use it to release thunderstorms, summons, shields, etc. — then it was totally unnecessary to fix the weapon’s shape as a classic firearm model from Earth.
 Gawain looked at the metallic base plates and tried his best to eliminate all related iterations of ‘gun’ in his mind and told himself repeatedly, ‘This is a magical tool, this is a magical tool…’
 After hypnotizing himself for some time, he picked up those base plates and put them around his arm and said, “Let’s assemble these to a vambrace?”
 Rebecca tried her best to imagine it and suddenly shook Gawain’s arm happily and said, “It sounds very awesome! I have been thinking of turning these plates into the shape of a staff and never thought of that!”


 Amber curled her lips and said, “Tsk, what’s so incredible? I thought of that too. Didn’t the rogue’s sleeve arrow have the same form? I simply didn’t say it in time…”
 It was rare that Rebecca’s brain had actually frozen and was surpassed by Amber…
 Nicholas Egg was in a ball of confusion as he asked, “What is a sleeve arrow? And what is going on with assembling it on the vambrace? Also, what kind of structure and principle are you people talking about? Why don’t I understand anything until now…?”
 Gawain looked at the metal-ball alien with bizarre eyes and suddenly realized this metallic ball’s greatest shortcoming. It was fine for him to create components according to the blueprint, but if it involved human-body engineering, this fellow was 100% unprepared. He was a ball; how could he possibly know the usage of arms?!
 But this wasn’t important. Gawain asked someone to look for a vambrace, and while he imagined and drew it on the blueprint, he explained to Nicholas Egg, “Just like this, by putting the Scorching Ray base plate on the front and the magic capacitor at the back, then connecting it with the copper solvent as magic guidance… The rune trigger’s control can be a metal wire that extends out from the side of the vambrace and is triggered by the thumb. Of course, to avoid any accidental trigger, it must also have a safety device that is similar to the crystal grenades. We can put it between the magic capacitor and the Scorching Ray base plate. It should be the safest…”
 “Simple, simple.” Nicholas Egg hovered up and down while asking, “Is there any other request?”
 Amber commented by the side, “Don’t make the vambrace a whole piece. It is best that the lower half can have adjustable tightness.”
 Gawain looked at Amber with a surprised look while the latter rolled her eyes. “Don’t think that I am ignorant and incompetent… At the very least, I have used the sleeve arrow.”
 “Alright, alright, your suggestion is indeed useful.” Gawain didn’t know to laugh or cry as he replied before nodding to Nicholas Egg. “It will be like this for now. The priority is to make a sample first to see if it works and then carry out a practical test to know where else to improve.”
 Nicholas Egg emitted a low buzzing sound. All the nearby metal parts and the two different base plates on the table floated while Nicholas Egg said, “Just wait to see what I can do! I will be done shortly!”
 The metal-ball alien was telling the truth and had completed it quickly. With a low requirement of precision and with only a few components that required some processing, the metal parts and base plates were molded and assembled together in less than a minute.


 It was an unassuming and rather ‘unwieldy’ vambrace, especially in the eyes of a traditional person.
 
 In order to stuff the base plate into the protective shell and to leave a space for the rune trigger, the assembled ‘heat-ray gun’ was more than twice the size of ordinary vambraces. Its top part was bulging and had an ellipsoid shape, while there was an opening left at the front portion. Underneath the opening, there was a small section of the metallic protective plate that extended out, and the protective plate was actually the ‘safety’ device. Once it was tucked back inside, the flow of magic would be severed, and the user’s hand would be able to move freely without causing the heat-ray gun to fire. Once the protective plate was pulled out, the heat-ray gun would enter an ‘armed’ state, and the user’s hand would be restricted so that the hand couldn’t turn around. This way, no one would be carelessly pierced by the scorching ray of light…
 As it was an experimental product that was just assembled, its shape wasn’t elegant, but Gawain was still rather excited as he equipped this unwieldy vambrace and adjusted the tightness.
 He then pulled out the safety device at the front of the vambrace and put the metallic trigger on his thumb before pointing the vambrace to the ground ahead.
 Nicholas Egg turned slightly and shifted a piece of gray metal to the place that Gawain was aiming at.
 “How many soldiers do we have on the territory?” Gawain aimed and asked Rebecca.
 
 Rebecca pondered before replying, “The new soldiers have yet to end their training camp yet. Apart from the two knights and if we only consider the soldiers of the Combat Corps… 106.”
Gawain pulled the trigger that was accompanied by a light pfff sound. A scorching ray of light shot out from the vambrace and struck the metal on the ground. Due to the magic, a small explosion caused the metal to tumble continuously, leaving behind a trail of sparks and metal shards.
 When the metal stopped rolling, the surface of the metal was red, and a deep pit was melted into it.
 “Then, we have 106 Grade-2 Beyonders who can execute Scorching Ray.”
Chapter 152: Shooting Test

The moment something that could alter the generation appeared, only a rare few individuals would be aware of the significance at the first notice.
 As such, only when Gawain said “106 Grade 2 Beyonders” did Amber, Jenni, and Rebecca suddenly become aware of the significance of this unassuming vambrace.
 There were tools and equipment in this world that could release magic, but those were life-saving or support-type magical tools that Mages would bring along habitually. Examples would be various types of talismans that could release protective spells or rings and books that could allow a faster spellcast. But all these tools had two traits: firstly, only a ‘Beyonder’ with magic could use them; secondly, they were so expensive that minor noble clans would flinch.
 A magic ring that could release a class 2 attack spell would cost half the annual income of a knight in the Plains of the Holy Spirits. — Because that ring would need to be forged with adamantite and mithril. Moreover, it required a high-ranking mage to inject magic and temper it before it could be used.
 For the heat-ray gun… its most expensive component would be the quartz pillar which was the gathering crystal, and it cost less than a silver coin. With the cheap supply of crystal ores from Tanzan Town, the cost could be lowered even more.
 What kind of manpower was required to create the heat-ray gun? The initial design of the runes and the manufacturing of the original base plate required the involvement of mages and runemasters. After the blueprint was fixed, it would only need a rumbling machine, a few individuals responsible for filling the magic-conducting materials in the cavities of the magic circles, and proficient workers to finish the final assembly. Even though the size was much bigger than those exquisite magic rings and magic talismans, they could be created in overwhelming numbers.
 Furthermore, the condition to use the heat-ray gun was very low. There wasn’t a need to specially train professional soldiers as even slightly trained ordinary people could use it.
 After understanding everything, Jenni looked at the heat-ray gun with eyes that didn’t contain pride and delight; there were also traces of unease.
 This was the first time she was involved in the ‘inventions and creations of Cecil specialty’. She didn’t know what this weapon would bring to the world, nor did she dare to think about it.
 
 “Lord Ancestor, are you preparing to issue this weapon to every soldier?” Rebecca was a young lady with an extremely high ability to accept things. She reacted quickly and looked at Gawain with sparkling eyes. “If those soldiers have this weapon… Why do they even need to practice the close combat skills for?”
 Gawain originally wanted to say that when long-ranged weapons appeared, the era for close combat weapons would go into decline. But he quickly recalled that this world existed with all sorts of Beyonder powers, and all the so-called cold weapons and hot weapons would be blended together after the involvement of Beyonder powers. Therefore, Gawain changed his words at the last moment. “Regular weapons must still be preserved. Injecting magic into blades and armor for mass production will be the next step. But in my view, the heat-ray gun will become the soldiers’ main attacking method, while the melee weapons will slowly become their secondary weapons.”


 Rebecca gesticulated happily and said, “We can equip the heat-ray gun on the left arm, while the right hand will still be using the blades. When the enemy is far away, they can use Scorching Ray, and when the enemy gets near, they can draw their swords and slash… The outer shell of the ray gun can be thicker and will be able to be used to block in close combat!”
 When Gawain thought about the concept, he suddenly felt that Rebecca’s concept was rather cool, but he didn’t understand something. This young lady was a Mage; why was she able to instantly think of such close-combat theory?
 No matter what, it seemed like the Cecil combatants’ style of combat was going to turn around drastically. It was unknown if the two Knights, Byron and Philip, would be able to adapt to such changes…
 For a weapon to become practical, it must not solely rely on the prototype’s test result, especially when the heat-ray gun was also a brand new thing to Gawain. He had only successfully fired the first shot, but in order to guarantee its stable functionality during combat, many more shots must be fired.
 Gawain kept the prototype vambrace and looked at everyone. “It still needs much more testing. We will start tomorrow morning, and the venue will be at the northeastern testing ground.
 The northeastern testing ground was the large barren land near the riverbank. Since the testing of the explosive power of the Rebecca Crystals, that section had been designated as the official military testing area. The crystal grenades were also tested there. Actually, Gawain truly couldn’t suppress his excitement and wanted to find a place to randomly make things go ‘boom’ everywhere; however, it truly wouldn’t be good timing to conduct such tests during nighttime. Right now, the territory was still unable to construct a large-scale, indoor weapons testing ground for night operation; therefore, all tests could only be conducted on the next day.
 On the next day, Gawain had gotten up from bed very early.
 As compared to yesterday night’s first shot where there were only a few individuals, today’s official test appeared to be particularly strict and serious. Rebecca had mentioned to Heidi about the heat-ray gun, while Heidi immediately called for Byron and Philip, the two military supervisors. At the same time, she had picked two steadfast and reliable soldiers from the Combat Corps to guard the vicinity and to prevent any unrelated personnel from coming close. She had also set up targets in the testing ground at various distances to test the weapon’s range, accuracy, and other data. Finally, she called for the Druid, Pittman, to respond to any accidental injuries caused by the weapon and to provide emergency treatment.
From all these arrangements, Gawain could evidently determine something:
 His eldest granddaughter was gradually learning the concept of ‘science and systemization’ that he had been teaching…
 Gawain originally prepared to test the weapon himself, but after Amber blabbed by his ear for 10 minutes, he decided to give her the chance.


 Of course, this decision wasn’t entirely because of Amber’s blabbing that was truly annoying; more importantly, it was due to the fact that Amber was a Rogue who had used the sleeve arrow before. Furthermore, she was quite proficient in using it and had a certain level of experience for such fixed, long-range weapons on the arm. It was obvious that she should be the one wielding the weapon.
 Seeing how Amber wore the heat-ray gun on her arm and seeing how she professionally adjusted the straps to ensure the stability, Rebecca who didn’t obtain the chance to wield the weapon couldn’t help but feel jealous and nagged, “You better take it easy and don’t hit yourself. This thing is much heavier than your sleeve arrow!”
 “You don’t have to worry okay?” Amber rebuked, “Back when I was training with the sleeve arrow, my wrist was fitted with a lump of metal, and it was heavier than this thing!”
 After flaunting, the half-elf thief had finished adjusting the equipment and nodded to Heidi who was responsible for writing the data. Amber then lifted her arm and aimed at the first target.
 When the rune trigger was activated by the metallic wire, the magic capacitor’s magic instantly transmuted into the Scorching Ray magic circle’s energy. It was accompanied by a light sound before the scorching ray of light struck at the first target that was a few dozen meters away.
 The wooden target that wore armor had been instantly pierced through.
 Heidi quickly recorded the data while Amber started to aim at the second target…
   “The effective range is merely around two hundred meters to three hundred meters, lower than Scorching Ray’s standard and also lower than the theoretical value of the magic circle’s base plate.” After a round of testing, Heidi brought the data to Gawain and said, “The main problem might be due to the adjustment of the quartz pillar position or the inefficient magic conduction between the Scorching Ray base plate and the magic capacitor. All these can be improved using craftsmanship. Accuracy is another problem. Accuracy within 50 meters was still good, but accuracy would drop drastically after 50 meters. At 100 meters, even Amber who has the half-elf bloodline and is proficient with the sleeve arrow would have a 75% chance of missing the target. If this data is extrapolated on regular soldiers… it will definitely be worse.”
 Rebecca scratched her head and spoke candidly, “But it is still more accurate than Aunt— Pain, pain, pain!”
 Seeing the foolish girl getting pinched on the ear by Heidi, Gawain didn’t have a change in expression and said, “Accuracy can also be improved with craftsmanship. Nicholas Egg’s assembly is very precise, but the Scorching Ray base plate was handcrafted by Rebecca and others. With the objective to test if the newly designed rune combination would work, they didn’t put too much effect when picking the quartz pillar.”
 While speaking, he took another glance at the vambrace on Amber’s arm and said, “Moreover, it is still lacking a sight. A simple targeting accessory can be added between the vambrace and the muzzle. It should greatly increase the accuracy.”


 After Gawain explained the concept of a sight, Amber’s eyes immediately lit up. “Oh, oh! That is a great thing! This way, it will be much easier to train the soldiers!”
 They might be discussing accuracy problems, but in fact, the accuracy of the heat-ray gun had already exceeded Gawain’s expectations.
 In his initial opinion, such a model wouldn’t be easy to aim. A long-ranged weapon without even a basic sight would be rather praiseworthy if the accuracy was over a dozen meters. However, the data had exceeded his expectations.
 One factor was because the heat-ray gun wasn’t a weapon with live ammunition, and the entire shooting process didn’t have any mechanical operations, eliminating almost all recoil. There also wasn’t a need to worry about the gun barrel trembling or the instability of the receiver affecting the accuracy. In order to maintain accuracy, one simply had to ensure that the arm was steady. Another factor was the quality of the physical body and the talents that people possessed in this world were different from people on Earth.
 Amber’s half-elf bloodline allowed her to be innately proficient with all sorts of long-ranged weapons. Even if it was a regular person without the elven bloodline, their physical qualities would still be superior to people on Earth (Think about those nobles who lived an average lifespan of 100 years and those ‘regular soldiers’ who could wear heavy armor and wield giant swords while charging). Those superior qualities might carry over to long-ranged weapons, but of course, it could only be verified after the regular soldiers did the tests.
 On the other hand, Rebecca was already grimacing under the hand of Heidi and said, “Aren’t any of you going to save me?!”
 Gawain didn’t know to laugh or cry when he took a glance at the young lady who was punished because she was being candid. He saved her before nodding to Amber. “Continue the test. This time, see if consecutive shots will affect the performance.”
Consecutive shots would be a relatively long testing process, so Gawain didn’t continue observing and walked towards the two Knights, Byron and Philip.
 The two Knights were fully concentrated on the testing ground, and they had rather complicated expressions.
 “What are you thinking?” Gawain walked towards them and asked.
 “This is truly an incredible weapon.” Byron’s tone was indeed filled with admiration. “Incredible…! Magic can actually be released in such a method. Be it the source of magic or the control of magic, it is all done by the weapon itself. It is unrelated to the user’s innate talent, and the user simply has to pull the rune trigger…”


 “It isn’t just admiration, right?” Gawain looked at Byron with a smile that didn’t look like a smile.
 “…Indeed.” Byron looked at Gawain and finally nodded with admittance. “I am feeling a sense of loss.”
 “Oh?”
 “Back then, I spent two years to learn Aura Protection and spent another three years to learn Danger Detection. Furthermore, those are just Grade 2 Knight skills.” Byron shook his head and said, “Right now, new soldiers will only need to train a few days and will be able to release Scorching Ray.”
 
 Philip also sighed and lamented. “I was faster than you and learned those two skills within half a year.”
 Byron: “…Can you be a little more sensitive to others?”
 “I have mentioned that the times are changing.” Gawain interrupted the duo and said, “Such change is necessary, and you two will have to accept it.”
 Byron startled for a moment before smiling bitterly at the testing ground. “Will there be a day when that thing can release the finger of death?”
 Gawain was silent for a moment before he replied, “Perhaps.”
 
 “…It seems like the day of the City of Thousand Towers’ collapse isn’t too far away.”
 On the other side, Amber exercised her arm for a moment as it was rather tiring to lift her arm up for a long period of time. Immediately after, she lifted the heat-ray gun again and pulled the rune trigger.


 The ray gun generated a small heat energy, but no heat ray was shot out this time.
 “Old dumpling! This thing can’t be used anymore!”
Chapter 153: Combat Field Pack and Modularity

Amber was an undomesticated half-elf for many years. She shunned the light and was fond of darkness. She had the habit to steal, was omnivorous, and had a great appetite. She loved to mess around, and when she messed around to a certain degree, she would lose her common sense and wind up being chased by someone afterward.
Just like now.
 When the words ‘old dumpling’ was said, Gawain didn’t really react, but Heidi did. The Cecil territory’s chief supervisor glared and swung her magic staff while concentrated killing aura was emitted.
 Amber had shivered and immediately reacted. When she saw Heidi, she started to talk back, “Who are you trying to intimidate? If you are capable, then try hitting my face with an Ice Arrow…”
 Immediately after, Heidi’s staff made one round and sent Amber flying by seven or eight meters…
 Who said that a Mage could only use Ice Arrows and Large Fireballs? Which of the Cecil Clan’s Mages didn’t know how to use the 36 Styles of ‘Rest in Peace’ Staff? Amber still didn’t have much experience on going against the members of the Cecil Clan. If she knew that Heidi and Rebecca’s staffs had fullers, she wouldn’t have dared to jump into a fight like this…
 “You insulted my spells and also insulted my clan’s ancestor!” Heidi was truly angry this time and had wielded her staff vigorously. Since her elder brother passed away, as a senior, she didn’t have a choice but to help the unorthodox Rebecca handle the clan’s businesses. She rarely had the chance to exhibit her skills like this, but all of the Cecil Clan’s members knew that when the elegant Madam Heidi was angry, she could use her staff as a war hammer. “Don’t think that I can’t do anything just because my magic cannot hit you. Look at how I…”
 Amber was yelling while getting chased, but it was fortunate that Gawain had already reacted and quickly ran over to stop the farce. “Stop, stop, stop. Calm down, calm down. Heidi, you should know that this fellow’s mouth doesn’t have a lid. Amber, you are truly something. When you are about to get a beating, you should remember to first take off the heat-ray gun. It is a prototype that we have painstakingly created. What if it was damaged?”
 Amber: “…”
 
 Heidi glared at Amber before lowering her head to Gawain. “Ancestor, you should really teach this fellow some manners. She is very disrespectful to you.”
 “Sigh, I shouldn’t have taught you people the words ‘old dumpling1‘.” Gawain sighed before turning to look at the vambrace on Amber’s arm and asked, “We should take a look at this thing first. Why did it suddenly stop functioning?”


 Amber fiddled with the heat-ray gun and aimed at the target before pulling the trigger again. This time, a scorching ray of light shot out from the vambrace and hit the target.
 Amber frowned and said, “It seems like it’s working again?”
 Subsequently, she shot a few more times. The heat-ray gun malfunctioned again after three shots.
 “I roughly understand what is going on.” Gawain nodded before beckoning and calling out to the giant silver emoji who was floating by the side. “Nicholas Egg, can you help to remove this part of the outer shell?”
 The reason was quickly identified.
 The magic capacitor wasn’t able to charge faster than the consumption of the consecutive shots, and all the magic within the magic storage crystals were exhausted.
 The ‘magic capacitor’ that Gawain designed was essentially charging constantly and automatically. It was an energy device with a slow and steady charging speed. The charging speed was constant and so was the capacity. Originally it was to allow the low-consumption Honeycomb Magic Web unit to temporarily store magic within the crystals; it could then supply magic to high-consumption magic circles. However, if these high-consumption magic circles had to be constantly operated, the energy consumption would definitely exceed the charging speed of the crystals.
 When the heat-ray gun executed consecutive shots, the magic capacitor would definitely be exhausted, and the user would have to wait for the magic to be charged up before using it again.
 “So this is the reason.” After seeing the magic storage crystals on the magic capacitor that were already grayish, Heidi nodded and said, “It is understandable as regular magical tools are also like this. There is a limit for consecutive releases of magic, and once the magic is exhausted, it would need to be replenished. It seems like it is the same for the heat-ray gun.”
“This is definitely not acceptable!” Gawain shook his head sternly.
 Rebecca had a blank expression as she asked, “Why is it not acceptable? Aren’t all magical tools like this?”


 “Those are traditional magical tools, like rings that can only release six Fireballs in a day, or talismans that can only activate shields for three times a day. I want to say that those flaws have to be eliminated.” Gawain shook his head and said, “On the battlefield, the person whose weapon is damaged first shall die first. It is the same for the magic storage for the heat-ray gun. Therefore, we need to think of a method for them to have a longer combat period.”
 Sir Byron who rushed over to take a look had also nodded and agreed. “On the battlefield, the enemies aren’t going to wait a few hours for you to allow your magic capacitor to slowly recharge.”
 “We have found the first thing to improve.” Gawain’s train of thought was opened up, and he had found his familiar rhythm again. He looked at Heidi, Rebecca, and also Jenni who stood behind the duo and said, “Do you know the greatest difference between this brand new ‘magic equipment’ and traditional magical tools?”
   Jenni: “The low cost?”
 Heidi: “Convenience of use?”
 Rebecca: “Extremely cool name!”
 “The difference is that once traditional magical tools’ magic is exhausted, they would either have to slowly wait for it to recover or find a Mage to inject magic into it. As for this thing that we created…” Gawain casually pulled out the crystal in the magic capacitor’s slots and put in another magic storage crystal that Gawain normally played with as a collection walnut. “During emergency situations, we can refresh the spellcasting power at any time… Eh? Why can’t I put it in?”
 Rebecca explained very seriously, “…Lord Ancestor, previously, you didn’t mention that the crystal in the magic capacitor would need to be switched out. Therefore, when Egg Egg assembled them, he had made the slots for one-time usage. When you pulled out the crystal, the base had already deformed.”
 Heidi quickly followed up. “Of course, the slots can be adjusted again, and it is a small problem. It is more important for Ancestor to speak of your idea!”
 Gawain: “…”
 Gawain had already forgotten the last time he had been successful when trying to act cool.


 He quickly overlooked the awkwardness and put on a serious face while getting back to the main topic. “Heidi, record down this modification suggestion. Leave a convenient opening in the magic capacitor to allow soldiers to quickly switch out the exhausted crystal during battle. This way, during low-intensity or short battles, the heat-ray gun’s magic capacitor could be used for the entire battle, but during emergencies, the soldiers could still rely on external energy sources to continue the battle.”
 Heidi recorded the suggestion but immediately frowned. “Ancestor, the magic capacitor that you designed was originally meant to solve the problem of the low output of the magic web unit and also the magic storage period of inferior crystals. But if the soldiers have to switch crystals in combat, how will their ‘spare crystals’ maintain the magic? Could it be that they have to use expensive and superior magic storage crystals as spare crystals?”
 “That would defeat the purpose.” Gawain smiled and shook his head. “The mass production of low-grade magic storage crystals is the true treasure of the military army. You mentioned that the magic in low-grade crystals would disperse over time during the combat. This means that we simply need to design something for the soldiers to carry that wouldn’t allow the magic to disperse, right?”
 Gawain merely gave a slight advice, and Rebecca’s brain had already started to revolve rapidly and generated an idea within a few seconds with a ding. “We can design a larger ‘capacitor’ that is similar to the magic capacitor, like a box that is assembled with many magic web units. Its function will be to store the crystals and to slowly recharge the crystals. It should fit about eight to ten spare crystals, and as long as the base plate is made thinner, the weight wouldn’t exceed the spare blades that soldiers normally carry. They simply have to bring one or two fewer spare blades, and they would be able to carry a storage box like this.”
 Sir Byron, who wasn’t really interested in the heat-ray gun, had been attracted by this discussion. He couldn’t help but continue to elaborate on Rebecca’s idea. “This way, the magic storage crystals that the soldiers carry along will not disperse energy and would be constantly recharged. When they switch out the exhausted crystals and put them back in the storage box, the exhausted crystals would fully recharge during combat. In an extended battle, an additional recharged crystal might actually save their lives!”
 “A combat field pack that goes along with the heat-ray gun…” Gawain smiled and looked at Rebecca. “This thing’s principle is very simple, but you need to reduce the weight of the magic web unit and to ensure that the recharging efficiency doesn’t decrease too. I will leave the design to you.”
 Rebecca stomped her staff on the ground and spoke with a pleased and upward-looking face, “Don’t worry, Lord Ancestor! I am very good at this! I will finish it in a few days!”
 Her imposing manner felt like she was planning to carry a giant hammer to charge into the battlefield for a massacre…
 
 “Apart from that, we still need to enhance the heat-ray gun’s ‘interchangeability’ and ‘ability to expand’.” Gawain nodded as an indication for Heidi to continue recording while speaking to Nicholas Egg. “Let the mechanical manufacturing facility split the heat-ray gun into separate parts that can be mass produced. My requirement is for most of the components to be easily disassembled and interchangeable, for each component to have low processing difficulty and be durable, especially for the Scorching Ray’s base plate. If possible, we should standardize the magic conductor between the connections of base plates, allowing it to be assembled freely. It also means that the heat-ray gun can now be fitted with the Scorching Ray magic circle, but it will also be able to fit in other general base plates and turn into other weapons, or even defensive tools or work tools. I shall call this ‘modularity’.”
 Heidi involuntarily stopped her pen as she widened her eyes slightly. Modularity was a word that she had heard Gawain mentioning a few times, but it was only now that she finally realized what it could achieve.
 As the discussion of the heat-ray gun and the combat field pack was gradually getting fixed, a foreigner stepped into the western side of the new Cecil territory.


 It was a robust man with a strong sense of existence.
 He had light brown short hair. The top of his hair was lacking in care and was messy, while his beard seemed to be badly shaved. It was obvious that he wasn’t very meticulous when shaving as there were beard stubbles of uneven length left at the chin. His face looked like he had gone through hardships as his face had lost all luster but still had unswerving determination. In his deep eye sockets were a pair of eyes that had brilliance unlike the commoners of this era.
 
 As compared to his face, the thing that was more eye-catching was this man’s state and clothes.
 He was covered in dust but looked very energetic. He was wearing a priest’s attire belonging to the Church of Holy Light, but that priest robe was very obviously shabby. His waist had a bible tied to it, and his chest had a sacred crest. He looked like a cleric, but his robust stature made him look more like a warrior.
 He was so robust that it looked as though he could punch evil cult followers to death. He was walking on a path of rocks on the Cecil territory; his shoes were already ruined beyond recognition after the long journey. He wiped the sweat on his forehead and lowered his head to look at the document in his hand:
 The committee sends The Lord’s loyal servant, Cleric Wright Awiken, to leave for the southern borders, propagate the teachings of The Lord, and spread the way of the Holy Light.
Chapter 154: Construction of the Territory

After completing the testing of the heat-ray gun, Gawain left the testing ground. With him were Heidi and Amber — Rebecca and Jenni had to continue with the optimization of the rune combination; Nicholas Egg needed to return to the mechanical research station to design new production lines, and the two knights each had tasks on hand, so they did not leave with Gawain.
The success of a new weapon boosted Gawain’s spirits that he could not help being in a good mood, and under the influence of a good mood, his view of everything in the territory was much more optimistic than usual.
Half of Frost Month had passed, and the temperatures were falling day by day. Before long, this entire southern land would enter a freezing winter. However, the first batch of crops had been harvested; in addition, the rations and supplies promised by the King had arrived in succession; the non-staple foodstuffs purchased from Tanzan Town were also steadily flowing in and filling up the warehouses. This winter, the territory didn’t need to worry about the problem of hunger at all.
The Cecil Clan was perhaps the most generous clan in terms of food —— on the lands of other clans, civilians often had to turn in 70-80% of their harvest as tax; serfs even needed to turn in close to 90% of rations. In doing so, even with the help of Druid spells or fertility theurgies, the poor lower classes were constantly living on the edge of hunger. So long as the year’s harvest was slightly bad, people starving to death would be a common thing. And all kinds of wild vegetables, tree barks, even grass roots were regular customers in most of the civilians’ pots. However, in the Cecil territory, Gawain had directly set the grain tax at half.
Residents were deeply grateful for his kindness, yet Gawain felt that this tax rate was still too high.
One reason why other aristocrat clans collected at an extremely high tax rate was because they usually did not really care about the agriculture in the territory; neither would they improve cultivation technology or carry out effective labor management, such that the harvests from their soil weren’t high in the first place. Also, low taxes wouldn’t be able to sustain their extravagant lifestyles. Their luxury and extravagance were truly at the extent of being sensational. A small baron needed to build a castle and provide for a butler, a personal manservant/maidservant, four first-class servants, and four first-class maidservants, as well as a significant number of handymen, laundry maidservants, kitchen maidservants, grooms, and many more. Moreover, they also had to hold endless banquets and hunting activities. If they were aristocrats with a religious belief, they would also donate a huge sum of riches to the local church —— and all these would mostly come from taxes, weighing on those poor people whose harvests weren’t high in the first place.
But the Cecil territory didn’t need all these.
 Besides, Gawain was very clear of one thing —— in the situation where the magic-energy industry was starting, the economic output of the agriculture society would ultimately be surpassed and replaced by this industry. Farmland was once the main economic resource of this world, but very soon, gold coins would be flowing from the chains of factories and commerce. He did not intend on continuing the development model of taking nutrients from farmers —— only, the magical industry was still a straw in the wind, so he needed to maintain such a situation for the time being.
The gold and silver stored in the vault in the mountain would be used up sooner or later. However, Gawain was very confident of transforming the territory from net expenditure into a balance between income and expenditure. When the territory’s industrial output had satisfied self-use and a surplus appeared, it would be time to send a caravan out…
 
 When they passed by the White River bank, Gawain saw a big ship stopped at the pier. Many people clothed in ragged garments were alighting the ship, receiving the routine registration and check. And those responsible for these affairs were clerks selected from the 100-men aid team as well as literate soldiers in the territory. After a period of adapting and learning, these people could undertake such jobs.
The population of the territory was still increasing steadily. After confirming the year’s harvest, Gawain had boldly gotten the ‘population recruitment office’ in Tanzan Town to add orders for a new batch of serfs and expanded the publicity of recruiting refugees. At present, almost every three to four days, a full ship of people would be transported from the upstream of the White River to here, becoming new residents of the Cecil territory. What was even more delightful was that there were now more and more refugees amongst these people.


This meant that those homeless people wandering outside had finally heard and believed the news regarding the Cecil pioneering camp, and once there was a start for such things, it would form a steady flow of population migration.
In places where there was no lack of population, refugees were indeed a significant, hidden trouble that gave public-security officers a headache. However, at the Cecil territory where the lack of manpower was giving both Heidi and Gawain hair loss, refugees were virtually gold that was flowing into the territory. ——As long as they could afford to feed them, no amount was too much.
Compared to slaves with clearly marked prices and a fixed cost, these refugees that would continuously flow in would be the most stable source for population for the Cecil territory in the future.
“How’s the securing of housing going?” Gawain’s gaze landed in the direction of the pier as he casually asked. “The weather is getting colder by the day.”
“There are enough wooden huts. According to the new method you stipulated, serfs or refugees who arrive at the territory do not need to participate in agriculture and factory labor at the start. Instead, they would work to build their own houses, and through this process, learn the labor system here and receive general knowledge education. This idea is extraordinarily effective —— they are extremely hardworking in their work and praised, in unison, the benevolence of the Cecil Clan. By the time they have completed this work, the basic labor system and general knowledge are already firmly etched in their minds.
“When building a home for themselves, every person would do his best, a very simple truth.” Gawain smiled. “And education with a subtle influence in the process of such devoted labor would strike root in hearts better than any whip or scolding.”
With that, he frowned slightly again. “But wooden huts cannot compare to brick houses after all, especially in winter… Even if we’ve prepared ample hay and used mud to plaster the walls, it would still be cold inside the huts.”
“Your benevolence is indeed touching, but the output of the brick and tile plant really cannot keep up.” Heidi shook her head regrettably. “The newly added population is too big. It’s impossible to build a brick house for every person. In fact, if it wasn’t because the logging shed and sawmill had stored large amounts of wood in advance and that the efficiency of the sawing machine driven by the Magic Powered Engine is exceptionally high, we might not even be able to ensure that there would be sufficient wooden huts…”
 “Then at least guarantee the supply of charcoal. Let them tide over the first winter before anything else.” Gawain nodded. “Has Honeycomb Magic Web been laid in the new construction area?”
“Yes, according to your requests, all areas are laying Magic Webs. —— Even if a full area of laying cannot be achieved, it has been ensured that the honeycomb structures are connected in a line, linking up every construction area and leaving exposed Magic Web interfaces at every area.”
The so-called Magic Web interface was actually a small stick of magic-conducting material extending from the Magic Web unit. They were made of steel rods or even cheaper black stone covered with mithril; one end was connected to the Magic Web underground, while the other would extend out of the ground; it would be considered Gawain’s foundation for the territory’s future developments.


  Although the Magic Web could provide ‘wireless energy supply’, where transfer of magical power could occur above the Magic Web or close to it, doing so wasn’t efficient. If they reserved many ‘Magic Web interfaces’, it would be in preparation for the future urbanization developments: for example, connecting to street lamps or providing magical power to every household.
“Now there’s another problem,” Heidi hesitated for a moment, but still decided to speak of it. “It’s about the night education that you pushed on.”
Gawain instantly frowned. “Night education? Those general-studies classes? What has happened?”
“You required every person in the territory to receive education, but now that people are surging in in large numbers, and all of them essentially being completely illiterate peasants, the number of teachers we have are completely insufficient,” Heidi said in a troubled manner. “We have established learning sites in the middle, west, and south of the territory and got all soldiers, craftsmen, and department heads that are literate to take turns in giving classes after finishing work, but things are still too busy. The capacity of every ‘class’ is limited, and those new residents lack discipline. Once there is a big number of people, the extent of the chaos is virtually a disaster. And if we reduce the number of people… we would have to increase the number of classes.”
“Increasing the number of classes would mean needing more teachers.” Gawain frowned. “Didn’t Tanzan Town send some clerical apprentices over?”
“They’ve been dispatched to teach, but we’re still lacking.”
 “Then recruit them from the ‘100-men aid team’,” Gawain decided. “Other than ‘high-end talents’ like Jenni, some of the ordinary craftsmen or apprentices are also literate. They would probably be interested in the extra allowance for teachers. In addition, you have to start publicizing job recruitments for the steelworks and mechanical research station. Tell the residents, both freemen and serfs can enter the factories to work, but they must be able to read and count before they can sign up, and by working in factories, they would receive extra food allowance like the craftsmen. Only like this would they be motivated in learning. It would also be easier to maintain discipline.”
Heidi nodded lightly. “Yes, I understand now.”
 Gawain thought for a while and asked, “Is there anything else you need to report?”
 Heidi looked towards Amber at the side. “Her ability to sleep while walking is really very formidable.”
Gawain faltered and turned his head for a glance. In the end, he found that this half-elf was really following beside him with her eyes closed as if she’d been sleeping for some time already.


“When did this rascal fall asleep?!”
 Heidi wore a helpless look. “When we first started discussing the building of houses.”
 
 Gawain was stunned. “…In a way, she’s also a talent.”
And he’d just finished sighing when he saw Amber leisurely sober up. Miss Half-Elf rubbed her eyes, stared at Gawain and Heidi, and curiously asked, “You two are finally done discussing?”
The corner of Gawain’s lips twitched as he intentionally looked at Heidi. “Now about the production output of steel…”
 Amber closed her eyes. “Wake me up when food’s ready.”
 Gawain instantly had no way out. He was just thinking of casually grabbing Amber’s ear and twisting it to see if it would wake her up when he suddenly saw a soldier running over from the corner of his eye.
 
 “Lord!” The soldier ran to Gawain and swiftly stood still before bowing. “A stranger has come to the territory!”
“Stranger?” Gawain faltered, not knowing what was so urgent about such a matter. “Is it a refugee from the north? If he came to seek refuge by himself…”
 “No, that person was dressed in clothes of the Church of Holy Light. He seemed to be a missionary, but for some reason, he’s currently working at the building site.”
“Huh?”
Chapter 155: Missionary

When Gawain led Amber and Heidi to arrive at a building site near the brick-kiln yard under the soldier’s guide, the odd priest who had suddenly appeared in the territory had been occupied for some time already.
 This was a slovenly, travel-stained, and exceptionally stout chap. He was currently carrying baskets of heavy bricks with the workers to where they were building walls. Despite it already being late in the cold Frost Month, he and the other workers had worked out a body of sweat, such that the worn-our priest robes had been removed by him and tied around his waist as a waist-cloth, revealing robust upper-body muscles and bronze skin.
The muscles in his arm literally looked like he was ready to perish together with heretics anytime.
The workers were occupied and working with this man who had suddenly appeared but occasionally looked up secretly to survey him. Clearly, they had long discovered that this was an odd stranger. Meanwhile, the supervisor (and recorder) of this building site was watching helplessly from the side. Upon realizing that the feudal lord had arrived, this supervisor immediately ran to him. “Lord! You’re finally here, this is really…”
“What’s with this person?” Gawain watched the strong chap who was immersed in carrying bricks confusedly. “Priest from the Church of Holy Light? This style? Why has he come to my territory and decided to work all of a sudden?”
“We don’t know where he came from either!” The supervisor looked like he was going berserk. “He simply said that he came to the south to do missionary work on orders, then asked the workers if any of them were interested in the Holy Light. —— Who knew where he came from? Of course, everyone ignored him. I even told him that everyone had yet to finish their work. No one had the time to listen to him. In the end, this person went to lift bricks without a word. He couldn’t even be stopped —— he’s scarily strong!”
“…You’d know he can’t be weak just by looking at his physique.” Amber glanced dumbfoundedly at the burly chap. She’d even been inspired for a moment earlier when she heard that a suspected priest from the Church of Holy Light was here and planned to battle for 300 rounds against the other party (or get beaten up) and then extort Gawain for a sum of medical expenses. However, even with her brain circuits as they were, she never expected it to be such a character that came here. She was instantly a little stunned. “This really isn’t a paladin who wore the wrong clothes when he was leaving the house and walked out in robes?”
The supervisor shrugged. “I’ve asked. He claimed to be a missionary who traveled from the central region.”
Gawain frowned and waved a hand to the soldier who followed her as well as the supervisor before him. “Don’t be nervous. I’ll go interact with him.”
 
With that, he walked forward with Amber and Heidi.
 The workers working saw Gawain approach very quickly. Each of them stopped the work they had on hand in nervousness and reverence, preparing to bow, but Gawain stopped them with his gaze and waved his hand. “No need to care about me. Just do your work.”


The strong chap who was working finally also noticed the change in the atmosphere. He unloaded a basket of bricks from his shoulder and lifted his head to look around; he then turned towards Gawain. “The person-in-charge is here? Are you the person-in-charge?”
Such a manner of speaking… really unlike the kind of priest one would often see in the Church of Holy Light.
 This was one rare time that Gawain was dressed in casual clothes. Although he carried the Sword of Pioneers with him, there was the scabbard covering it. Other than his height making him look like a crane standing among chickens, it was probably very difficult for an outsider, at the first moment, to associate this tall fellow — who didn’t even have a presentable guard around him when he was out — to the Cecil Duke, Gawain (Amber was an unpresentable guard). Noticing that the burly guy before him had not figured out his identity, Gawain went along and said, “Yes, I am the person-in-charge of this area. What do you do?”
“Great, I’m finally meeting someone with whom speaking works!” The big fellow looked especially delighted. He casually wiped his perspiration. He then felt around in the long robes tied around his waist for a long while before he finally pulled out a creased document and handed it over. “Could you help me hand this to your feudal lord? Previously, I stood on an elevated spot and looked for a long time, but I couldn’t find where his castle was.”
Gawain took the document and casually found a pile of bricks to sit on at the side. He also indicated for the other party to sit down. Then, he lowered his head for a look yet saw that there was only a simple sentence on this document written on superior quality parchment:
The committee sends The Lord’s loyal servant, Cleric Wright Awiken, to leave for the southern borders, propagate the teachings of The Lord, and spread the way of the Holy Light.
 There was also the emblem of the Church of Holy Light and the seal of a certain bishop below.
 He really was a missionary.
 Gawain faltered and then put the document away. “Alright, I will do so, but I have to first ask you a few questions.”
 “Sure… Ah, hold on.” The chap had just nodded halfway when he suddenly stood up and stopped a serf who happened to be walking past him. “Wait a moment, there’s something wrong with your arm.”
 The serf stopped blankly and even revealed a hint of nervousness when he saw Gawain seated right beside him. However, the latter only nodded lightly, indicating that there was no need to be bothered. —— Gawain was also curious what this puzzling missionary wanted to do.


 Then he saw the missionary called ‘Wright’ rest a hand on the serf’s shoulder, while the other drew the emblem of the Holy Light in the air. He chanted words of blessings, and as the blessing progressed, faint white light appeared in both his hands; a peaceful and harmonious aura filled the surrounding air. The unkempt burly chap with a naked top-half actually appeared to be slightly holy and pure in this holy light.
Very soon, the treatment ended. Missionary Wright retracted his hand and nodded to the serf. “Done! A little internal injury, it won’t act up during cloudy days or when it rains. May The Lord bless you.”
The serf moved his shoulder in disbelief, probably feeling obvious comfort. He could not help but nod at and thank Wright repeatedly with an agitated expression and then walked back to his work post while stretching his shoulder.
Missionary Wright clapped his palms like he’d just done something trivial and insignificant. He turned towards Gawain. “I’m done. Ask away.”
Gawain sat through this entire process indifferently; he was merely a little surprised at the end that this ‘missionary’ actually only said ‘May The Lord bless you’ instead of seizing the chance to hang onto the man and talk about the way of the Holy Light for half an hour. Following that, he came back to his senses and nodded to Wright. “You came here to do missionary work?”
  “As it has been written in the document the central parish sent me.” The man nodded. “The one who signed it is Bishop Megal. I set off from the Plains of the Holy Spirits and walked all the way here. A small part of my time was spent traveling. Most of it was used to preach. Stopping and moving throughout the whole journey, it’s been more than a year already.”
Then he added, “I only found out recently that the Cecil Clan was constructing a new pioneering camp here. Originally, my last stop was going to be Tanzan Town, but now, my last stop is here. I intend to settle down in this place. If I can get the permission of the resurrected Duke, I will build a church here.”
Amber poked Gawain’s arm, muttering, “Hey, hey, referring to you, referring to you~~”
 Gawain stolidly tensed the muscles in his arm for a moment, making Amber’s fingers retract in pain as if she had poked a steel plate. He then looked towards Wright with a frown. “Then why did you suddenly come and help with the work?”
“The supervisor said earlier, everyone was working so they had no time to listen to me preach.” Wright shrugged. “Then if I quickly help them finish up their work, I’d be able to preach.”
 “Simply because of this?”


 Wright wore a look that said it was a matter of fact. “Yeah, simply because of that.”
 At this point, Heidi finally could no longer hold back and spoke, “Excuse me, but I’ve also seen missionaries from the Church of Holy Light who were traveling outside, but none of them were like you… Were you a paladin in the past?”
“I am a Cleric, always have been.” Wright looked down at the muscles on his body and said justifiably again, “But it’s more dangerous preaching outside. I often encounter wild animals, bandits, and whatnot. Clerics’ combat theurgies are too few, so training my body is good for self-protection. Besides, sometimes the money I have on me isn’t enough, so I’m bound to have to help the locals with work in exchange for food. That wouldn’t work if my body isn’t strong.”
“Missionaries from the Church of Holy Light do not have the convention of working in exchange for food.” Heidi wore an odd look. “Beyonders do not need to sell their physical strength regardless of where they go, much less selling it to laymen. I’ve never heard of such a thing.”
“Madam, that’s not right of you.” Wright’s expression immediately turned solemn. “The way of the Holy Light tells us that humans cannot reap without sowing. The way of the Holy Light also tells us that all are people of the Holy Light. Since we’re all people of the Holy Light, why the need to differentiate between laymen and not?”
Amber looked this brawny man up and down in surprise. “You really took those words seriously?”
Wright revealed a natural and right expression once more. “The teachings of the way of the Holy Light, how could they be taken to be false?”
Watching this peculiar missionary, Gawain did not say anything for a while.
 He swiftly pondered whether there was anything suspicious about this person before him, guessing whether he was related to Princess Veronica’s visit earlier on and surmising how much of what he said was credible.
If all that he said was real, then it seemed like there was nothing to worry about —— this Holy Light cleric had begun his travels a year ago, and at that time, Gawain had yet to rise from his coffin. The arrival of this missionary was a coincidence.
But if it all wasn’t real, this Holy Light missionary’s sudden arrival on this territory would be a matter that would be more troublesome in Gawain’s eyes.


 
But for some reason, looking at this Holy Light missionary with an intriguing style, Gawain had a nagging feeling that this matter… really had nothing to do with a conspiracy.
Regardless, even if he had developed a trace of vigilance and estrangement toward the current gods and the beliefs of this world, as a feudal lord, he could not carelessly chase a missionary away; especially in the situation when the other party had not violated any laws on this land and even actively helped with working and treating the sick, he really, really could not do so. —— Otherwise, the law and order that he himself pursued would be diminished.
Besides, he also wanted to observe and find out this person’s background and what objectives he had.
As Gawain was pondering at heart, missionary Wright was also surveying the three people before him, and he abruptly asked, “By the way, are the three of you interested in the way of the Holy Light?”
Gawain and company weren’t unanimous at all.
 
 “I am a believer of the Goddess of Magic. I do not want to believe in other gods.”
 “Are you blind? I believe in the shadows!”
“Not interested, thank you.”
 Missionary Wright nodded. “Oh, never mind then.”
Chapter 156: In The Deep Sea

The briefness and understanding in missionary Wright’s reply instead left Gawain stunned for a good while. He had initially prepared a big pile of justifiable, well-grounded, and polite excuses to cope with the missionary’s ceaseless chatter. The contents included and were not limited to ‘the territory has no money to sustain a church’, ‘the territory has no money to provide for priests’, and ‘you’ve got to spend money to buy the bricks for the church’; but he didn’t expect this suspected-gladiator-turned-cleric missionary to actually forget it just like that… He actually dropped it just like that…
This big brother couldn’t be an undercover agent from the dark sects that infiltrated the Church of Holy Light, could he?
“You’ll drop it just like that?” Even Amber could not help but burst out. “You do not plan on persuading more?”
 “The way of the Holy Light tells me that if I do good, the Holy Light will naturally illuminate hearts. If I do not do good, even if I speak till my tongue breaks, it wouldn’t work.” The big fellow used his hand to draw an emblem of the Church of Holy Light on his chest. He had a face full of stubble and muscles, yet he forcefully pushed out a holy and pure image. “So it’s all right even if you all are not interested. It’s not too late to approach me again when you’ve gained an interest.”
“You’re really such an interesting fellow.” Heidi shook her head in disbelief. “Say, you’re from the central region, right? Why would a Church in the Plains of the Holy Spirits send you to the end of the southern borders to preach? And they only gave you a document… Where are your attendants and guards?”
The present was no longer the era where it was the dawn of civilization and the various sects were canvassing with difficulty in the wild. Even missionaries who traveled everywhere no longer moved alone like an ascetic monk, especially missionaries setting off from the rich Plains of the Holy Spirits. Basically, they would move about the world with a considerable number of attendants and guards. As such, those contingents were also known as ‘moving churches’, which meant that the armed personnel, the servants, and the priests of a church were all present. However, this Mr. Wright had walked from the Plains of the Holy Spirits here with just a tattered document. Don’t mention attendants, even his traveling expenses and food were earned by selling his own hard work.
This sudden trance gave one a feeling of the unreal as if this missionary had walked out from the primitive era in history books.
And Wright only smiled offhandedly after hearing this question. “I got on my way alone. The bishop gave me a document and told me to come to the south to preach, so I did. As for attendants and guards… For a minor low-level cleric like me, where would I get attendants and guards? Besides, I don’t need them either.”
With that, he displayed his muscles. “Many paladins are no match for me. Many attendants aren’t as efficient in working as I am. Then what do I want them for?”
 
He then lifted his head to look around, realizing that a new batch of bricks had been sent to this building site. He stood up and dusted off his pants. “Looks like there’s work to be done again. Do you all have any more questions? If not, I’ll go help unload this batch of bricks first.”
Gawain had an odd expression. “…Please go ahead.”


 Wright waved his hand. “Then I’m coming. Ah yes, don’t forget to help me pass on the document to your feudal lord. I need to get the lord’s permission before I can build a church and preach publicly.”
Gawain was at a slight loss of whether to laugh or to cry. “Don’t worry, I will definitely pass it on.”
Wright nodded and turned to walk towards the building site but turned around again after taking two steps. “Oh yes, there’s something I forgot to ask.”
 Even Heidi found it both funny and annoying. “Please fire away.”
“Where do I go to eat after work?”
 Heidi sighed. “…Just follow the workers. Everyone who worked gets food, to one’s fill.”
Only after the missionary had left far did Amber mutter softly, “I’d thought people from the Church of Holy Light would definitely find trouble when they see me. In the end, why is it such a foolhardy… weird person.”
“Don’t be delusional about persecution. He doesn’t even know who you are. Why would he find trouble with you?” Heidi darted a look at Amber and then looked towards Gawain. “Ancestor, are you going to allow this… ‘missionary’ to preach in the territory?”
“We’ll first observe him for two days,” Gawain said coolly. “Send a clerk and get his basic information registered properly. Then arrange lodging for him according to the criterion of technical migrants —— have it near the administrative area. At the same time, pay close attention to his movements. If this person isn’t problematic… allow him to preach and move within the laws of Cecil.”
Gawain himself was estranged from the gods and beliefs in his heart, but he did not intend on stopping people from carrying out religious practices in the territory ——because religious practices were the ‘established facts’ of this world. Theurgies were a part of local productivity Eighty to ninety percent of the populace in the territory had beliefs: either in the Goddesses of Fertility and the God of Holy Light, or gods in the domains of craftsmen, commerce, knowledge, and warriors. The majority were shallow believers, while a small group were pious believers. In such a context, preventing a missionary from the Church of Holy Light from practicing in the territory was both meaningless and would even breed doubt in hearts.
And as long as this strange, candid missionary had no questionable points or blemishes in his background, his arrival would instead be a good thing. Gawain still remembered what Veronica mentioned the last time, and he believed that it certainly wasn’t as simple as a casual mention for the Saint Princess. She would approach him again sooner or later. However, if the territory had built a small church recognized by the Church of Holy Light before that, he would have sufficient reason to decline the infiltration by the church from the capital.


A church that a wandering missionary built with financial aid from the local feudal lord would be much easier to control than a church directly commanded by the capital’s church.
As these random thoughts spun in his mind, Gawain returned to his tent.
Looking at this tent that he had been staying in for several months already, he was also rather emotional at heart.
 It was indeed time to move out of here, into a residence made of bricks.
 At the least, the new residence that he designed would have an official study, bedroom, storehouse, and all kinds of laboratories. Whether it was for living or carrying out magic research, it would be much more convenient than things were in this tent.
However, it was simply unknown why Amber also appeared to be delighted that Gawain could move into his new residence as soon as possible. The last time Gawain had asked her out of curiosity, in the end, the latter came up with a heap of strange remarks: ‘I haven’t climbed through the windows into a house for a long time’, ‘this tent of yours doesn’t even have a door that can be pried’, ‘without a basement and vault, how could it be considered an aristocrat residence’ and more… Truly odd.
Gawain had no choice but to give Amber a round of knocks on her head to correct her shortcoming of saying strange things, but it seemed like there wasn’t much effect.
   Several reports regarding the population and the territory’s expansion of new residential areas were placed on the desk. Gawain sat down at his desk and began his daily work.
 With the inherent appeal that an ancient hero had and Gawain’s factual prestige from protecting his people and leading by example, the measures that he promulgated were executed very quickly on this land. Even acts — like planning town roads, constructing waterways before building houses, prohibiting the relieving of oneself on the streets, and more — that were difficult to advance in this setting and also difficult to explain to the residents had received very good implementation. It seemed like people didn’t really care about the objectives of such acts (even though Gawain had dispatched people to continuously explain and publicize the significance of every policy); instead, it seemed like, as long as it was something that the feudal lord said, it would definitely be right.
But Gawain knew that the execution efficiency brought by such blind faith could not be relied on for long. It would inevitably be repeatedly expended through the process of promulgating one policy after another, one law after another. To sustain such an efficiency, there were only two ways.
First, as far as possible, let the new policies and laws engender beneficial results that could be seen with the naked eye. At the least, make the people believe that the improvement in livelihood was driven by those policies and laws. This way, they would be willing to follow the new laws.


 Second, advance education. Let the whole populace understand deliberation and distinction; let them be able to truly understand what the feudal lord was saying and in this premise, still continue to support the laws and rules of the territory.
The second could, on top of maintaining the current execution efficiency, also greatly raise the efficiency of every job in the territory.
But… where would they find the teachers? Especially in Gawain’s plan, to carry out Beyonder-knowledge education for the entire populace, such teachers would be even more difficult to find.
The average person who could read and count could perhaps be hired using money, but those who truly possessed knowledge, who could carry out relatively high-end education, were very difficult to find. It was unlikely that they would be willing to patiently explain what were runes and calculations to a group of noisy ‘lowly peasants’; even paying money wouldn’t work.
Perhaps he should inquire from Jenni; she might know some Beyonders in the upper class who were extremely down and out… With the spirit that poverty gave rise to the desire for change, those starving Mages should be easier to buy over…
……
 Meanwhile, in the open sea extremely far in the east of the continent, the storm was gradually breaking up.
The wild and turbulent water elements returned back to the atmosphere and ocean. Nearly all the energy accumulated in the atmosphere had splashed onto the island earlier, blowing the entire island into pieces. And now, that remaining energy was stabilizing together with the water elements, slowly returning to the arms of nature.
 The blood of heretic cult believers painted the sea red; the metallic scent attracted the predators of the ocean, yet those predators only lingered apprehensively on the periphery of these waters, not daring at all to draw near to this place that was still emitting a dangerous aura.
The Sons of the Storm were ultimately unable to withstand the true storm. Before the natural calamity raised up by the army of sea demons, they did their best to resist for a very, very long time. But ultimately, they were still forced to give up this ‘miracle area’.
With the lives of close to a third of their believers as the price, they forcefully pushed a way out in the raging ocean and escaped this place.


Now this island was back in the sea demons’ hands once more.
 There were still many huge and frightening hideous monsters roaming the sea surface. Those bodies covered with carapaces and spurs and filled with the glow of magical power looked intimidating, but soon, these giant beasts sank into the water. Moments later, some female figures surfaced.
They had beautiful faces, elegant and well-proportioned bodies, as well as eyes filled with intelligence and spirituality like humankind’s. However, minute scale-like structures could vaguely be seen covering their cheeks and arms. These scales weren’t scary; instead, it brought an unusual, alluring aesthetic. And in the process of stirring the seawater, the lower halves of these females would occasionally rise out of the water surface ——but they were long tails resembling water snakes or the rear half of fishes.
 Some even had tentacles with sucking discs like octopuses.
 These intelligent beings in the water stared at the island left behind after the heretic cult believers evacuated, but they weren’t interested at all in those so-called sacred articles and altars that the heretic cult believers had risked their lives to defend to the last.
 
A sea demon with long sky-blue colored hair gazed in the direction of the island, while another sea demon surfaced, swimming towards this leader with long sky-blue hair. “Those deranged humans have escaped, General Vanessa.”
The sea demon called General Vanessa frowned. “Truly baffling living beings. I remember they weren’t this crazy a few hundred years ago. Why is there no way of even communicating now…?”
“It’s probably because they are unable to live in the sea, and it’s so oppressive living on land that their brains have been damaged.”
 “Forget it, it’s not important.” The sea demon general shook her head. “Since those mad humans have run away, we can continue working.”
 “Then…” An eager expression appeared on the young sea demon soldier’s face. “We’ll go down and continue digging the squid?”
 
The sea demon general laughed and nodded hard. “Mm, continue digging the squid.”


 “Continue digging the squid!” “Dig the squid!” “Big squid!”
 The sea demons’ cheers merged into one. Following that, water foams appeared as they swung their water snake, fish, or octopus-like tails and rushed to the bottom of the sea, continuing the work that they’d long planned to carry out in these waters——
Go to the deep sea, to the seabed, to continue digging the ‘big squid’ that had died down there for unknown reasons, whose fragments of its body covered the entire seabed and were endless no matter how much they dug…
Chapter 157: Weapons of a New Era and the Unconventional Missionary

After successive days of designing, improving, and trials, Rebecca excitedly delivered the first heat-ray gun that had actual combat function as well as the combat field pack to Gawain.
“This is the result!” The Viscountess beamed, looking especially pleased with her own achievement. “Take a look?”
Gawain looked at the things Rebecca brought. The first to catch his eyes was that silver vambrace. Compared to the rough and primitive ‘prototype’ then, the heat-ray gun that had a finalized design looked even more similar to how Gawain had imagined it. Its appearance accorded even better with human aesthetic senses; shaped like an inflated and thick vambrace, the upper section of it was swelled like an ellipsoid; that was where the magic capacitor and Scorching Ray base plate would be held, while the lower section had buckles used to adjust the degree of tightness and fix the structure in place.
In addition, its magic capacitor and rune base plate had been designed to be removable, to ensure that the energy crystals or core magic unit could be changed anytime.
Compared to the prototype, its front-end now had a mechanism used for aiming; the metal wire and trigger used to activate the rune trigger had also been changed to a grip holder that was sturdier and more reliable. The safety gear was linked to the grip holder; in the situation that the safety gear was locked, the grip holder would also retract to the lower part of the vambrace. This way, it would not affect the soldier’s normal combat movements.
And according to Rebecca, after adjustments to the internal runes as well as the polishing of the quartz column, its effective range had finally been raised to 340-370 meters (though room for improvement still existed); the precision and might had also increased to some extent. As this world’s first ‘long-range firearm’, its range of fire and might had exceeded that of Earth’s early rifles. However, Gawain knew very well that this was because it was born in a world where magical power existed. The additional support from magical power made the force of many weapons in this world ridiculously great. If the heat-ray gun could not take advantage of this aspect, then there would be no need for its creation.
After all, the early rifles on Earth only had to deal with Earthmen wearing ordinary metal armors, while the heat-ray guns here had to counter Beyonders wearing enchanted equipment and even energy shields, as well as dealing with ordinary soldiers…
Then, his gaze landed on the ‘combat field pack’ that Rebecca brought.
 From its outer appearance, it really resembled a hard ‘schoolbag’ with a strange form, or rather a traveling bag. Its outer material was cowhide, while the inside was probably a metal frame and metal board; as such, it appeared to be hard and stiff. The belt of the combat field pack very clearly could be fixed on the outside of a soldier’s armor, while the rectangular backpack was divided into two parts, top and bottom. Gawain was a little confused about it.
 
“The top is a normal backpack,” Rebecca explained. “It can be used as a soldier’s traveling bag — carrying rations, water bottles, flints, ointments, and the like. The bag below is used to hold crystals. Look, when you wear it, the lower half happens to be right at the back of one’s waist. You can reach it just by stretching your hand back, and spare crystals can be taken out from this opening at the side. The crystals are clipped by two metal plates and arranged in order inside. After taking a piece out, push the depleted crystal in from the other end. This way, the crystals would be pushed out one by one. I managed to shove twelve magic web units into the entire field pack. Theoretically, it should be able to charge twelve pieces of crystals at the same time. If there are more, though they can be forcefully stuffed in… the charging efficiency would be too low, and I doubt a soldier can use up so much energy in a battle.”
Gawain looked at this combat field pack that Rebecca designed and was suddenly inspired. “Have you thought of other functions for this field pack?”


“Other functions?” Rebecca scratched her hair and didn’t understand him for a moment. “You’re saying to add another sturdy belt for it so as to swing it out to hit people? Then its weight would have to be re—”
“Don’t be so straightforward in your thinking. What if someone suspects that it’s inherited?” Gawain held his forehead with a hand. “Did you not realize, when a big pile of crystals has been stuffed into this field pack, it could be considered a huge magic capacitor by itself?”
Rebecca faltered instantly upon hearing that, only letting out an ‘oh’ moments later. “Oh yes! We can look at it that way too!”
 Soon, she became excited. “Doesn’t that mean that using this field pack to directly supply energy, it could drive magic of even larger scales?!”
“We can’t waste such a big bulk.” Gawain looked at the combat field pack. “Other than storing crystals and providing magical power for the soldiers on the battlefield, some magic circle’s base plate can also be integrated into it. Think about it, how would it be if we assembled a magic shield for it? Or installed a Wind Shield used to filter poisonous gas? Or, we carved magic circles that strengthened the defense power and physical performance on the armors of soldiers, then leave an external magical-power interface on the field pack. When the field pack is connected to the armor, it’s equivalent to every soldier being followed by an ecclesiastic who releases strengthening spells nonstop for them all day long… and the energy consumption of these fundamental spells is extremely low. To a field pack that has twelve magic web units, it wouldn’t affect its charging speed in the slightest. Or, it would slightly affect… but it would be rather worth it for the overall gains.”
Rebecca was increasingly surprised as she listened on. In the end, she could not help but open her mouth wide. “Lord Ancestor, why are every one of your ideas so cool?!”
Gawain showed a smile despite maintaining a solemn expression as he always did. “An old man’s wisdom, an old man’s wis—”
Before Gawain was done showing off, Rebecca had swept the combat field pack into her arms. “Then I’ll go redo the field pack’s blueprints right now!”
“Hold on, get back here!” Gawain quickly leaped to his feet and stopped this doofus who was extremely action-oriented. “Have you come up with a new rune base plate?!”
Rebecca turned back dazedly, carefully analyzed the question, and then replied with an enlightened look, “I haven’t!”
“Altogether, you only analyzed a Scorching Ray. What is it that you are so busy trying to shove into the field pack.” Gawain waved his hand, finding it both funny and annoying. “All that I said earlier, list them under the plan for the next generation of field packs. Send this current one into production. It’s most important to first allow the soldiers to form combat ability.”


“Oh…” Rebecca nodded and agreed obediently.
 Gawain waved his hand. “Go find Heidi on your way back and have her make a trip here.”
Soon after, Heidi arrived at Gawain’s tent.
   “Ancestor, you asked for me?”
 “I want to ask you about the missionary’s situation. What has he been doing the past two days? Who has he been interacting with? Has he left the territory, or were there any movements of sending messages to the outside…?” Gawain looked up from his documents. “…What happened to you?! For the sake of practicing your aiming, you finally hit yourself with a big fireball?!”
 He stared agape at Heidi who stood before him, only to see the latter looking so miserable that there wasn’t a trace of her usual calm and dignified manner at all. Not only was her hair very messy, a carbon-black mark still remained on her face; even her clothes showed uneven scorched marks —— she literally looked like she had been struck by a big fireball.
…Rebecca, that iron-headed girl, couldn’t have used some extremely creative way to get her own Aunt here, could she?
Heidi had used magic to tidy up her hair and face to the best of her ability, but she, who’d hurried here, clearly hadn’t cleaned everything up. When she heard Gawain’s words at this point, the corner of her lips could not help but twitch. “When Rebecca burst into the laboratory, I was doing an experiment…”
Gawain: “…”
 Although it was different from what he’d imagined, it hadn’t seemed to be too different.
 After awkwardly keeping silent for a few seconds, Gawain cautiously asked, “Beaten up already?”


 “Yes, I’ll give her another when I get back later.”
 “…Go easier on her. She’s already a big girl.”
 “I’ll try my best.”
 Gawain coughed dryly, “Cough cough. Then let’s get down to business first.”
 “Okay.” Heidi inhaled deeply, calmed her emotions, and started reporting the missionary’s doings. “That Cleric called Wright hasn’t left the territory these few days. Neither was there any suspicious activity from him. He wakes up slightly earlier than the others every day, mainly to pray and to do physical training. Then he’ll have breakfast like the rest and go to the building site. ——We did not assign him any work, but he actively approached the foreman. Now he’s transporting bricks in the newly planned ‘Market Avenue’. He’s almost a regular worker there.”
Gawain found it interesting. “…He so actively asked for work?”
 “Yes, I got the soldiers to converse with him through chit-chatting. The missionary said that he was doing so because of the ‘guidance of the way of the Holy Light’. Because the way of the Holy Light educates people that they ought to use labor in exchange for food. He had yet to get permission to build a church, conduct sacraments, and pray for the territory, so he needed to exchange physical labor for food.”
“He really said that?” Gawain found it incredible.
 
Heidi nodded. “He really said that, and he had also done so.”
“…These are indeed contents that the Church of Holy Light usually propagates, but I’m afraid there are really barely any priests who firmly believe in this, much less personally set an example. All of them only use these narratives to dupe civilians into doing voluntary labor for the church or to solicit contributions.” Gawain shook his head. “Then has he been preaching?”
“I don’t know if that’s considered preaching.” Heidi’s expression turned a little odd when she came to this. “He… does indeed repeatedly talk about the Holy Light. Occasionally when he treats people with his theurgies, he would also say something like ‘May the Holy Light bless you’. But he doesn’t seem like he is seriously preaching with the way he acts. Only when he meets believers who really believe in the God of Holy Light would he seriously provide an account of the religious doctrine. But when he meets those who don’t, he’d simply carry off with a laugh.”


Gawain frowned. “Have the people sent to Tanzan Town sent any news back?”
 “They’re already back. Our people questioned the Cleric in Tanzan Town’s Church of Holy Light and confirmed that there was indeed a missionary called Wright Awiken coming from the Plains of the Holy Spirits traveling in the southern borders, and the characteristics match. But according to my guesses…”
 
Heidi paused here and shook her head. “Instead of saying that this fellow called Wright was sent out to preach, he was more likely to have been kicked out by the central church. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be looking like this.”
“To be honest, that was what I guessed too.” Gawain shook his head wryly. “Even in the old-fashioned and strict Church of Holy Light, there’s bound to be such offbeat characters.”
“Ancestor, how do you intend on handling this missionary?” Heidi asked curiously. “Leaving him alone the whole time isn’t a way out either?”
“Wait another two to three days. If there still aren’t any problems, I’ll meet him.” Gawain smiled. “Our territory… could have a church too.”
Chapter 158: Refugees’ Gathering Point

The weather was getting colder and colder.
 When the big sun was high in the sky, the clouds appeared to be hazy and unreal; more and more grayish-yellow streaks appeared in the sky when day was alternating with night. The stars were cold and bright; all kinds of signs indicated that this was going to be a winter that was even colder than the usual.
And it was difficult for the homeless to get through such a winter.
‘Red-Nose Tom’ hugged a bundle of dry wood that had been gathered with great effort, hobbling on his way back to his habitation. The Frost Month’s frigid winds blew from the north, curling past the surrounding sparse forest and low hills to sting his face and rush into his collar, making him feel as if his entire person was soaked in a tub of cold water that was gradually cooling.
He was a youth of merely 17 years of age. According to the laws of Anzu, he was already an adult, yet prolonged malnutrition left him as thin and small as most of his peers. From his physique, it was as if he had yet to be of age; only that ragged and darkening face, as well as those eyes gradually turning dull, could reveal his true age and reveal his terrible living environment.
He could already see the habitation. Though said to be a habitation, in reality, it was just a small, simple, and crude camp located in the forest of the southern borders. It was even a bit of a stretch to call it a camp —— some low and tattered tents and rocks were collected here; a circle of similarly worn-out fences and brambles surrounded them. A small remaining section of the mountain range, extended in the southeast direction from the Tanzan Mine, formed a low blockade here. It barely managed to provide the most basic shelter for the pitiful people hiding out here —— withstanding the freezing winds from the north, making winter come slightly later, and letting the people here live just a little longer.
Tom walked into the camp holding the dry wood; coming into sight were pairs of impassive and listless eyes. There were 26 families gathered here, 102 people. But a few days ago, this number had been 109. Most of them were refugees who escaped from the Bald Eagle territory; a flood that happened there had left these people homeless. The rest came from various Viscount’s territories. They were all peasants who had lost their lands and shelter due to all sorts of reasons.
They wandered to the different cities or towns and were evicted, arrested, killed by the local feudal lords or local wild beasts, or they died from the cold and hunger. The southern borders were barren; it was difficult for most territories to provide for even more people, and to those aristocrats who only knew how to scrape the blood and sweat from their lands and their serfs, any refugee that wandered into their territory was a detestable mouth that needed to eat. Hence, the refugees could ultimately only choose to ‘settle down’ in the wilderness.
Tom found his temporary lodging: it was a shabby small tent —— and this was already considered pretty good circumstances because not every family had a tent. Many people had lost almost all their belongings long ago in the process of exile; they could only sleep in the tree stumps or wind-eroded habitats, passing the days wrapped in ragged clothes or a heap of weeds. And the reason why Tom could still have a small tent to keep out wind and rain was completely because he and his sister still had their curved blade and bow and arrows with them.
 
The fire before the tent had died out, but it wasn’t night yet, so Tom carried the firewood into the tent. After his eyes adapted to the darkness inside, he saw a pair of bright eyes watching him in the dark.
 “Sister.” Tom looked towards the black-haired girl. “I didn’t find mushrooms. I only found this firewood.”


 The black-haired girl was in a daze. Only a few seconds later did she suddenly murmur, “The Bomer’s two children have died from starvation.”
 “…Oh,” Tom responded softly. He sat down in the dark and only asked several seconds later, “Today… is there food?”
 The black-haired girl fell into a daze again. A bad feeling involuntarily rose in Tom’s heart, but a while later, the black-haired girl suddenly moved her upper body, groped for an item, and tossed it over.
It was a fairly small pheasant, and it still carried a fresh metallic scent of blood —— only in this tent that was filled with all sorts of peculiar odors, Tom wasn’t aware of its existence at all.
A puny little pheasant was completely not enough to fill the bellies of the siblings, especially with the premise that they could only eat this one meal a day. However, this still lifted Tom’s spirits —— compared to grilled mushrooms and grilled lichen, meat could allow one to sustain longer in this weather that was getting increasingly colder. He was overjoyed. “You hunted something? We don’t have to go hungry today!”
“Take the hunting knife with you when you go out to remove its feathers,” the black-haired girl said coolly. “Wear it somewhere conspicuous.”
“Mm!” Tom nodded hard, but as he got more and more used to the darkness in the tent, he finally noticed the anomaly with his sister —— she had been lying in the corner in a weird position throughout; her energy when she spoke was also clearly not as usual. Tom leaned forward with a bad hunch and finally saw the bloodstains near his older sister’s shoulder as well as the arm that hung weakly by her side. “Sister, you’re injured?!”
“I was bitten by a stray dog. I injured my tendon.” The girl’s voice finally trembled. “I… can no longer hunt.”
It was as if a bucket of iced water rained down from above him. Tom was instantly cold from head to sole —— unable to hold a knife, unable to draw the bow. The injury on her arm meant that his sister, the only person who could go hunting in the forest, had lost the ability to obtain food, and this concurrently meant that the two of them… already faced certain death.
 Everyone was starving; it was impossible for anyone to come help them. To these people who had lost everything, even slight injuries on their limbs or brief periods of losing their ability to labor were fatal threats!
Moreover, people who were bitten by stray dogs got infected very easily, and once she was infected in this situation, it would be impossible to save her.


“I…” Tom gritted his teeth, making up his mind. “Tomorrow, I’ll bring the bow and arrows…”
 “Don’t go,” the black-haired girl said in an unyielding tone, her gaze landing on Tom’s legs. “If you go, you won’t return. Going to hunt in the forest is different from collecting firewood nearby!”
Tom wasn’t born a cripple: his leg had been broken by his feudal lord’s knight. It was because that knight had gone to listen to a sermon in the church; the cleric from the Church of the Blood God said that only by personally breaking a man’s leg would his combat skills and courage break through the bottleneck, so the knight broke Tom’s leg without the slightest hesitation. ——Afterwards, he’d compensated them with half a bag of wheat.
“I will set traps,” Tom insisted. “I remember how to differentiate between the trails of bears and wolves. I will bypass…”
  “But if you die outside, I will definitely die too.” The black-haired girl stared fixedly at Tom’s eyes. “Go pick mushrooms in the forest. Look for seeds under the tree roots and fruits. If all else fails…”
What could they do if all else failed? She no longer knew.
Tom bit his lips, thinking hard, and finally uttered the thought that he had mulled over for a long time. “We can… approach the feudal lord here…”
“Have you forgotten how everyone was driven away from the Carol territory?” the black-haired girl burst out sternly. “It’s Frost Month now, the month when people no longer farm and it’s hard to hunt. The aristocrat lords would not allow even one more mouth in their territory at this time!”
 “Then…” Tom thought again and offered hesitantly, “The mine might need slaves —— the feudal lord of Tanzan Town has a big mine. Even in Frost Month, the mine needs slave laborers, right…?”
“Can you be a slave laborer?” The black-haired girl stared at Tom’s legs. “I can’t work now. Neither can you. Even if they want slaves, they won’t want those like us!”
 “How about moving further south? I heard that the south of the White River is the Cecil Clan’s newly pioneered territory. They probably lack all sorts of workers, pioneering such a place… At the least, I can tan1 leather.”


“Stop thinking about it.” The black-haired girl finally let out a deep exhale, her eyes dull as she leaned back on the already moldy heap of straw. “The aristocrat lords… are all the same…”
 The howling wind blew from the north once again, rolling past this bleak and impoverished camp.
Hunger and the cold made people end their only activity for the day. Everyone curled back into their tents or heaps of straws, trying their best to reduce the loss of physical strength and heat through such a method, and in this process, the camp gradually quietened down.
However, outside the campsite, in the slightly denser forest, some moving shadows were gathering.
They brought equipment that were of all variety but also especially sophisticated. There wasn’t any unified symbol on them, and they clustered in groups in the mountain forest, eyes glued to that small settlement through the vegetation and darkness of the night.
Just like hyenas watching their prey in the dark, their eyes were full of greed and hunger.
…
 In the feudal lord’s tent in the Cecil territory, Gawain Cecil received Philip’s report.
 A refugee gathering point? North of the White River, in the mountain forest east of Tanzan Mine?”
 
 “Yes, Lord.” The young knight nodded and said, “It was supposed to be Sir Byron reporting to you, but he’s currently exploring the ruins in the mountains, so the news came to me.”
Gawain put down the dip pen in his hand. “How big is the scale? Have people been sent to get in touch?”


At the same time, excitement filled his heart. After asking and opening up channels everywhere, the investigators were finally starting to discover those hidden refugee gathering points!”
“The scale isn’t big, about a hundred people, but we might be able to contact other refugee gathering areas through them,” Sir Philip answered. “But our people have yet to interact with them… Because there’s some trouble.”
“Trouble?” Gawain brows knitted together.
 
 “Some armed personnel of unknown background are active near that gathering point, probably a mercenary ‘slave-capturing team’ waiting to strike.” A hint of loathing appeared on Philip’s face. “According to the information sent back, the group’s equipment is of excellent quality, and it is confirmed that Beyonders exist. There might even be one or two spellcasters overseeing things. Only their grades are unknown.”
“Several Beyonders running things?” Gawain was slightly surprised. “The strength of this mercenary team is fairly decent.”
Sir Philip nodded. “Lord, how should we handle this?”
“Of course we… go bring back those residents who ought to be protected by the Cecil Clan.” Gawain Cecil smiled. “With the Tanzan Mine as the east and the various aristocratic territories as the south, the mountainous region, forest, and river are all no man’s land. In this place in the south, all that are unowned belong to the Cecil Clan!”
Chapter 159: Sortie

Mercenaries weren’t considered rare in this world. In fact, the history of this occupation could trace back to the Gondor Empire’s era of darkness. No matter how the dynasties were replaced or how civilization had risen or fallen, it seemed that people would always need such military personnel who operated in the gray zone to fill up the vacancies in the operations of that society. They were the nobles’ ‘bloody gloves’, the merchants’ ‘warriors for hire’. When they didn’t have any employers, they would be the fugitives in the wilderness.
 Mercenaries were legal, and there were even an official guild and a crude registration system. However, almost every mercenary had done something illegal, but what was that? In this uncivilized and backward world, the ‘law’ itself wasn’t something upright or just either…
 According to the information relayed back by the scouts, there were roughly twenty well-equipped mercenaries targeting a refugee group that had a population of about one hundred individuals. Furthermore, the mercenaries had at least three low-ranked Knights and around two Mages overseeing the group. Even if the rest of the mercenaries didn’t have any occupation, their combat ability should still be better than regular soldiers. Such ‘elite’ mercenary groups were truly rare and had attracted Gawain’s curiosity and suspicion. In order to eradicate these unlawful mercenaries, Gawain quickly ordered Sir Philip to organize a team of 30 individuals and was preparing to lead on them a ‘campaign’ personally.
 It didn’t matter where those mercenaries came from; they were threatening the refugees of this land, which meant they were threatening the future population of Cecil territory. Gawain wasn’t going to permit such a situation to carry on as those people were all potential labor forces!
 It might seem like they were making a big fuss over a minor issue for a legendary Knight to lead 30 fully equipped Cecil Combatants to deal with 20 mercenaries, but Gawain had his own intention.
 Those 30 fully equipped Cecil Combatants were the new-generation ‘magic infantry’ that had just changed their gear. The first batch of standardized magic equipment already had its own production line, while these 30 soldiers were equipped with the brand new heat-ray guns and combat field packs. Although they had gone through basic shooting and coordination training, this was actually an inexperienced team. Even if half the members were veteran soldiers, they lacked experience with their new weapons. Gawain believed this new kind of warrior that could casually shoot out high-energy beams would have superior combat ability as compared to the traditional soldier. It was why he wanted these soldiers to be inspected in actual combat.
 Thirty ‘magic infantry’ soldiers were gathered at the southern bank of the White River. Behind them was the bridge, which was recently completed, to cross the river. After hearing the news, the residents rushed over. Even those serfs and slave workers who had yet to obtain their status as free residents were also gathered at the nearby vicinity. They looked with curious eyes at the army that was different from their normal impressions.
 The soldiers were wearing tidy, magical light armor that were reinforced with magic. Each soldier was equipped with a peculiarly shaped steel vambrace on the left hand. On their backs, the traditional marching sacks were replaced with a new-generation, hardened combat field pack. The magical longswords and the spare blades were fastened onto their waists and the sides of the field packs. Each of them looked awe-inspiring.
 Gawain had used strict discipline and a reward and punishment system to train these soldiers over a long period of time. They too knew that as the first batch of ‘magic infantries’, it was a kind of special honor; therefore, they were all standing upright. Even though a large group of commoners were gesturing and pointing at them with exclamations of surprise and admiration, none of them turned around.
 
 Sir Philip walked over and said, “Your Excellency, the soldiers and the supply carriage are ready. We can depart at any time.”
 Gawain nodded and took a glance at Amber who was beside him. This time, apart from Amber and Philip, he didn’t bring any additional manpower. He believed that with 30 magic infantry soldiers and him to hold the line, the over twenty mercenaries wouldn’t be able to do anything to them. “Then let’s…”


 Before Gawain finished, he suddenly noticed a slight commotion among the commoners in the distance. A loud voice echoed from the crowd. “Excuse me, excuse me… Thank the Holy Light for bestowing spare time to me… The Holy Light, ah, you stepped on my foot… Excuse me, thank you. Please see it as for the sake of the Holy Light…”
 Gawain was astonished to see the crowd getting split in the middle. The Arnold Schwarzenegger-style Cleric called Wright was rapidly approaching in this direction.
 He was wearing the shabby Holy Light Cleric’s robes. The unfitting robes were tightly hugging his body, while his muscle contours that were impossible to conceal bulged from under the robes. It looked as if he was preparing to end his life together with a few heretics.
“Oh Holy Light! I am here—” Wright arrived at the front of the army and looked up at Gawain who was riding on the horse. However, he was stunned after just a few words. “It’s you? Aren’t you… the supervisor at the construction site?”
 Without Gawain’s permission, no one had told this Cleric that this land’s feudal lord was actually the big fellow who had sat and chatted with him at the pile of bricks…
Gawain didn’t think that he would meet again under such conditions. Furthermore, he wouldn’t be able to conceal his identity anymore. As such, Gawain smiled and nodded. “I didn’t cheat you previously. I am indeed this land’s supervisor… A feudal lord is also considered a supervisor, right?”
 “Oh Holy Light! You are this land’s feudal lord?! The legendary Gawain Cecil who jumped out from the coffin due to your unworthy descendants?!” Wright exclaimed while drawing the symbol of the God of Holy Light in front of his chest and said, “I thought you were a foreman!”
 Gawain: “…”
 Sir Philip drew his sword with a swish and said, “Missionary! Mind your words! Or else…”
 “Cough, cough.” Gawain quickly stopped Philip from issuing the duel request and said, “Don’t be agitated. This… is one of the rumors that I asked Byron to disseminate previously.”
 Amber rolled her eyes and said, “You reap what you sow. It is unknown what kind of other commoner versions of you will continue to appear in the future.”


 Philip and Gawain: “…”
 After an awkward moment, Gawain couldn’t help but shift everyone’s attention and said to Wright, “I apologize that I didn’t tell you my true identity during our first encounter. I merely wanted to have a conversation with you as a normal person so that I can understand more about the divine occupation holders of this era.”
 “I can understand. It is a prudent and wise action.” Wright revealed a natural smile and said, “It seems like I don’t have to continue worrying about the document as it really was delivered to the hands of the feudal lord.”
 Gawain smirked and looked at this missionary with curiosity. “Why are you looking for me? You should be able to see that we are about to set off for a campaign.”
   “I am here precisely for that reason.” Wright straightened his body and said, “I wish to depart together with the army.”
 Gawain was greatly surprised by this. “Why? You are not my soldier nor an advisor of the territory. Why would you wish to go with us?”
“How can an army set off without an accompanying Cleric?” Wright said it as though it was expected. “Furthermore, as the only Cleric from the Church of Holy Light, I am obligated to use my power to assist each and every individual in this territory, especially when carrying out justice. I heard that you are about to rescue refugees that are starving in the wilderness. I must be involved with such matters.”
 Gawain’s brows couldn’t help but twitch. Wright’s every word and statement were in accordance with the virtue and ideology of his creed. However, in this era, how many of the Clerics and Priests from the Church of Holy Light would actually treat such creeds seriously? This fellow… No wonder he was chased out from the central church.
 Just by thinking, Gawain had guessed that this unfitting person wouldn’t be treated well in the church.
 Philip — who had similar convictions, was pious, and pursued the Knight’s spirit — was filled with admiration towards Wright’s speech. This young and inflexible Knight seemed to have forgotten that he had drawn his sword earlier and wanted to have a duel. Philip sang praises, “That is truly the speech of a righteous person. Cleric Wright, you are not just a good Cleric, you also possess the Knight’s spirit!”
 Gawain sized up Wright and thought rapidly in his mind.


 His first reaction was to reject this eccentric Holy Light Cleric.
 This was a military operation: even if it was a small-scale operation to eradicate a small group of mercenaries, it should still be strict and solemn. Gawain instinctively felt that it was inappropriate for a Holy Light Cleric to suddenly request to ‘cut in line’. However, after a brief consideration, Gawain felt that it was fine to bring along this Cleric.
 Perhaps, it was a good chance to observe the Cleric. Moreover, Wright’s words made sense… It was necessary for the army to have an accompanying Cleric.
 The soldiers might already have the healing medicine that Pittman and his helpers have concocted, but it was definitely better to have a professional healer in the group. Since the old Druid was currently conducting the crucial experimentation to boost the medicines with plants and to mass-produce it, Wright just happened to compensate for the empty position.
 As long as this Cleric was able to obey commands.
 “Don’t worry. This isn’t the first time I am taking the role of an accompanying Cleric.” When Wright heard of Gawain’s request, he smiled with confidence. “The central region might be peaceful, but it is normal for the feudal lord to organize armies to eradicate bandits and monsters in the mountains. I am frequently sent by the Church to be the accompanying Cleric. I am very familiar with all these.”
 Gawain looked at this Cleric who was covered in sinews; he was rather suspicious about this Cleric accompanying the army… or charging at the front lines.
 In the end, the team had an additional Holy Light Cleric who was strange and eccentric.
 Under the eyes of the residents, the team departed.
 
 At the same moment, across the northern mountains, forests, and wilderness of the White River, across the starving refugees in the wilderness and the insatiable bandits who treated the refugees as prey was the clan castle that the Kant Clan had inherited for generations. Even though several centuries had passed, the castle was still standing erect silently on the hill beside ‘Quelin Town’.
 This glorious clan had governed this land for over three hundred years. Before the Cecil Clan regressed, they were considered the rare ‘independent clan’ in the southern region. After the Cecil Clan declined, the Kant Clan was fortunate enough to escape the storm that turned the entire southern region upside down. They were still established firmly in place until today.


 Three hundred years was enough to grind down the most majestic castle into a weather-beaten state. Even after multiple repairs and renovations, the Kant Castle inevitably revealed its age. Those traditionally narrow and long windows were embedded in the thick stone walls. Even though it was noontime, every room in the castle was still filled with great darkness.
 The aged Viscount Victor Kant was seated in his study while a hint of sunshine poured in from the narrow window behind him. It made his crooked body even gloomier. His head was lowered as he flipped through the stack of parchments that he had just finished writing. Those papers were filled with symbols and graffiti-like words that had an unknown purpose. Subsequently, he lifted his head and spoke to the equally aged butler, “Mister Carter, have those ‘hounds’ found new prey?”
 “Yes, My Lord.” The old butler bent over slightly. “At the southern side of the mountains and forest, there is a group of malnourished and homeless people. They still do not know of their imminent fate. But those hounds have yet to make a move.”
 
 “They want money, more money.” Victor Kant’s head was trembling as though he was furious, yet his tone was delighted. “Dogs need food as a reward to work for the owner. It is the same for those dogs with two legs… Give them their ‘food’ then. Mister Carter, send someone with a bag of money and look for those hounds. Tell them to do it quickly, and bring those refugees to me. If they continue to delay, there will not be anymore collaborations. This is the Frost Month, and they should clearly know that there will not be as many opportunities to earn such money.”
 “Yes, My Lord.”
 After the old butler left, Victor Kant lowered his head again and buried himself into those chaotic symbols and words. The afternoon sun was having a hard time illuminating the study through the narrow windows. It felt as though there was a thick layer of mist that was dark and fuzzy.
 In this dark and fuzzy sunlight, Victor Kant’s shadow was elongated by the study table, making his shadow indistinct and inhuman…
Chapter 160: Settlement

The refugees’ settlement wasn’t far from the White River. After crossing the wilderness north of the White River, it would be the mountains and forests. The refugees had hidden themselves in the forest and were using the scarce food produced by the forest to survive.
 The forest was the connector between the Tanzan Mine and the eastern hills. The undulating mountains reduced the wind’s force and allowed those seeds that rode the wind to have a chance to germinate in this place. It then formed the lush woodland that extended along the hills. This patch of woodlands had an owner a very long time ago.
 The short-lived Carlo Clan had been the temporary feudal lord of these woodlands and also the wilderness at the northern bank of the White River. But a plague had ended the rule of the clan, and that was already a few centuries ago. Right now, Mother Nature had already erased most evidence of human civilization, while the Carlo Clan’s collapsed castle remained in a silent slumber behind some unknown hill. As the forest and the wilderness were close to the Dark Range, the castle was something that no one was willing to seek out.
 Whenever a clan along the Dark Range was destroyed, everyone would unanimously determine that it was due to the curse and the chaotic magic from the Gondor Wasteland. Due to such cases, there were plenty of unclaimed lands in the extremes of the southern region. Even though the woodlands were only separated by the Tanzan Mine from the rest of Viscount Andrew Leslie’s territory, the viscount obviously didn’t have any intention to send his men across the massive Tanzan Mountain to develop this piece of land.
 The Cecil Combatants were wearing light-weight magic armor that was convenient to move in. Armed with the new heat-ray gun and combat field pack, they used their combat training to traverse through the forest prudently but quickly. They had already departed from the territory for one day and one night. They had just rested and ate recently; therefore, they were at their prime. The refugees’ hideout was already close.
 After entering the forest, it was difficult to ride on the warhorse; therefore, Gawain immediately dismounted and pulled the horse while walking together with Sir Philip. Amber was hooked up to the saddle of Gawain’s ‘Krieger Superior Warhorse’; she was swaying left and right while dozing off.
 The reason ‘hooked’ was used as a descriptor was due to the inferior riding skills that this half-elf young lady had. In order to prevent herself from falling off, she used several straps and buckles to secure herself on the saddle. If they were to encounter any emergency situation, she could instantly roll into darkness and wasn’t afraid that getting strapped up would actually keep her from escaping.
 A person with an elven bloodline actually couldn’t communicate with a horse; she was truly the disgrace of the elves.
 “We are almost there,” Sir Philip spoke while looking at the front. “In fact, this zone has plenty of refugee settlements, but they are all concealed in places that are extremely hard to find. As long as we can find one of them, we will be able to contact the others.”
 
 Gawain nodded and frowned lightly. “To be honest, I feel that this situation is rather strange.”
 “Strange?” Sir Philip couldn’t understand and asked, “What is strange?”


 “It was rare for people to conduct a large-scale slave capture after the Frost Month as the temperature would decline after the Frost Month, and farm work would be suspended; thus, they wouldn’t need so much labor force. Instead, most of the people would be in a food-consumption state. If they were to capture slaves at this timing, they wouldn’t be able to make them work, and they would need to feed them for nothing.” Gawain shook his head and said, “Unless, it is for the mines, which aren’t affected by the seasons, as slave workers are needed there for the entire year. However, the largest mine in this area is near Tanzan Town, and Viscount Andrew doesn’t have any intention to increase the number of slave workers… Furthermore, he doesn’t seem like the kind that would capture refugees to use as slaves.”
 “Only heaven knows who hired those mercenaries,” Sir Philip said. “Perhaps they are going to be sold to the central region as there are plenty of mines and merchants there. Moreover, the price of slaves in the central region is expensive, and there are plenty of people there who are willing to take the risk of buying ‘private slaves’.”
 Gawain didn’t express any opinion, but soon enough, a faint stench of blood drifted into his nose.
 “Stop!” He immediately waved his hand while each of the squad leaders shouted for their troops to stop and stood on guard.
 Even Amber who was tied up on the saddle had instantly felt the change in atmosphere (it was only this vigilance that made her barely worthy for her bloodline even though it seemed like it was due to cowardice). She opened her eyes and immediately turned into a shadow before scuttling to Gawain’s side and said, “Stench of blood ahead!”
 “Oh Holy Light!” The accompanying Cleric Wright immediately drew a holy symbol on his chest and said, “Someone is bleeding and dying.”
 Under the lead of Gawain, the army traversed the woods and shrubs swiftly. The situation of the refugee settlement was then revealed to them.
 Those mercenaries had made their move.
 The settlement was surrounded with worn-out wooden fences and thorns, but those weren’t able to resist the savages with blades. In between the scattered and shabby tents, there was a spacious land. Eighty to ninety refugees with ragged clothes and haggard expressions were driven to this large space. The over-twenty fully equipped mercenaries were split into two groups. Half of them were standing guard outside of the settlement, while the other half had their blades drawn toward the gathered refugees. There, an individual wearing black half-armor paced back and forth in front of these pitiful refugees, who would soon become slaves, while constantly yelling something.
 In their vicinity, one could see seven or eight corpses that were struck dead, and each of them had died due to multiple blade wounds. It was obvious that when the mercenaries attacked in the beginning, the refugees conducted a short resistance but were quickly taken down. Those chopped up corpses had prevented the resistance from escalating into a situation that would go out of control.
 “Their equipment is indeed exquisite.” Gawain analyzed as he watched. “Furthermore, half of them are mixed with the refugees. Once the battle starts, they might use those refugees as hostages…”


   “Hostage? Aren’t you thinking too much?” Amber looked at Gawain and said, “Those are refugees that are treated as livestock by nobles and mercenaries. The nobles and their military forces would never bother about their lives. Those mercenaries will also be thinking the same thing of us. Therefore, they will not use those refugees as hostages. However, during crucial moments, they might use the refugees as meat shields… As long as we can make a huge commotion to catch them off guard, those refugees will immediately scatter and escape. The situation will then be outside of the mercenaries’ control. This is the best time, before those refugees are tied up.”
After hearing the logical analysis from the half-elf young lady, Gawain was instantly astonished and quickly realized that he was still affected by his experiences on Earth.
 Hostages… It would only be useful when one treated the hostage as a human. In this place, there would never be a scenario where a villain would put the blade on a ‘lowly commoner’ and threaten the noble by shouting ‘Take one more step, and I will kill him!’.
 Because a ‘normal’ noble wouldn’t hesitate to kill the ‘lowly commoners’ along with the bandits.
 When thinking until this point, Gawain sighed before taking out two crystal grenades and said, “Then let’s make a huge commotion.”
 …
 When the mercenaries of unknown origins attacked the settlement, a few of the refugees subconsciously chose to resist, and they were instantly dismembered.
 Cries and miserable screams had engulfed the entire settlement but had quickly regained peace in a short while. The refugees were herded like livestock by these blade-wielding bandits and driven out from their tents and habitats. The refugees were all gathered at the center of the spacious land.
As refugees, even the last bunch of rice straw in their hands could be snatched by others. As such, the refugees here weren’t unfamiliar with getting plundered. However, when they saw these people’s attire and imposing presence, those slightly more knowledgeable refugees realized that these people were even more horrific than bandits. These people were mercenaries, hired mercenaries.
The red-nosed Tom’s elder sister, the black-haired young lady with black eyes, ‘Joan’ was mixed among the refugees. She had carefully averted her gaze to prevent her eyes from making contact with these vicious people. She was using her left hand to hold onto her injured right arm while enduring the pain from her face and also the pain from dirt entering her wounds. The moment these vicious people barged into the settlement, she used charcoal and mixed it with mud to paint her face. However, as she was doing so, one of the leaders among the mercenaries quickly saw it and laughed while praising that she was a smart young lady. Immediately after, he used a whip to lash and nearly disfigured half her face.
 When he was lashing, he laughed and said that doing this would allow her to have permanent ‘makeup’.


 Blood that was mixed with mud was dripping onto the ground, but Joan was feeling joy in her heart as that mercenary leader was currently being berated by a source of rage.
 
 “You bunch of lowly people! Lowly dirt! You are whores and bastards that are only good enough to sleep in the sewers! Where is that lame kid?! I know one of you has run off. I know! Damn it… Eight of you died earlier. Do you know how much money I lost?! Where have you hidden that lame kid!!”
 Tom had already left in a new direction to search for edible mushrooms and moss. He was fortunate enough to avoid the mercenaries’ eyes during the way. When he returned, he would surely be able to notice the abnormal situation at the settlement and would escape.
 While thinking this, Joan took a peek at the armored mercenary leader who was armed with a silver longsword at his waist. She knew that the refugees would soon break from the pressure; therefore, she wanted to say that she was Tom’s elder sister, and she was already prepared for the worst-case scenario of death, making these long-legged savages suffer more losses. She could see that this group of refugees including herself was going to bring a lot of money for these mercenaries, and each death would only make them even more enraged.
 On many occasions, this was the greatest form of protest that these ‘lowly people’ could use against the nobles.
 Just as Joan had such thoughts, a strange commotion suddenly echoed from the vicinity, and she heard it with her sensitive ears that had been tempered by many days of hunting.
 
Suddenly, there were, seemingly, two rocks that landed a few dozen meters apart.
 Before she could figure out what those ‘rocks’ were, she heard two thunderous roars from the back of the mercenaries!
 The thunderous sound was unfamiliar to everyone. Even though blades were pointed at them, the refugees who were herded to the spacious land had jumped with fright before running desperately toward the tents, which was also the opposite direction of the explosions. The mercenaries who had experienced combat were much more composed. They might also have been frightened, but the first reaction in their minds was: Enemy attack! Prepare for the attack!
 This was the right reaction, be it for them or for Gawain.
Chapter 161: Concentrated Fire…

The attack happened suddenly, and no one was able to react and figure out what kind of attack it was.
 Even though the veteran mercenaries were experienced and knowledgeable as they had witnessed all sorts of attacks from vicious people (or vicious beasts). They were still stunned when they were blasted by an exploding Fireball that didn’t emit any magical waves. Due to the short moment of shock, it had caused them to lose control of the situation that was in their grasp.
 “Enemy attack!”
 The mercenary leader with the half armor immediately yelled out. Subsequently, he calmly activated his protective aura while the other mercenaries who were only slightly delayed had turned swiftly towards the direction of the attack. Those attackers had already revealed themselves from the forest.
 A mercenary sub-leader who had the occupation of Knight was the first to see the appearance of the attackers. He saw a few soldiers stepping out of the woods, and they were wearing light armors that were strange in form. The soldiers were armed with unusual and almost superfluous and unfitting large vambraces. They were also wearing marching backpacks during the battle, and it seemed like they simply didn’t have any common sense or combat ability. The sub-leader couldn’t help but find it ridiculous. That eye-catching vambrace was elegant but not feasible and would only affect one’s balance during close combat. As for the cumbersome backpacks, it was simply a sign that they lacked combat experience as such things should have been taken off before combat!
 Of course, the thing that made him belittle these strange soldiers was because he couldn’t feel any trace of magical waves from them.
 Ordinary people wearing strange equipment and wanted to go against Beyonders?
 After consideration of the previous two strange magical explosions, the Knight mercenary was worried there would be spellcasters hidden in the forest. However, he still waved his hand and called to the nearest subordinates, “Charge!”
 The subordinates instinctively obeyed the command and brandished their blades while charging at the strange enemies at the borders of the forest. At the same moment, the rest of the mercenaries had also reacted as they let out intimidating shouts while charging at the attackers.
 
 However, the thing that happened next was something that none of them could react to.
 Those soldiers with strange equipment started to raise their left arm and aimed at the mercenaries like they were going to shoot crossbows. Immediately after, there was a series of dull buzzing sounds as high-heat rays of light pierced through the air. The consecutive Scorching Rays had penetrated each of the mercenaries that charged at them.


 The Knight sub-leader was stunned by the scene as his mind exploded and flashed with fantasy-like thoughts: Scorching Ray? Mage? A Mage who wears armor and wields a longsword? A group of mages that wears armor and wields long swords?!
 He used his lifetime’s fastest speed to activate his protective aura. A layer of dense magic radiance floated on the surface of his body. Just as he assumed he would be able to block the low-grade magic from those strange ‘armored mages’, there was a series of buzzes that suddenly echoed from the forest. Immediately after, over a dozen red lights assaulted his face.
 Consecutive Scorching Rays blasted his body. The Knight mercenary’s aura was able to disperse the Scorching Rays at first, but he felt only fear in his heart. As he noticed that those ‘armored mages’ didn’t need any buffer time or chants to cast the spells, he also realized that the rays were pouring out from the forest unendingly!
 An extremely painful and scorching sensation came from his abdomen; subsequently, his limbs were all struck at the same time. The sub-leader of the mercenaries who was a low-grade Knight had been blown into pieces. Before his thoughts had ended thoroughly, there was only one thought in his mind: Mages… When were they so common?
 During the process when those underlings and their sub-leader were instantly killed by the concentrated fire of the Scorching Rays, the mercenary leader with the half-armor was fortunate enough to survive. He didn’t charge with the others, and when he noticed that the situation wasn’t good, he had time to look for a place to hide behind and avoid the attacks. He used a near-rolling and crawling method to rush behind the nearest boulder. But during this process, he saw a black-robed figure still hesitating and standing in place.
 That person was one of the two Mages in the mercenary group. The Mage mercenary had actually brought up his magic shield and started to chant an attack spell. Shielded casting was a fundamental and standard move for every Combat Mage when going against other Mages. But the mercenary leader immediately realized that this foolish Combat Mage was done for.
 He watched as dozens of scorching red rays were shot at the figure wearing mage robes. After the magic shield was destroyed with ease, the mage robes that had a certain level of magic resistance were shivering, with countless ripples. The black-robed mage used his magic shield and expensive magic-resistant robes to endure the first wave of shots, but the second wave of shots had turned him into scorched ashes after a vertical explosion.
 This wasn’t even a battle; it was a one-sided massacre. The difference in strength between his group and the enemies was as drastic as when he led his subordinates to slaughter the refugees.
 The mercenary leader had given up resisting such power. He scanned the surroundings and made sure that he wasn’t in the sights of the enemies and started to move alongside the haystacks and corpses while preparing to escape from this horrific place. However, as soon as he moved, he felt an icy cold aura that extended from his back to his entire body. A cold blade was placed at his neck.
 “If I were you, I would put my hands behind my head.”
 Amber used a dagger and placed it at the back of the mercenary leader’s neck while issuing an effective threat and having this resolution in her mind: if this capable-looking mercenary leader tried to resist, she would immediately escape.


   If the mercenary leader didn’t resist, she would use this contribution to redeem a grilled chicken and half a bucket of beer from Gawain.
 The mercenary leader didn’t resist as there were over two dozen Combat Mages surrounding this place. Even if they looked strange, their magic was real. The mercenary leader believed that in the face of a Mage Corps like this, no matter how competent a person was, they would cower.
 Without making a move throughout the entire process, Gawain who was observing and recording the battlefield walked over with Philip. Together with the ‘magic infantry’, they started to clean up the battlefield, while the mercenary leader stood up and walked out from behind the boulder under the threat of Amber’s dagger. The mercenary leader then submitted obediently.
 Looking at all the charred corpses and thinking back to a few minutes ago when they were still a well-equipped group of elite mercenaries with Beyonders leading them, Gawain had an additional sense of pride and trust towards the new model of the heat-ray guns.
 At the same time, he realized that this first generation of magic soldiers was still lacking in experience and battle tactics. Many of the soldiers were still unable to free themselves from traditional combat. They didn’t understand the significance of concealing themselves in the bunker while ambushing the enemies with concentrated fire. There were some who exposed themselves too quickly. Some were overly excited as it was the first time they were using magic to kill enemies, and they had forgotten about the concentrated-fire tactic that was given by their squad leaders, making it very chaotic. There were even two soldiers who made mistakes when operating the heat-ray gun. They had been ‘shooting’ at the enemies without removing the safety on their heat-ray guns and had only realized that they weren’t hitting anyone when their squadmates notified them…
 Bringing 30 magic infantrymen to deal with these mercenaries was indeed overkill. With the firepower of the heat-ray guns and the new equipment that brought confusion to the enemies on the battlefield, Gawain determined that they actually only required 10 soldiers to eliminate these well-equipped but unorganized mercenaries. As long as their concentrated-fire and combat tactics were appropriate, conventional-minded or low-grade Beyonders would have a hard time trying to conduct an effective counterattack against them.
 But it was still necessary to bring this number of soldiers. As long as everyone made only one effective shot (there were two who were only looking at others shooting), these soldiers would be able to understand the traits and usage methods of this new equipment in live combat. At the same time, Gawain was able to verify the training and education progress of each of these soldiers. Be it for the heat-ray gun or this new ‘type’ of soldier, today had been a very valuable live combat test.
 Missionary Wright had also walked out of the forest with the soldiers. This was the first time he saw the Cecil Combat Corps in battle, and those unbelievably mysterious weapons had stunned this Cleric who was as powerful as a bear. But his attention was quickly shifted away from those unknown weapons.
 Wright was moving across the battlefield that was filled with the corpses of the mercenaries and would constantly squat down and draw the symbol of the Church of Holy Light on the foreheads of these corpses. At the same time, he would be chanting:
 “May the Holy Light purify your sinful soul.”
 “May the Holy Light purify your sinful soul.”


 “May the Holy Light purify your sinful and especially ugly soul.”
 “May the Holy Light purify your sinful, ugly soul with garlic breath.”
 
 The pious Holy Light believer was like a qualified accompanying Cleric who used his conviction to pacify the souls of these mercenaries who had lived lives of brutality and blood. It was to prevent the environment which was filled with deathly aura from producing a dangerous malicious spirit or a cursed plague. As he prayed, he lifted his hand from a crossbow-wielding mercenary’s forehead and walked to a mercenary wearing short gray robes. “May the Holy Light purify y— Mm? You…!”
 As Wright let out a suspicious voice, the ‘corpse’ with the short gray robes suddenly moved. This Mage that feigned death had suddenly opened his eyes that were overflowing with chaotic streams of light. A dangerous arcane bullet was formed in front of his chest, ready to be used against Wright!
 At such a close distance, it was already impossible to protect the body with theurgy. However, Missionary Wright still lifted his right hand and chanted a Holy Light skill with unwavering determination. “Commandment – Silence! (this was actually just a punch).”
 A casserole-sized fist descended from the sky and knocked out the Mage mercenary who was feigning death, filling his face with blood.
 To be more accurate, the Mage mercenary had been nearly beaten to death, almost removing the need for pretense.
 
 Subsequently, the missionary stood up and yelled out to Gawain, “Your Excellency! There is a Mage who feigned death here. He gave me a shock!”
 Amber saw the entire process, and she exclaimed from a nearby distance, “God damn… Did you actually beat him to death?”
 Wright had a calm expression as he replied, “Don’t worry, he isn’t dead. The ‘Silence’ spell cannot kill anyone.”
 “Tie up these two survivors.” Gawain was already a little immune to this unusual fellow and simply sighed before seriously distributing the tasks. “Philip, take half the men to patrol the woods and make sure there are no remaining enemies. Wright, come here. There is an injured person here.”
Chapter 162: Finalization

Not long ago, an elite mercenary group that looked powerful and seemed undefeatable had been turned into ashes just like that. They were eliminated in a new, unprecedented method of battle, their lives taken as easily as harvesting wheat.
 A group of fully-equipped soldiers walked out from the forest and started to clean up the battlefield and count the corpses.
 Refugees were poor commoners who lived at the lowest rung in society. Even in the best cases, they were merely free citizens living difficult days. These people who had never been educated nor knowledgeable couldn’t see the difference between the equipment of these soldiers and the other noble clans’ armies. To them, they all looked like expensive steel armor, and they were also wielding blades (although they didn’t use the blades at all). They looked similarly vicious and terrifying.
 Due to the explosions, the refugees had nowhere else to retreat to apart from running deep into the settlement. Soon enough, these mysterious soldiers had found all of them in the stone caves and shabby tents. They were then gathered at the same spacious land as before. The soldiers didn’t use any violence on the refugees, but these apprehensive people were still trembling and didn’t feel any more at ease than when the mercenaries were using their blades to threaten the refugees.
 To the people of this generation, bandits, mercenaries, and soldiers were all the same. In fact, these three occupations could be switched around whenever one desired.
 Joan was shrinking within the crowd and was carefully lowering her presence. She didn’t know where the soldiers came from, but they had uniform equipment, moved orderly, and were obviously a squad that belonged to a certain noble lord. Why would a noble lord suddenly arrive to eliminate a group of mercenaries? This was truly hard to say, but no matter what, they definitely weren’t rushing here to save a group of ‘lowly commoners’.
 Maybe they were also doing the same thing as the mercenaries earlier and were capturing some slaves. Even though orthodox noble clans wouldn’t do such things personally, but in the chaotic and barbarous southern region, unorthodox noble clans existed.
 The man who was abnormally tall and sturdy should be the leader of these soldiers. He was commanding another Knight and a young lady who seemingly had elven bloodline. The soldiers were all very respectful to him, and after distributing the tasks, the tall and sturdy man walked towards them.
 The refugees gathered together with fear. Many of them had bruises after getting shoved and pushed to the ground. Gawain truly wasn’t able to differentiate the ‘leader’ of this group of refugees. As such, he stood beside them and spoke loudly, “I am the feudal lord of this land. You do not have to be afraid. I am here to protect you. Are all of you here? Is there anyone missing or people immobilized by injuries?”
 
 The refugees were all shocked by Gawain’s loud voice and got another subsequent shock by his feudal-lord status. Their first reaction was to retreat uniformly before they looked at one another; no one dared to answer.
 Gawain frowned, but just at this moment, Cleric Wright walked to Gawain’s side after wiping off the fresh blood on his hand from the ‘Silence’ spell earlier.


 “Oh Holy Light! Look at the health condition of these pitiful people!” The robust Cleric exclaimed and drew a holy symbol at his chest before opening his hands to chant. A hazy but radiant aura that was pure and holy had spread out to the surrounding air. As soon as Wright recited the Holy Light prayer’s specific term, a faint radiance gradually formed a recovery energy with a large area of effect. It was a theurgy that cured minor injuries. “May the Holy Light cure all of you.”
 Apart from getting disciplined, the poor and lowly commoners seldom had the chance to have close contact with true theurgy or magic. The wide-ranged ‘Minor Holy Light’ spell was only the most fundamental Grade-1 theurgy, but everyone still revered it, and they were even in a slight uproar.
 When Wright finished executing this fundamental theurgy, he noticed that there were a few individuals with more severe injuries and that the mild theurgy wasn’t working on them. As such, he pulled out those people from the group and conducted individual treatment.
 There was a black-haired and frail young lady who had injuries that were more severe than others. Furthermore, her injuries had been worsening for more than a day. One of her arms and her shoulder had been bitten by a sharp-toothed beast, and this injury went deep into her muscles and bones. An infection had developed, likely due to such harsh living conditions. Apart from those wounds, the fresh injury on her bloody face wasn’t really worth mentioning.
 “You are rather lucky.” Wright used the Holy Light to purify the infected wound on Joan’s arm and said, “Look, it was already starting to fester. A few days later, you would have been experiencing a high fever, and your life might be done for by then!”
 Joan could feel that her injury was recovering at an unbelievable pace. The self-proclaimed feudal lord at the side had already shifted his attention to her and asked, “The injury on your arm isn’t caused by those mercenaries?”
 “…It is a bite from a wild beast,” Joan restrained her anxiety and replied apprehensively.
 “What about your face?”
 “My face was lashed by them with a whip.”
 “…Don’t be afraid. Those mercenaries will not be able to hurt any of you again.” Gawain consoled the young lady who was covered in injuries and asked, “What is the total number of people here? Are all of you here?”
 Joan’s mind instantly flashed with Tom’s figure as she bit her lips and didn’t know if she should say.


   “You don’t have to worry. I have already said that I am the feudal lord of this place. This piece of land belongs to the Cecil Clan, and you are all under the protection of my army.” Gawain smiled and said, “The Cecil Clan is devoted to restoring this land’s order. We are currently searching for and recruiting homeless people that are stranded in this area.”
 When saying until this part, Gawain lifted his head and raised his voice. “Not just all of you… If you know of other refugee settlements, you can also inform me. As long as you abide by the laws of the Cecil Clan, I will permit every homeless individual to live on this land. Those who provide information on other refugees will receive additional rewards!”
 Everyone was becoming slightly restless. Such things like ‘a noble clan opening their doors to receive homeless people and allowing them to live on their land’ were unprecedented. Most of these people’s first reaction was shock, then disbelief; there were even some who suspected this was a kind of trap. But the ‘additional rewards’ had their attention. Joan felt that the people behind her were wavering as there were some ‘companions’ who had been starving for many days; therefore, they were lacking in willpower. Suddenly, she heard someone talking…
 “My Lord, most of us have escaped from the Bald Eagle territory.” A shriveled and weak man with tanned skin had spoken boldly. “A flood occured over there. The land and houses were all destroyed. So was the stored food. The feudal lord closed up the castle gates and allowed us to wait outside and die. Therefore, a group of us escaped… Are you really going to allow refugees like us to live on your territory?”
 “As long as you abide by the laws of this land and behave according to my rules,” Gawain spoke firmly. “You don’t have to worry. The Cecil Clan’s laws are much more merciful than the laws you originally abided by.”
 “Then…”
 Just as the shriveled man was going to say something else, there was an echo that could be heard from the forest. Sir Philip had returned from the patrol in the forest with over a dozen soldiers. Two of the soldiers were holding a limping and red-nosed kid in custody.
 “Your Excellency!” Sir Philip reported with a loud voice. “We found someone in the woods… He might be a refugee that had escaped. He used a bow and arrow to attack us, but no one was injured, and he has been captured.”
 Joan’s heart tensed up as she looked up in an alarmed state, and as she expected, she saw Tom being detained by two soldiers at the border of the forest.
 One of the soldiers was buckled with a familiar hunting bow that was passed down by their father.
 She instantly understood what had happened. Tom said he was going to look for mushrooms but had secretly taken the bow and arrows. He was probably going to take the risk to hunt in the depths of the forest. He wasn’t able to hunt anything and, fortunately, didn’t get eaten by the starving wild beasts in the forest, but now, he had fallen into a worse situation. This reckless fool had actually used the bow to attack the feudal lord’s Knight and soldiers!


 Joan felt the world spinning as her body went soft and was about to fall over. Wright, who had just finished her treatment, got a shock. “Oh Holy Light! Could there be a problem with my healing spell?!”
 The young man at the border of the forest had also seen his elder sister and the situation within the settlement. He still didn’t know what had happened and exclaimed in surprise, “Elder sister?! What is going on here?!”
 
 “Do you know each other?” Gawain motioned with his hand for Sir Philip to release that thin and weak young man over. “Why did he attack my people?”
 “Tom! You have gotten into big trouble!” Joan grabbed Tom’s arm and nearly wanted to pinch his flesh off. “You attacked the feudal lord’s soldiers!”
 “I—I thought they were bandits…” Tom had a terrified expression as he explained, “I heard them discussing how to deal with the corpses…”
 Gawain’s mouth twitched as he figured out what had happened.
 “It seems like this is a misunderstanding.” He looked at the seized hunting bow. Such inferior bow and arrows could only be used to deal with the wild beasts in the forest. To the Cecil Combatants who were wearing magic armor or to a Knight like Philip, these arrows couldn’t even be considered toys. “Philip, who was the one that got attacked?”
 
 A magic infantryman stood out and said, “Reporting to Your Excellency, it was me, but I am fine!”
 “Your Excellency, this is indeed a misunderstanding.” Philip spoke with initiative, “A Knight should be lenient. I believe that it isn’t necessary to put the responsibility on this young man excessively… He just needs a punishment to remember this lesson and to be less reckless in the future.”
 Gawain was having an increasingly favorable opinion of Philip, who would always take the supporting role and offer a way out of an awkward situation. Furthermore, it all seemed genuine…
 “Since it is a misunderstanding, then I shall not issue a harsh punishment. However, you have attacked first after all. Therefore, a suitable punishment is still necessary.” Gawain looked at the red-nosed young man and noticed that when he was half way through his statement, the young man and his elder sister had trembled at the same time. Their faces were filled with anxiety and fear. It seemed like they were very familiar with the ‘suitable punishment’ that the nobles always ordered… But on Gawain’s side, his so-called suitable punishment was truly just suitable punishment. “You will work to compensate for your mistake… Are you and your elder sister able to find the other refugee settlements?”
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Probably because they hadn’t expected the so-called punishment to actually be so mild, the hunter siblings didn’t react for a long time after hearing Gawain. Only after Gawain repeated his question did Red-Nose Tom nod dazedly. “Yes… My sister and I can find the other settlements.”
 The homeless refugees would wander everywhere between the territories. Typically, their routes had no order to speak of. They trudged in the places that nobody knew of and would also die in places that nobody knew of. However, on the whole, the areas they settled down in had fixed boundaries.
These boundaries were usually the remote wilderness in between the various aristocratic territories. And the north of the White River, east of Tanzan Mine, and south of Kant territory was such an area.
There were large numbers of refugees from the Bald Eagle territory, Carol territory, and many other scattered villages and towns from the northwest, and they had wandered along the river to arrive at this district. They could have migrated to the central region that was slightly more fertile. However, the poor harvests of the central and southern regions of the kingdom in recent years had caused a deficiency in stored rations everywhere. Although many areas had recovered this year, aristocrats of the various territories were still strictly guarding against foreign refugees. The aristocrats of the central region even regarded those hungry people from the ‘poor south’ as thieves and bandits. As such, to these homeless people, all roads leading to the central region had been blocked off; they could only wander to this forest in the south.
According to a rough grasp of the information available, there were currently as many as thousands of hungry homeless scattered and dwelling in this mountainous forest and wilderness. And as the majority of the refugees had once migrated along the same route (or even came from the same place), the settlements formed by these homeless people maintained a connection to an extent. ——Though this connection was extremely loose; it was like a net; so long as one of the points was held in hand, the entire net could be taken in if one followed the threads.
A good half a month had passed since Sir Byron released the news in the south through his underground channels. Some news that the Cecil territory was taking in refugees would definitely have entered the ears of these homeless, but these pitiful people had lost their trust in aristocrats. ——Before Frost Month arrived, almost every few days, there would be mercenary teams sent by aristocrats coming to capture them. Hence, to have people easily believe that there was still an aristocratic clan in the world willing to amicably take in and protect them was something almost impossible.
However, if there could be a group of refugees — a group of refugees who had escaped together with them and also lived in the wild for months, or even years — running about the various settlements and spreading the message, it would be much easier to recruit the homeless.
 Gawain Cecil prepared to select a group of smarter, bolder people whose words were more credible from these dozens of refugees to serve as guides and messengers for him. He would depend on their persuasion to attract more homeless people to settle down in the Cecil territory.
Frost Month was ending; with the start of Fog Month, it would officially be winter. He had to rush to complete as many arrangements as possible before even more people froze or starved to death.
 
 This red-nosed youth (perhaps he was already of age? But he was really too thin and small) before him, though he was a little impetuous, he wasn’t timid, and his gaze wasn’t completely numb like the majority of the poor, so he could take the role of such a messenger.
“The Cecil Clan is changing the order of this land. Before the Cold Month this year arrives, all homeless people wandering in this mountainous forest and the nearby wilderness may report to the Cecil Clan and become permanent, legal residents of this land.” Gawain looked at the youth in front of him, but at the same time, his words were also meant for every person near them. He intentionally emphasized that all these were only effective before Cold Month arrived, yet he didn’t intend to truly impose this restriction; it was just to make the entire matter more believable as well as encourage pressure and feelings of urgency in these people. “In order to let all who need help receive the news in time, I want you — and also others who are able — to search for those refugees in hiding. I will dispatch soldiers as escorts, to ensure that you all can complete this task.”


Tom listened to all these with wide eyes, while Gawain turned to these southern-border refugees with haggard appearances and only dullness other than nervousness in their expressions. “I know all of you were originally honest and dutiful people, people who abided by the laws and worked hard. But your feudal lord abandoned you. All the aristocrats in the southern borders abandoned you. Not a single clan or territory allowed you to get a foothold and survive. All of you could only wander in the wilderness, relying on grass roots, tree barks, and even lichen and rats to fill your bellies. Despite so, the claws of those aristocrats were still seizing and harming you, and they even hunted you people all the way here! However, from today onward, you are standing on the land of the Cecil Clan. From today onward, I am your feudal lord! All of you can freely and safely live on the Cecil Clan’s land, and I want you to tell those people you know, who were suffering with you in the wild, let them know that there is a place where they can settle down here!”
Some slight radiance finally emerged in their dull and numb eyes.
 They were still humans after all; they still had hearts.
Gawain did not expect these worn-down starving people to be able to respond to him with cheers. He took half a step back after finishing what he had to say. Seeing that Wright had released the Holy Light and treated all the wounded, he turned towards Sir Philip. “Bring out the extra food, and distribute some to these people. ——Otherwise, given their conditions, it would probably be very difficult for them to walk all the way to the camp. Aside from that, send a soldier on a fast horse back. Relay the news to Heidi and have her make preparations.”
Distributing food after an encouraging speech, this would always be the most effective method, especially in this era.
When the ‘feudal lord’ ordered for food to be brought out, these people would then truly feel that they were back in ‘human society’ and be convinced that their new ‘feudal lord’ would really fill their bellies; they would obey orders and maintain the most basic loyalty for this. The thinking of the populace of this era was this simple and direct. It could be said that this was one of the few gestures of goodwill that Gawain had seen in this world filled with evil intentions.
At this point, the black-haired girl who’d just received Wright’s treatment suddenly walked over. She uneasily and nervously gripped her clothes, seeming like she had something to say. Seeing this, Gawain spoke up. “You have something for me?”
 “Ye—Yes, feud—feudal lord.” The black-haired girl seemed to stumble a little when she said the words ‘feudal lord’, but still managed to voice it smoothly. “Is everything that you said earlier true?”
   “Of course it is.” Gawain smiled. “Do I need to lie to you all?”
 But the words said by aristocratic lords would never be true.
 Joan only dared to think this comment in her mind, but what she said was, “May I join my brother to look for the other settlements? His leg is troublesome. He needs someone to care for him.”


 “I will arrange a horse or a carriage for him if there’s a need.” Gawain had already noticed the problem with the youth’s leg earlier but still nodded. “Of course, you can still move about with him.”
 The young lady bowed her head deeply. “Thank you very much for your benevolence.”
A day later, Gawain and Amber led half of the soldiers and escorted the two mercenaries captured alive to first return back to the territory.
 Meanwhile, Sir Philip was with the remaining half of the soldiers, escorting the dozens of ‘newly added population’ behind them. As the refugees were frail, with a considerable number of them having chronic diseases, Wright also stayed behind to attend to them.
That Holy Light Cleric could also carry the combat ability of a mad warrior while he was at it…
 Gawain was in a very good mood. Although he had only brought back several dozens of additional population after all the hassle this trip, which wasn’t even as many people as a slave-transporting ship from Tanzan Town carried, he had successfully built a connection with the refugees in the wilderness north of the White River. The initial trust was about to be developed on the foundation of these several dozens of people. Thinking of how much of the labor force that the territory urgently needed was gathered in this vast barren land, he was extremely delighted.
 
Not to mention that the majority of these refugees possessed some craftsmanship or were freemen with at least some knowledge. Their fundamental quality was higher than that of the slaves who were bought. This would reduce a lot of costs in the subsequent education.
It was almost impossible for serfs to become refugees. This was because they were bound to the territory. When a famine came, the local aristocrats would gather their serfs and keep them alive at the lowest cost until the famine ended so as to reinstate production. Whereas, serfs who attempted to escape would be captured back and put to death. On the contrary, it was the freemen, whose statuses were slightly higher, who would lose all support in such situations, with no choice but to flee their hometown after a calamity.
 Hence, there would occasionally be jokes that —— on some aristocratic lands, the price of freedom was instead costlier than becoming a serf.
But Heidi who managed the territory’s internal affairs was rather weighed down with worry. She approached Gawain. “Ancestor, are you really planning to take in all the homeless people in the wilderness north of the White River before the Cold Month?”
Gawain had long expected Heidi to come to him. He showed a smile. “Is there pressure on the ratios?”


 
“Indeed. —— If the hearsay is true, that there are refugees everywhere in the wilderness, we would be providing for about four thousand people through this winter. Through this period of population expansion, there are, now, still only two thousand people in the territory. This would be equivalent to providing for a number of refugees more than twice our current population. And this is only a secondary problem. After all, rations can be bought using money. Tanzan Town is fertile and is also willing to sell us provisions at low prices, so this would be easy to resolve. The real problem is how to maintain order after taking in so many additional people. We barely managed to digest and absorb those purchased serfs and slave laborers, making them residents who understand rules and abide by the laws. If another four thousand people were to be recklessly brought in, I really worry that the gains from our earlier effort would be lost ——even if those refugees do not mean to intentionally do so.”
“We increased from eight hundred people to two thousand. The population more than doubled, but order did not collapse.” Gawain looked towards Heidi with a smile. “So what’s there to be worried about?”
 “That was because the previously added population had arrived before Frost Month —— the weather was warm, and there were ample jobs for those people. They could join the residents to cultivate lands, do logging, and construct houses. According to you, labor brings transformation. Ample jobs would be the best way to digest and absorb the newly added population. But it’s already late Frost Month now. It will soon be the snowing Fog Month, then Cold Month when dripping water freezes into icicles. We will no longer have enough jobs at that time…”
“Who said we don’t?” Gawain’s smile became even wider. “Why does winter mean no work and staying at home, consuming rations? In fact, it’s quite the contrary… I’ve got heaps of projects here waiting for manpower to complete them.”
Chapter 164: Winter Development Plan

Heidi’s worries were actually sensible in this situation, because in the outlook of the overwhelming majority, even in the reality of this era, winter only meant one thing: everything withered; life gradually dwindled; all work ceased. Humankind would store enough food and fuel before this, then stop work, return to their homes, and switch to a pure consumption state.
Just like the animals that stored food in tree stumps in advance and hid in caves to pass the winter.
Such a way of living was decided by reality — despite the existence of all sorts of ‘magic’ which worked like black technology — that only belonged to the extreme minority of upper-class elites. The entirety of this world was still firmly bound to the soil. Serfs were the most basic producer of almost all societal wealth. Agriculture, as well as the various endeavors that have agriculture as their foundation, was the main production activity of this society. Once winter arrived, agriculture stopped; then, 80% of people would become idle. And the backward aristocratic code forbade these people from freely engaging in business or taking up any ‘side occupation unsuited to their identity’. Without the permission of aristocrats, civilians would be severely punished for even fishing in the river and hunting or chopping firewood in the mountains.
In addition, the food that most of the civilians could store up for winter was limited. It was to the extent that in the entire winter, they could only sustain a half-full condition, so they did not dare to waste their stamina to do anything that ‘broke the rules’ too. ——Every hot breath that they exhaled in winter was expending their reserve of physical strength (which wasn’t much to begin with) and could lead to them dying from hunger or the cold before spring.
However, at the Cecil territory, the situation was completely different.
 The Cecil Cecil Clan currently had no extravagant spending of any form. This greatly cut down their expenses, while the new production model had ensured that they would be able to store up enough supplies before winter came. Pittman and the apprentices he had trained also guaranteed adequate food for the territory. ——Added to that, the rations purchased from Tanzan Town, as well as supplies from the King’s aid, residents of the Cecil territory didn’t have to take into account consumption in the winter at all.
Here, he had to mention the supplies from the King’s aid again. ——Gawain admitted, he had cheated Francis II a little here. This was because the agreement he’d signed with the King stated that the royal court would provide the provisions for the entire Cecil territory in the initial stage. He didn’t mention how many people the territory would be having and how much populace would be added in just a short term. Thus, he’d already fairly and squarely asked the royal court for supplies several times…
 Having guaranteed food supplies, Gawain had plenty of jobs here.
 Nothing to be done when winter had set in? That was the other territories; the Cecil territory still had lots that could be done. The steelworks was expanding its scale: two big factories were added beside the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility; the furnace-kiln area where Rebecca Crystals were baked had also been reconstructed into an official factory named ‘Magic Crystal Refinery’. On top of being used to bake Rebecca Crystals, a laboratory had been set up to experiment for what other new substances the various minerals dug from the Dark Range could synthesize. The doofus had to throw more than two hundred fireballs at the crucibles and small furnaces before she would be happy…
 
Other than these, the iron mine in the east and the territory’s countless building sites all needed manpower.
In winter, the ground became hard; water froze easily too. All construction-related work would progress very slowly, but this did not mean that construction work would stop. Although the ‘otherworldly cement trial product’ that Rebecca came up with had a relatively lower yield, it worked well in low temperatures. In addition, the territory presently did not have constructions of excessively large scale, so the projects at the various building sites would not stop. Moreover, there was a big project that was about to unfold.


As the White River entered its dry season with water levels falling, Gawain planned to build a truly sturdy bridge that could be used in the long-term to replace the current temporary bridge. In doing so, when spring came next year, the development work of the White River’s northern bank could smoothly begin.
He was even worried that even with those refugees in the wilderness, manpower in the territory would still be insufficient. ——After all, those people needed to be trained; at least at the very start, they wouldn’t be able to adapt to having a terribly powerful Magic Powered Engine turning non-stop beside them as they worked…
 After Gawain had presented the proposals of these plans and sets to Heidi, the latter sunk into a long period of astonishment.
“How is it? Now you’re no longer worried that those refugees would have nothing to do, right?” Gawain smiled. “We have ample jobs to keep them busy for the entire winter. And in this process, everyone will get used to the Cecil territory’s uncomplicated new laws. In this case, are you still worried?”
 Heidi quietly glanced at the proposals on the desk and inhaled deeply. “Worried about being exhausted to death…”
“…Cough, cough…”
 At the thought that the pressure this granddaughter had to bear was rather considerable, Gawain could only comfort her. “Don’t worry. Viscount Andrew has tried to gather a group of down-and-out Knights, bankrupted merchants, and scholars and used money to get them to come work in the Cecil territory. I plan on putting half of them to teach in the night schools and give the other half to be your assistants. This way, when winter sets in, you’d be able to put up the skeleton of the internal affairs department.”
At this point, Heidi finally heaved a sigh of relief. “Thank you, Ancestor…”
 “Why does this sound so much like what those barbarian tribes from those years used to say,” Gawain commented with an odd gaze. “Back then, regardless of what they did, they had a habit of praising their ancestral spirits first…”
  Heidi thought for a moment. “I’m unlike them. My ancestor can indeed hear me thanking him…”
 “Then, your ancestor would lessen your workload, huh?” Gawain didn’t know whether to laugh or cry as he looked at this granddaughter who rarely made a joke. “Alright, alright, get back to your work first. When the next batch of manpower from Tanzan Town arrives, I’ll take priority in selecting a batch of assistants for you. Would that do? Just don’t say things like ‘thank you, Ancestor’ in a pious manner to my face… I have psychological traumas from dealing with the barbaric tribes in those years. If you kept thanking your ancestors, I feel like I would become a spirit again…”


Heidi: “…”
 Not long after Heidi left, Amber’s figure emerged from the nearby air.
 Gawain swept everything valuable on the desk to his front with ease. Then he lifted his eyes to look at this half-elf bandit. “How is it? Are the two captured mercenaries willing to cooperate already?”
 “Not yet. After all, you do not allow maltreatment of captives, so those two are still dawdling with the soldiers.” Amber staggered over to Gawain’s desk and pursed her lips when she realized there was no way to strike. “I say, are you really not going to consider tying those two mercenaries who simply won’t speak on a pillar and giving them a few whips? Such mercenaries are actually very easy to deal with. They may look malicious in front of the refugees, but if you take a heavier hand with them, they will obediently betray their employers right away. This is completely because you won’t whip them nor bribe them with money that they won’t speak up now…”
“The ones you’re referring to are mercenaries who can commit unscrupulous acts for a few coins, and these mercenaries are essentially at the level of an armed militia.” Gawain darted a look at this half-elf. “But those two that we captured… Did you not realize? A Grade 3 Knight and a Grade 2 Arcanist. There were also the low-rank Knight and Mage who were shot to death. Though these are all low-rank occupations, in the southern borders, they could be an army commander or ‘mysteries’ consultant for a feudal lord without much effort. If they went east, just by getting a share of a military achievement and currying favor with Silas Loland’s family, they could even rank amongst the aristocrats as a conferred Baron or Viscount. Yet they were willing to be mercenaries in such a remote place. Why do you think that is so?”
 Amber thought hard. “For their dreams? Look, I’m such a formidable shadow master, and I even dug graves…”
Gawain never counted on this ultimate disgrace to have a decent answer. He listened as Amber continued muttering to herself after her nonsense. “There would indeed be powerful Beyonders amongst mercenaries, but such mercenary units often work in the north, near the Sacred Dragon Kingdom, or in the east, close to the Typhon Empire. This is because those places have no lack of danger and opportunities. The riches that they’re able to gain while taking risks or completing entrusted tasks are enough to make Beyonders choose this not-too-respectable path. However, the south has been peaceful for a long time. Mercenary units that work here often don’t amount to much in both ability and wealth. And for those mercenaries overseen by several Beyonders and who could even be equipped with Beyonder gear —— there is usually only one explanation —— they are a ‘hidden team’ that specially work for an aristocrat or a group of them.
At this point, Gawain smiled. “Such mercenaries are extremely strong psychologically, and they most likely have something they value or hostages in the hands of aristocrats, so they do not fear severe torture. Some whipping just isn’t going to work.”
 
Amber looked curiously at Gawain. “Then how are you going to pry open their mouths?”
“Pittman said he has a way, but he needs to prepare some rituals and ointments with special effects. That is why I’m not anxious.” Gawain glanced at Amber with a beaming smile. “Besides, I don’t believe you haven’t raked anything from those two mercenaries. I know your character. Usually, when I ask you to get ink from the storehouse, you can even drink up half a bottle of it on your way…”
Amber’s face instantly flushed red. “When have I drunk ink?!”


“I was just using a figure of speech, figure of speech. Understand?”
 “Tch.” Amber made a sound through her teeth to express her displeasure. Then, sure enough, she began to feel around on herself with a conflicted expression. “Let me tell you, these are my spoils of war. You have to return it to me after you’re done looking…”
 
“What return? The rules that I’d just enacted prohibits plundering on the battlefield. Spoils of war are all to be handed over to the territory, and the credits given are standardized. Have you forgotten?” Gawain brought the various small articles that Amber had pulled out to his front to look through them as he spoke, “Don’t get sulky. You are my personal guard, and you still want to take the lead in breaking rules? Besides, it’s not like I’m not giving you compensation. You get rewards for services of merit… Ke, quite a number of things, huh? No wonder that soldier reported earlier that there were no valuable belongings found on those two captives… You actually got your hands on everything, huh?”
The corner of Amber’s eyelid twitched, her heart aching so badly as if it was dripping blood. She only felt slightly better after hearing Gawain’s promise of compensation.
 Meanwhile, Gawain’s gaze had been abruptly attracted by a dagger amongst those trivial items.
 On the handle of the dagger was a symbol that resembled the heraldry of a certain aristocratic clan.
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That was a dagger of excellent craftsmanship. Although it wasn’t an enchanted weapon, a considerable amount of adamantite and purple steel had been used to make it —— this made it reflect a distinctive faint purple luster under light. Weapons of such materials could not tap into Beyonder power, but if it were to be used against enchanted armors, the effect was often pretty good.
And on the handle of the dagger, Gawain found a symbol that looked like the head of a brown bear. There was also the embellishment of a garland around the symbol.
In this era, many emblems could not be freely misused. ——A considerable number of beasts and flowers and plants were seen as aristocrats’ privately owned symbols. The combination of a beast’s head sculpture and flowers and plants signified the mark of a certain clan in many circumstances, and civilians would have unknowingly infringed on the rights of aristocrats by freely using these symbols. According to the heraldry and aristocratic laws of Anzu that Gawain had grasped, the symbol on this dagger was clearly the mark of a certain clan as seen from its layout.
For 700 years, these clan symbols of the aristocrats still adhered to the ancient tradition.
This dagger possibly came from the ‘bestowing’ of a certain aristocrat. According to what Gawain knew, aristocrats had extremely strict practices when it came to bestowing another person a weapon: only the King was entitled to gifting battle axes, war hammers, halberds and similar weapons, and they would only be given to aristocrats with meritorious military services. On the other hand, swords of all kinds (mainly longswords) were more common gifts. Any aristocrat could gift another person a sword for any reason, but the person receiving it had to be an aristocrat too, and at least of Knight class; whereas daggers, pocket knives, short bows and the like were weapons seen to be ‘unpresentable’. Aristocrats would gift such items to ‘civilians’ that they favored, and the targets were often guards, attendants with excellent performance, or… lackeys.
“Seems like it’s just as I’d judged. Those mercenaries were ‘tamed’ by aristocrat clans.” Gawain picked up that dagger and took in every detail. “Only we don’t know if they’ve pledged allegiance to one family or several families at the same time…”
“Do you recognize the symbol on it?” Amber leaned over curiously. “Ah, initially, I just thought this thing looked nice…”
“I don’t.” Gawain carefully studied it and finally shook his head. “This clan had probably yet to emerge when I was alive. Go get Heidi here. She should know the aristocrats of the southern borders better.”
Very soon, Heidi came to Gawain’s tent.
 
 After carefully scrutinizing the symbol on the dagger, she asserted, “This is the emblem of the Kant Clan.”
“Kant Clan?” Gawain recalled with a frown and finally found the source of this name in the general knowledge of the present era that he had been cramming recently. “The Viscount north of the Leslie Clan?”


“Yes, beyond the wild mountainous forest north of the White River, further north from where you brought the refugees back previously, is the territory of the Kant Clan.” Heidi began providing a simple introduction of the Kant Clan. “It is a clan that rose up three hundred years ago, granted the territory there because of military service. When the Cecil Clan got into trouble, they happened to be serving the current royal family, so they escaped the great purge of the southern borders. Currently, they’re considered to be one of the few clans in the southern lands with hundreds of years of history.”
Gawain casually asked, “How’s their relationship with the Cecil Clan?”
 “Not considered distant, but not close either,” Heidi replied. “During the great purge of the southern borders a hundred years ago, they didn’t help nor did they add insult to injury. They maintained a neutral stance throughout. They are a clan that is relatively more mysterious. They do not interact much with the outside world, and their members rarely appear in the upper-class social circle. ——Although the upper-class social circle here at the southern borders is very loose in the first place, members of the Kant family are still the ones who appear the least.”
“What is their main estate? Farmland? Mines? Or ranches?”
“The Kant territory mainly produces grain and all kinds of quality medicinal herbs, including magical medicine, but they do not have mines.”
“That’s a problem then, a big problem…” Gawain tapped the table. “An aristocratic territory with no mines and mainly relies on farmland, what are they planning to do, capturing a big bunch of slaves before winter sets in? And judging based on this dagger, this group of mercenaries work specially for the Kant Clan. It’s definitely not their first time capturing slaves in the wild. ——What are so many slaves being sent to the Kant territory for?”
“This…” Heidi had also become aware of the bizarreness in the problem and suddenly recalled another matter. “Speaking of this, there’s another matter that is very odd. The Kant territory’s main output has always been grains, and medicinal herbs and magical medicine were both sideline productions. However, in recent years, the amount of medicinal herbs and magical medicine that they sell has been increasing year after year. Especially magical medicine, not only has output doubled, the quality is also getting better and better, showing signs of surpassing their grain output to become the main pillar of the Kant Clan. However, from the rules of magical power dispersion, such a situation is very difficult to explain…”
Due to the existence of various Beyonder powers, the ‘medicinal plants’ of this world were divided into two types. Other than medicinal herbs with average results, there were also ‘magical medicine’ that could be used in various magical rites or directly used as spellcasting materials. In normal circumstances, the growth of magical medicine would be highly restricted by the local magical environment. Its output would naturally have an upper limit. If the magical environment is poor, then regardless of how intensive the cultivation was or how seeds were improved, it would be impossible to increase the yield of magical medicine —— increasing the amount alone could instead cause the magical power in the herbs to lessen.
Yet the magical medicine output of the Kant territory had been rising year by year.
 In this era where everything lacked statistics, other than merchants who specialized in doing business, aristocrats rarely noticed the fluctuations in the crop yield of the territories around (in fact, they might not even be very clear about the crop yield of their own territory. All these were matters for advisors and supervisors to pay attention to). However, as a mage, and a mage whose family was in decline, Heidi naturally paid great attention to the changes in the magical medicine market around them in usual times, so she observantly caught this abnormal phenomenon.
Amber had only been idly listening at the side, but at this point, her sharp ears abruptly quivered. She wore a look of complete horror. “Damn! The Kant territory couldn’t have been using living humans as fertilizer to grow those herbs, could they?!”


  “…Although I believe that they could really come up with such a thing given the moral outlook of those aristocrats, to really do so isn’t quite possible.” Gawain waved his hand as the corner of his eyelid twitched. “Farmlands used to plant magical medicine usually cannot be hidden. Outsiders can spot them at one glance. Moreover, using living humans as fertilizer cannot increase the concentration of the magical environment either. —What kind of black magic would it be?”
Gawain was speaking when Betty’s voice suddenly came from outside the tent. “Lord! Lord! Pittman is here for you!”
 Gawain faltered. Recalling the task that he had handed to the Druid earlier, a smile could not help but appear on his face. “It seems like his ‘special ointment’ has worked.”
 As he had long expected that the average interrogation would do nothing to those mercenaries, Gawain had requested Pittman to come up with a way to tackle those two ‘captives’ right from the very start.
The Druids weren’t an occupation skilled in ‘interrogation’. Their spells in this aspect couldn’t be compared to those believers of the Blood God or those undead Mages whose expertise were in torture and the ways of anguish. However, if one could just change one’s way of thinking, ‘interrogation’ wasn’t the only way of getting information.
At least in Gawain Cecil’s memories, there were lots of methods of digging the information out of the enemy with the help of Druid potions and rites. Even though 700 years had passed, these methods still worked very well.
In a little hut that was used as a temporary prison, Gawain met the two captives who had potions forced down them, ointment smudged on their foreheads, and also inhaled ritual incense for a good hour.
These two people were already in a state of delirium by this time.
 Pittman still stood at the side with a conceited look. “I told you, my potions and rites are all very effective, especially this incense. Even the strongest person would lose himself in its magical power…”
It was indeed as the little old man had said, the entire room was suffused with the fragrance of an incense that was so thick that it was almost nauseating. Even though Pittman’s rite had ended and this incense no longer possessed the power of interfering with the mind, this smell still had Gawain frowning hard. Even Amber made a big fuss beside him. “Wah—— old man, are you about to make smoked meat?”
“With the way you’re doing the smoking, most people would’ve come clean without even needing to chug the potion.” Gawain had to add an aura protection effect for himself before he dared to stand still in the room. “I’m even suspecting that this rite of yours is simply smoking the people till they’re unconscious. What has it got to do with magic…?”


Pittman nodded as he chuckled. “You’ve really hit the point. ——Actually, I’d considered improving this spell many years ago. I believed that even without using magical medicine, just smoking the targets with excrement was also useful. —— Unfortunately, I was given a beating by my mentor when I came up with this idea back in those years. In the end, I had to give it up. But you’ve given me a reminder this time. Perhaps—”
 
 “I dare you to try putting it into practice?!” Gawain instantly glowered at the little old man upon hearing him. “If you really smoke them with excrement for an hour, even if they would come clean, I wouldn’t want to question them!”
Pittman immediately shrunk his neck. He examined Gawain’s sinews and came to a preliminary judgment that this excavated legend could at least beat twenty of his mentor; thus, he decided to give up on his bold ‘reformed rite’ plan.
Meanwhile, Gawain was looking with a frown at the disorientated mercenary captives before him. They were staring at the ground in front of them with a lifeless gaze. The power of magic potion, ointment, and incense had dragged them into a state between reality and dreamland. In this state, they could no longer distinguish whether they were answering questions in reality or reviewing their memories in their dreams. Before the power of the magic faded away from their bodies, they would answer almost all questions.
“Was it the Kant Clan’s…?” Gawain questioned but suddenly forgot the name of the current patriarch of the Kant Clan once he began. Thus, he turned his head, slightly embarrassed. “Heidi, who is the current head of the Kant Clan?”
Heidi turned her head slightly. “Viscount Victor Kant. He’s an aged Viscount.”
 
“Yes, Victor Kant.” Gawain turned towards the two mercenaries. “He was the one who sent you to capture the slaves?”
 The Mage of the two mercenaries still seemed to be a little resistant, but the head of the mercenaries spoke up first, “Yes… Viscount Victor Kant sent us to capture refugees in the wilderness for him… But it isn’t to make them slaves.”
“Not as slaves?” Gawain’s brows knotted. “Then what is it for?”
 “To help him…” The head of the mercenaries initially answered with a dull gaze, but he suddenly lifted his head; his eyes fixed on Gawain, and he revealed a strange smile. “Enter his dreams, Lord Gawain Cecil.”
Chapter 166: Eternal Sleepers

Generations of the Kant Clan had resided in this ancient castle located in the north of the Kant territory. The aging Viscount Victor was currently in a meeting with the territory’s merchant association’s representatives.
 The reception hall was lit up with plenty of lights, but the constant radiance emitted by the magic crystal lamps weren’t able to eliminate the darkness that lingered in this castle for many years. The rectangle-shaped hall only contained the viscount, a few of the representatives from the merchant association, and a few servants. Each of their shadows was pulled into long, bent, and hazy shapes due to the illumination of the magic crystal lamps.
 Despite the case, none of the people that stood in the hall realized anything sinister or horrific in this place. In the opinion of the merchant association, the feudal lord was still as friendly and graceful as before. Furthermore, he was magnanimously promising benefits to the merchants and the residents.
 “This year’s last batch of herbal medicine and magical medicine has been harvested. The provisions also had quite a good harvest.” One of the merchant association’s representatives bowed and said, “We have already found buyers for the magical medicine, but the sales of the herbal medicine aren’t as good.”
 “Don’t worry, Mister Parques.” Viscount Victor smiled gently and consoled the territory’s merchant. “Very soon, the merchant group from the Plains of the Holy Spirits will arrive. Frost Wood Castle will purchase a large batch of medicinal ingredients so that this year’s labor will not be in vain.”
 The aging viscount smiled very gently while his eyes constantly emitted kindness. It was very rare for a noble to use such an attitude to converse with someone that wasn’t from a noble clan. Their standard of etiquette made sure that even when they were speaking with people of low status, they would do so with flawless courtesy. However, their eyes and expressions wouldn’t be as ‘on point’; Viscount Victor was an exception.
 He was famous for being a good person who was ‘amiable to commoners, friendly, just, and lenient’. He seldom appeared in noble society; however, he was an old feudal lord who was revered with love and respect by his commoners.
 “Lord Viscount, thank you for your help to the people on the territory.” Another merchant association’s representative spoke with sincerity, “I hope you can also pay attention to your body.”
 “Don’t worry. My set of old bones is still healthy.” Viscount Victor laughed and said, “My incompetent son is about to return from his travel at the Plains of the Holy Spirits. It wouldn’t be too late for me to rest after he takes over the clan’s businesses.”
 
 Subsequently, the viscount started to ask the merchants about the territory’s trader traffic and the procuring of cotton and ores. His questions were detailed and professional, which was very rare among the current era’s nobles.
 But suddenly, there was a faintly discernible wind that blew across the castle’s hall.


 The magic crystal lamps shouldn’t be affected by the wind, but the radiance in the hall felt as though it was like a candle flame swaying to the wind, dimming the surroundings.
 The merchants didn’t notice the changes in the hall, while the servants standing around didn’t have any odd reaction either. But Victor Kant had suddenly stood up to look at the castle’s gloomy ceiling. His eyes flickered with a purple magic halo that was like starlight.
 He then revealed an apologetic smile to the merchant representatives and said, “Apologies, gentlemen. I am afraid I have to end the meeting today as I recalled that I have an important matter to attend to…”
 ……
 At the same time, in a secret cave in the eastern region of Anzu Kingdom, the twisted and intertwined vines were meandering and growing. The vines formed a large vesicle on top of a giant boulder in the cave. All of a sudden, the vesicle opened, and a beautiful yet strange female figure was revealed.
 She had dark green long hair, fair skin, and great looks. But underneath the priest-like female clothing, a terrifying body was revealed and looked just like the twisting tree roots.
She was the Oblivion Association’s female dean, Beltira. Since she left the extreme south region, she had been hibernating in this eastern frontline’s secret base. She made use of the plants everywhere to observe the entire eastern region’s situation changes. But one of the secret channels suddenly relayed information that ‘awakened’ her from her symbiotic state with the plants.
 The female dean frowned. The dark green long hair at the back looked as though it was alive, as it squirmed slightly. “A bishop-class Eternal Sleeper… successfully approached and invaded Gawain Cecil’s spiritual world?!”
 ……
 Gawain was walking in the darkness.
 He could still clearly remember what happened previously. The suspicious mercenary leader suddenly lifted his head and revealed a weird smile to him and used a monstrous accent, which felt like it was mixed out of numerous voices, to call his name.


 Subsequently, he was brought to this dark, chaotic, and strange space by an unknown force.
 He was completely certain that he had been tricked by a powerful force. But this force shouldn’t be from the mercenary leader. His physical attributes and intensity of his aura were undoubtedly that of a low-grade Knight. When that mercenary leader suddenly lifted his head, Gawain could still remember that he felt a powerful and chaotic energy that suddenly emerged from the mercenary leader’s aura. The entire process was like an ‘arrival’. As such, he guessed that the mercenary leader was just a medium or a kind of sacrifice that was meant to bring this powerful force to Gawain Cecil.
 After the initial panic, Gawain had already composed himself.
   He walked randomly in the darkness for a moment and felt that his stamina didn’t decrease at all. It was an indication that this place was possibly a nonexisting world; it might even be an ‘imaginary space’ that existed only in the mind. Gawain suspected that he was trapped in a spiritual prison, but as a satellite who had been trapped for at least hundreds of thousands of years (possibly millions of years. After all, he didn’t even calculate the years at the later part), his soul had already been changed. As such, he wasn’t nervous at all even when he was trapped.
 Would the most formidable expert in this world have a lifespan that was longer than this satellite in the sky?
 This old man was suspended in the sky while watching how all of you learned to walk in an upright posture!
 It was because of his arrogance and composure as a satellite spirit that Gawain didn’t feel any fear in this situation. After verifying that he wasn’t able to walk out of this space, he simply stood still and quietly looked at the darkness.
 It felt just like the time when he observed the unchanging ocean and landmass.
 He believed that an unknown existence in this space of darkness had pulled him here with an objective. The opposition might already be quietly observing him from some unknown location. But the absolute majority of people in this world — or should he say, all of the living beings in this world — didn’t have patience that was superior to his.
 ‘It’ definitely would be patient enough and would appear on its own accord.
 There was only one thing that Gawain was worried about. He hoped that this ‘imaginative space’ would have the same setting as most of the stories and had a different flow of time as compared to the outside world. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be good if Heidi and the others thought he was dead again. His two granddaughters might just bury him again, while Amber would steal everything in his tomb after he was buried…


 Damn, just the thought of it was already terrible.
 Gawain’s mind revolved with all sorts of thoughts, and it was unknown how much time had elapsed in this imaginative space. Soon after, he suddenly noticed an illusory glimmer appearing in the darkness before his eyes.
 It seemed like the ‘existence’ that was observing quietly wasn’t able to hold back anymore.
 Gawain smiled and could see that the glimmer was materializing and getting closer to him. Ultimately, it turned into a spotlessly white gown and a face with a glossy white mask. It was unknown if the figure was male or female, and he could hear a heavy voice that had a similarly indiscernible gender. “Duke Gawain Cecil, you are more patient than I expected and also more composed. No wonder you were a great hero seven hundred years ago. Your nature is something that I have never seen from others.”
 “Your patience is far inferior than I expected,” Gawain spoke calmly. “I thought you would squander eighty or a hundred years in this place with me.”
 “Please don’t resent me. My method of invitation might be a bit rough, but my objective is to have a conversation with your distinguished self. Perhaps you would feel a little more comfortable if we changed the environment?”
 The white-masked individual in the white gown asked while waving the hand. The surrounding darkness suddenly turned into countless colors and lines. The colorful lines instantly combined into various kinds of objects. Gawain noticed he was now standing in a garden that was full of vitality, surrounded by lush flowers and short shrubs. There were servants walking around busily in the garden whose faces looked rather familiar. Not far away, he was able to see the castle’s tall and massive main building.
 Everything looked rather familiar.
 
 Gawain considered for a little bit and was able to find the corresponding image from this body’s original memories. He looked at the person in the white gown suspiciously and asked, “What is the meaning of this?”
 “Could it be that I didn’t restore it properly?” the person with the white gown spoke with an intentional astonishment. “I have already done my best to restore this place with those ancient memory fragments. Look at these servants. Don’t you feel their faces are familiar? Most of the scenery in this castle is retrieved from their memories. Take a look at these plants and those buildings… Is it different from the Cecil Castle in your memories?”
 Gawain didn’t reply while the person with the white gown continued to talk, “Ah, the memories retrieved from dreams might be a little distorted. The castle that doesn’t fit with the actual castle might make you unhappy. What about this environment?”


 After speaking, the scenery in front of Gawain had changed again. The Cecil Castle and garden from 700 years ago had vanished, and it was replaced with a tall platform. There were exquisite tables and chairs placed on the platform, and there were all sorts of pastries and tea on the table. Outside of the platform, one could oversee a magnificent city.
 The city had numerous spotlessly white buildings, towering Mage spires, and floating crystals to decorate the city. An abundant magical radiance flowed within the buildings as blue light, illuminating the entire city like a human-realm paradise. At the skies of the city, one could vaguely see the translucent shield that had countless giant floating runes. From further away, one would be able to see a blue pillar of light that connected the sky to the ground, and it rose from outside the city. It looked just like the legendary Tower of Babel of Earth that rose straight into the horizon…
 
 The ancient Gondor Empire, and… the Well of Deep Blue?!
 “Do you prefer this scenery?” The person with the white gown sat down by the round table. While the pure white and glossy mask didn’t have any expression, the voice sounded happy as the person said, “After all, you are also a person who has experienced the glorious moments of the Gondor Empire. Perhaps, you would prefer the magnificent scenery during the human empire’s flourishing period?”
 “Apologies. When the Gondor Empire was at its prime, I was only a Knight Apprentice at the northern borders of the empire. I don’t even know what the flourishing imperial capital looked like.” Gawain casually sat down at the round table, directly opposite to the person in the white gown. “But this scenery isn’t bad at all. I am still able to see how the Well of Deep Blue looked like back then.”
 “Then I am at ease,” the person in the white gown said pleasantly. “Then since the Eternal Sleepers have already expressed respect to you, next would be your turn to cooperate.”
Chapter 167: Seeking Death

Eternal Sleepers.
 Upon hearing the name, Gawain wasn’t excessively surprised.
 He had pondered about who or what faction would try to deal with him and use such an ‘unconventional’ method. The nobles in the royal capital who harbored unfathomable motives would only dare to create some disturbances secretly, while the royal clan didn’t need to oppose him for now. Apart from them, the Cecil Clan didn’t have any dispute over benefits with any of the current factions in the world, with the exception of those heretics who were opposed to everyone by nature.
 Among the major heretic factions, the Eternal Sleepers were the strangest and most unpredictable; they were also the most proficient in spiritual sorcery.
Gawain glanced at the surrounding scenery again with curiosity. He was amazed by the exceptional skills displayed in this ‘illusion’ as everything looked real. Be it the towering Mage spires or the giant energy shield that enveloped the imperial capital from above or the radiance from the Well of Deep Blue near the imperial city — there weren’t any flaws in this illusion, and it even provided a genuine sense of touch. The round table and the chair below all gave a very real sensation. Gawain even had reason to believe that the pastries on the table would actually have taste if he put them in his mouth.
 This was a world that would cause a person to immerse in it easily.
 However, the more realistic this world felt, the more vigilant he was.
 As such, he controlled his expression properly and tried his best not to reveal any emotions as he praised, “I heard that the Eternal Sleepers are adept at creating illusions and dream realms, but this is the first time I am experiencing it personally. I have to admit that your skills in this aspect are brilliant.”
 “If a person relied on the so-called sight, touch, and smell to perceive the world’s existence, then if those things are perfectly simulated, is there any difference between the so-called reality and illusion?” the white-gowned individual spoke in a strange tone that sounded neutral. “As compared to a reality that is depraved and dark, wouldn’t it be better to have a perfect dream realm?”
 
 “But in this ‘perfect’ dream realm, isn’t your attire a little too dazzling?” Gawain looked at the white-gowned person and finally criticized the opposition who was in novel attire and had a neutral tone of voice. “It doesn’t matter what you wish to discuss with me. You have to reveal your true identity, right? Moreover, you have yet to introduce yourself to me until now. This doesn’t seem to be appropriate for a person who wishes to have a discussion.”
 “I am merely a person seeking the truth. The members of the Eternal Sleepers don’t need any personal name or clan name. As for my true identity… it is indeed something that people constrained to the real world would ask for.” The white-gowned person sighed while his image suddenly changed: the mask seemed to melt onto his face like water, but the face underneath the mask was constantly changing. It was constantly switching between man, woman, old, young — all sorts of faces. “It is a pity that people constrained to reality would never understand the greatness of the Eternal Sleepers’ dream realm. In this perfect world, the so-called ‘individual appearance’ is already meaningless. Which face do you think suits me better? This face… or this face?”


 The white-gowned person’s face was constantly changing, but each face was filled with mockery and contempt. Gawain looked at him quietly while the white-gowned person altered his face and waited for half a minute before responding dully, “Just let it continue changing like that. It is rather nice for it to keep refreshing.”
 The white-gowned person’s face suddenly stopped changing and fixed on a stern middle-aged man’s face.
 “It seems like you have ample patience to idle away with me. It is a pity that I do not have such patience.” The stern middle-aged man finally stopped the nonsense and looked straight at Gawain. “I have called your distinguished self here merely to understand something from you.”
 “What thing?”
 “What exactly did you see in those frustrating sea regions?”
 Gawain’s previous composure was partially acted out, but his confused expression now was real. “What did you say?”
 However, the white-gowned middle-aged man treated Gawain’s confused look as a kind of deception. He frowned and said, “You don’t need to pretend. You and I both know clearly that the so-called ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’ is what I’m referring to. Outsiders might not know of your secret voyage, but there were still survivors on the same voyage as you that returned. We know clearly that you had a clear objective when entering the Eternal Darkness Sea and that you had obtained some enlightenment and also returned with something… We are very curious about those things.”
 Gawain’s heart was suddenly filled with a great wave.
 This heretic of the Eternal Sleepers actually knew of a secret that Gawain Cecil couldn’t remember!
 What was the Sea of Eternal Darkness that he mentioned? What was the secret voyage that he mentioned? What were the enlightenment and the object that was brought back?!
 Gawain suddenly associated it with those crystals. Those crystals were handed to the Mithril Vault to safeguard by the original owner of this body. But there wasn’t a trace of the memories about those crystals remaining. Could everything be associated together in this place?!


   However, Gawain needed to forcefully conceal all of his astonishment and other reactions as he hoped he would be able to trick the heretic in front of him to provide more information. The opposition would never have imagined that Gawain Cecil’s body was hiding a foreign soul and that this was just a method to deceive the opposition!
 “Do you wish to know, or do the Eternal Sleepers wish to know? Perhaps… other people wish to know?” Gawain used a stern expression to look at the middle-aged man with an unwavering tone.
 “You probably wouldn’t believe it if I said that it was just my personal curiosity.” The middle-aged man revealed a stiff smile and said, “This matter concerns the entire Eternal Sleepers. Please believe me that we are different from those heretic factions that declared their intention to destroy the world. The Eternal Sleepers might be considered ‘heretics’ by everyone, but everything we are doing is actually to protect the world and all living things. Our methods of doing things might not be understood by others, but I believe that the enlightenment that you obtained in the Sea of Eternal Darkness concerns the truth of this world… If that is the case, you must understand the doings of the Eternal Sleepers.”
 The enlightenment that Gawain Cecil obtained in the Sea of Eternal Darkness would make him approve of the doings of the Eternal Sleepers that was an evil cult?
 This statement contained a lot of information!
 Gawain tried his best to make a stiff face while staring at the middle-aged man’s eyes. “In regards to the incident when I was in the Sea of Eternal Darkness, does anyone else know? How did your faction find out about it?”
 “I have mentioned that there were survivors on the same voyage as you, and there were more than one. I can tell you clearly that there were spies from the Eternal Sleepers among those survivors,” the middle-aged man answered honestly. “As for anyone else that knows of this secret, please be at ease. They are very few. Even among the Eternal Sleepers, only a few individuals above the nightmare bishop class would even know a portion of the information. We do not have the intention to disseminate this secret as it will not be beneficial to us. To those forgetful and mediocre people, an ancient secret from seven centuries ago is something they wouldn’t be concerned with.”
 “It is true that I have brought something back from there.” Gawain decided to reveal a little information before he continued with the trickery. “But how can your faction be so sure that if I understood the so-called world’s truth at that place, I will definitely understand the thoughts of heretics like you? In other words, how can you be sure I will cooperate with you?”
 Gawain attempted to make this superfluous heretic speak of everything he knew and to speak of the entire process of Gawain Cecil’s voyage to the Sea of Eternal Darkness. However, the middle-aged man suddenly shut his mouth and revealed a pretentious smile after a few seconds and said, “Yes, I knew that you wouldn’t cooperate with me, and I knew that you wouldn’t answer any of my questions. You are a great hero from seven centuries ago. How is it possible for you to trust a heretic who spoke of some nonsense and speak of all your secrets?
 “With the same reasoning… Why do you think I would stay here and talk with you while continuously answering your questions?” As soon as the middle-aged man’s voice ended, the scenery around Gawain swayed abruptly and violently. The Gondor Empire’s city was starting to collapse, and the magic dome above had also shattered. Noises started to appear in this spiritual world!
 Gawain finally knew what was the true danger in this place; he finally knew why a crafty heretic would be having a conversation with him and would voluntarily reveal so much information. Gawain might have been suspicious from the beginning and was vigilant against any schemes, but he had only realized now what the opposition’s scheme was.


 There was something invading his consciousness! It was prying into his memories!
 “Inside the Eternal Sleepers’ dream realm, even a giant dragon would gradually succumb.” The middle-aged man stood up, while the pastries and red tea on the table turned into constantly twinkling star lights and gradually vanished. “The consciousness is very incredible. People rely on it to be human, but humans are seemingly unable to control it. In a person’s subconscious mind, almost everything is operating automatically. Even a legendary figure would reveal the greatest flaw in this place.”
 
 Gawain felt that his memories were starting to loosen. A foreign ‘reader’ was searching for an entry point to his memories, and Gawain was struggling to control his thoughts, to control those lantern slides that started to appear in his mind like memory fragments. While controlling all these, he experienced an extreme spiritual pressure, causing him to become speech impaired, and he could only stare at the middle-aged man’s eyes.
 “When you were having a conversation here with me, you were gradually opening the gates to your memories. It doesn’t matter if you answer our questions as the ‘conversation’ will still get established… including now. When you are listening to my voice, you are receiving information that I transmitted, and during this process, your consciousness barrier is constantly disintegrating. But it is a pity that it is almost impossible for you to stop the process…” The middle-aged man smiled resplendently, and it was obvious that he felt he had victory in his grasp. “Ah, your resistance is indeed very tenacious, and it is rather fitting for your status as a great hero. But don’t you know? The Eternal Sleepers’ greatest power isn’t illusion or some spiritual attack. It is the ability to seize memories from others and to process those memories and turn them into our new power… At the same time, it is to make such a ‘memory path’ become a springboard. You will forget this meeting, and after I finish reading your memories, I will leave a transfer channel in your subconscious mind. It will allow my will to ‘descend’ onto your body at any moment… That’s right, that’s right. Your mind appeared with the figure of that pitiful mercenary. Yes, it is that kind of springboard. The Eternal Sleepers traverse the world of dreams and thoughts using such springboards…”
 Gawain silently organized the memory fragments in his mind and didn’t respond to the heretic’s provocation. Finally, when the noise in his mind was so intense that it was unbearable, he then finished the final organization.
 In the white-gowned man’s vision, Gawain lifted his head, and his face had a smile that had been hidden for a long while now. “Are you sure… you want to see my memories?”
 The middle-aged man was startled. “You…”
 
 Gawain released his consciousness’s restraints completely.
 “If in every individual’s consciousness there exists a barrier for the memories, then my barrier isn’t actually to protect myself. It is to protect rude intruders like you.”
 Gawain stood up straight while he silently watched the middle-aged man slowly widening his eyes that were filled with extreme horror. Gawain watched as the man let out hysterical screams, as his face melted like wax, as his body distorted and crumbled. Even after the body crumbled into a pile of blood and flesh, the hysterical screams could still be heard.
 “You actually dared to see hundreds of thousands of years of observation data? Do you even want your brain anymore?”
Chapter 168: The One Who Was Devoured

Gawain didn’t know what kind of changes happened to his soul, but he was sure that his soul had already transformed completely when he transmigrated. Otherwise, there was no explanation as to why a person could remain in the sky for millions of years and still remain sane. Furthermore, it wasn’t just a sane state of mind, he also had a clear memory. The horrific and massive amount of data that he had collected from millions of years of observation had actually been preserved in his memory; it didn’t have any damage and was unscathed. Even until now, Gawain could still accurately retrieve the data.
 However, there was something certain: the souls of the Eternal Sleepers’ followers obviously didn’t go through such reformation.
 In just a few short seconds from reading the massive observation data, it caused a destructive impact to the heretic who still had a fundamentally human soul.
 When the Eternal Sleepers follower’s wisdom and soul were gradually collapsing into insignificant shards, Gawain made a vague and indirect contact with those consciousness shards. Chaotic and shattered data flowed into his mind, causing a nearly indiscernible ripple in his massive memory pool. If Gawain didn’t concentrate his mind, he probably wouldn’t have noticed that he had seized something from the shattered soul of the heretic. After a detailed scan, he was able to confirm that it was some remnant memories from the heretic.
 It was a pity that the amount was minuscule, and it was so scattered that it was illogical. The memories of the heretic were in disorder, and the memories contained a massive amount of irregular and subjective ideas that were distorted, dark, and insane. What’s worse, the Eternal Sleepers were always immersed in the dream realm, and it was hard to discern if these memories were true or false. Gawain wasn’t sure if these scenes were factual or created from the dreams of the heretic.
 With just a small amount of information, Gawain understood the method of ‘existence’ of this Eternal Sleeper.
 The heretic seemed to have abandoned his physical body or had turned his physical body into some horrific and non-human form. Gawain saw some of the insane rituals in the heretic’s memories as those rituals would dissolve the body and cause the souls to escape from the body. Afterward, the heretics would be roaming between new bodies or in the dream realms and memories of other people.
 This Eternal Sleeper seemed to have ‘ascended’ with his soul and had the dreadful ability to shift between the psyches of humans.
 Fortunately, such ascension rituals had requirements that were extremely high. Furthermore, during the earlier conversation, the heretic had already revealed that he held the position that was beyond bishop in the entire Eternal Sleepers. Therefore, there should only be a rare few heretics with such a horrific ability. Moreover, most of them probably weren’t even active in the real world.
 
 The surrounding primal chaos space was constantly crumbling since the force that was supporting this place was gone. Before the ‘dream realm’ completely vanished, Gawain quickly concentrated his consciousness and quickly searched through the memories left behind by the Eternal Sleepers follower to find if there was any valuable information.
 ……


 In the Kant territory’s ancient castle, Victor Kant was rushing through the alley that led to the lower levels of the castle. The magic crystal’s light had vaguely illuminated the alley, but the old viscount’s shadow was like a decoration that constantly lingered by his side. His body cast a fuzzy shadow on the ground, and the shadow would constantly extend and transform as Victor Kat walked hurriedly. It felt as though the shadow had its own will.
 The old viscount’s eyes were flickering with more illusory star lights, and his walking pace was getting faster and seemingly starting to stagger. He arrived at the lower level of the castle, and there was an oaken door that looked rather heavy that was in front of him.
 Viscount Victor stood in front of the door while his face suddenly emerged with a hesitant and vacant expression. It seemed like there was something attracting him from behind the door, yet he didn’t dare to open the door and verify it.
 Just like that, he paused for a moment before he finally placed his hands on the door. But before he used his strength to push the doors, the doors suddenly opened up a rather wide gap.
 A fuzzy light leaked out from behind the door. There was a white-dressed, long-haired lady who held onto a portable lamp and looked out from the gap. It was a lady that wasn’t even thirty years old; she had white and fair skin, a beautiful face that had a hint of sickness, and her body revealed a tender and pitiful aura. She had a surprised and curious expression when she saw the viscount standing at the door before she revealed a smile and said, “What’s wrong my love? Are you going to let me go out?”
 “I… No, nothing.” The old viscount’s face flashed with hesitation, but at the next second, all his distractions and concerns had vanished. He revealed a smile as though nothing had happened and looked at his young wife and said, “Everything is fine. I am just here to see you. There is still a moment before sundown. Go back and sleep to replenish your energy. Afterward, wake up to have dinner with me.”
 The particularly young viscountess bit her lips and spoke softly, “But my love, I am no longer sleepy.”
 “Be good and return to sleep.” The old viscount shook his head while smiling gently and said, “I will come over and look for you later.”
 The young viscountess blinked her eyes and was seemingly at ease as she nodded her head. She then held onto the portable lamp and returned inside the door before the heavy oaken doors closed back together. The empty castle hallway echoed with a creaking sound as the axis of the door turned.
 Victor Kant stood at the door for a moment before his expression briefly turned vacant. He then reverted back to his steady and calm expression before turning and walking back in the direction he came from…
 In the eastern region of Anzu Kingdom, within the ancient and concealed cave, the Oblivion Association’s female dean Beltira suddenly opened her eyes.


 As one of the ‘foreign-affairs bishops’ who frequently had contact with other evil cults, she had a long-term spiritual connection with several higher-ups of the Eternal Sleepers. She was rather resentful towards one of the Eternal Sleepers’ bishops who had recklessly made contact with Gawain Cecil. However, this was still the affairs of another cult, and she didn’t have the authority to interfere or to dissuade. She could only wait until the bishop completed the contact before asking if there was any gain.
   She believed that the bishop would certainly gain something… After all, the current Gawain Cecil was no longer at his prime, and sleeping for seven centuries had weakened his flesh and spirit. For a nightmare bishop that had close to legendary strength in the spiritual aspects to contest with a ‘pseudo-legend’, it was impossible for the bishop to be at a disadvantage.
 However, what arrived wasn’t the information of great success from the Eternal Sleepers’ bishop but a shrieking howl that echoed from the bishop’s soul and also the extreme horror from the spiritual connection.
 Immediately after, the spiritual response from the Eternal Sleeper had vanished. It felt as though something horrifying had devoured his soul and digested it completely.
 Beltira had also felt the surprise and panic concealed in the horror. But she wasn’t able to imagine what was inside Gawain Cecil’s consciousness world that could devour a bishop-class Eternal Sleeper. It was even able to make the bishop experience such horror before his death. These heretics who were adept at playing with people were experts that created and enjoyed nightmares. How could their willpower be so fragile?”
 With these doubts, Beltira chose to visit the other minds that were connected with her. Those were the Eternal Sleepers’ spies who were in the upper echelons of the Anzu Kingdom. They were also people that maintained contact with the fallen Eternal Sleeper bishop.
 But after establishing a spiritual connection, before she could even inquire, one of the nightmare bishops gave the information first. “Bishop Roderick has fallen.”
 “He was devoured after making contact with Gawain Cecil’s consciousness.” Another nightmare bishop supplemented.
 “What exactly happened?” Beltira couldn’t withhold her curiosity and asked, “Did he release any information before he fell?!”
 The spiritual connections between the Eternal Sleepers were far closer than with outsiders. Beltira didn’t hear any dying words from Bishop Roderick, but the other Eternal Sleepers that maintained connection might know something.
 There were a few seconds of silence in the spiritual connection before one of the nightmare bishops finally replied, “He was only in time to release one sentence…”


 Subsequently, Beltira’s mind exploded with the yelling from Roderick that contained intense feelings and emotional imprints.
 “Do not pry into this inhuman soul!!”
 ……
 Gawain opened his eyes and realized he was still standing in that small house that imprisoned captives.
 
 That sacrificial mercenary leader who was treated as a springboard for the Eternal Sleeper was already dead on the ground. The sturdy mercenary leader was bleeding from all his seven orifices, and his entire head was flushed red as though it had been boiled, and was even fuming with heat. His distorted expression was enough to show what kind of horrific pain he experienced before death. The Mage mercenary was still in a daze as he sat by the side and was seemingly ignorant about the things happening around him.
 Heidi, Pittman, Amber, and the others were standing around Gawain and looked at him with nervous and concerned eyes.
 “What happened?” Gawain shook his head and eliminated the remaining uncomfortable sensation in his mind before letting out a long breath and asking, “Did I lose consciousness earlier?”
 “Ancestor, it is great that you’re fine!” Heidi finally let out a breath while cold sweat rolled down her forehead the moment she relaxed. She disregarded everything and rushed over to inspect Gawain. “Are you okay? Are you okay? That mercenary abruptly burst out with powerful magic, and you were immobilized. All of us were frightened!”
 “I’m fine, I’m fine.” Gawain consoled his overreacting great-granddaughter and immediately frowned. “How long was I unconscious for?”
 
 “Not long, just a few minutes.” Pittman had also wiped off the cold sweat on his body and said, “It is fortunate that you are fine. Otherwise, I might have to be carried out. Someone would certainly say that something went wrong with my ‘bogus’ medicine.”
 Amber immediately glared at the little old man and said, “It is really unrelated to the suspicious ointment and incense that you made?!”


 “It is indeed unrelated to him.” Gawain shook his hand and confirmed that the flow of time in the consciousness world was indeed different from the outside world. He felt he had stayed there for at least half a day, but it was only a few minutes on the outside. “Earlier on, a heretic from the Eternal Sleepers attempted to invade my consciousness.”
 Everyone was shocked: “Eternal Sleepers?!”
Chapter 169: Into Another Dream

After hearing Gawain’s words, everyone was shocked. “Eternal Sleepers?!”
 This was completely outside of their expectation. Even the normally composed Heidi had nearly dropped her magic staff. She glared at the dead mercenary leader and said, “This mercenary is actually the disguise of an Eternal Sleepers’ follower?!”
 “No, he was merely a springboard for the Eternal Sleeper.” Gawain rubbed his brows and spoke about the information he obtained from the heretic. “This fellow probably had an unfortunate nightmare some time ago while the powerful Eternal Sleepers’ heretic made use of the nightmare to leave a marker in his consciousness. As such, he became a one-time ‘carrier’, allowing that heretic to rapidly ‘arrive’ when required.”
 The bizarre incident caused Amber to have goosebumps as she said, “Why does this evil cult heretic sound even more evil than the Oblivion Association?!”
 “The Eternal Sleepers are indeed stranger than the Oblivion Association,” Pittman said in a deep voice. As a Druid who received the true inheritance, he had much more understanding of the evil cult followers. “The fallen Eternal Sleepers are converted from the church that followed the God of Dream Realms. They were originally clerics that appeased the people’s hearts and expelled nightmares. But after they were corrupted, they turned into experts that created nightmares and horrors. The best bishops of the Eternal Sleepers all have the ability to roam in the dream realms of others. Furthermore, they could connect dream realms from different individuals, making them even more elusive and harder to guard against. Their special ability allows them to be even more horrifying than regular evil cult heretics. But there is something that is considered good news… The Eternal Sleepers aren’t as extreme and bloody like the Oblivion Association or the Sons of the Storm. They would only pull people into all sorts of nightmares or illusions and do the occasional kidnapping. They would rarely conduct any massacres.”
 After hearing until this part, Heidi spoke pensively, “I have also heard about the Eternal Sleepers. It is true that they seldom conduct any large-scale deaths, but their behavior is much stranger and more freakish than the other evil cults. I personally feel that they seem to be hiding some gigantic plan and that such evil cults that don’t kill frequently are much more terrifying.”
 Gawain had a similar feeling. “As long as they are an evil cult, they will be dangerous. If they don’t kill, it just means they will do things more terrifying than killing, and it is harder to defend against than actual killing. Furthermore… the Eternal Sleepers are the only evil cult that contacts the Oblivion Association other than the Sons of the Storm. The Oblivion Association and the Sons of the Storm are both cruel and bloody factions, and if the Eternal Sleepers are associated with them… it is impossible for them to be good.”
 “The more I hear it, the more I find it frightening.” Amber couldn’t help but rub her arms as though she was soothing the goosebumps and immediately looked at Gawain curiously. “You said that you were dragged into the ‘nightmare’ of the Eternal Sleepers earlier? What happened next? You escaped?”
 Gawain laughed and said, “We had a contest in the consciousness world, and that fellow died. He must be some minor character.”
 
 Amber replied with an ‘oh’, while Heidi looked at her great-great-great-grandfather with eyes of worship and was convinced. Pittman was the only person who suspiciously sized up Gawain and asked, “An Eternal Sleep who could ‘arrive’ as he please… is actually a minor character?”
 “In any case, he isn’t as incredible as me.” Gawain shrugged his shoulders and said, “Since that fellow is already dead, it isn’t important how incredible he was in the past.”


 Heidi was obviously a little worried. “Why would an Eternal Sleeper attack you? Previously, the attack from the Oblivion Association was considered an accident as that corrupted Druid’s target was Tanzan Town. But this time, the Eternal Sleeper is obviously targeting you. Before that mercenary leader was ‘possessed’, he clearly yelled out your name!”
 Gawain’s expression turned serious as he knew that Heidi was worried for a reason.
 The revived Gawain Cecil had indeed attracted the attention of some evil factions.
 The memories from the heretic’s remnant soul might not be much, but after putting it together with his recent thoughts and experiences, Gawain could confirm that the heretic had been active in the south region for many years. He had left behind plenty of nightmare markers on thousands of victims, and the mercenary leader just happened to be one of those victims. It was just a coincidence for Gawain to capture the mercenary leader during the process of capturing slaves. However, the Eternal Sleeper that worked behind the mercenary leader didn’t just observe Gawain for a day or two.
 From the conversation, Gawain knew that the heretic was paying attention to Gawain Cecil’s secret voyage to the ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’. Therefore, since the information of Gawain reviving from his tomb was made known, the heretic was probably already making a plan for contact.
 By coincidence, the mercenary leader that was imprisoned by Gawain had given the Eternal Sleeper a perfect opportunity in advance. But the heretic never would have expected that he would actually perish in this perfect opportunity…
 A bishop from the Eternal Sleepers had a dubious death, but it didn’t mean that the assault had ended. Gawain believed that other evil cults or mysterious organizations were observing the so-called giant secret of the ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’ and the ‘secret voyage’ that involved him. Since the secret was enough to make the most cautious and most concealed evil cult to take the risk, it would naturally incur the curiosity of other hidden factions.
 The problem was that Gawain was also very curious about the so-called ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’!
 As matters stood, Gawain’s only consolation for himself was that the Eternal Sleepers’ bishop had died in a straightforward manner and didn’t cause a huge commotion by dying on Cecil Clan’s territory. This might be a warning to those people who wished to pry.
 If they were bold enough to come seeking trouble, Gawain wouldn’t have a choice but to receive the attack. After all, he currently had an entire territory to feed, and he couldn’t possibly cower and leave like the wind, right?
 Pittman looked at the serious Gawain before turning to the concerned Heidi. He let out a light sigh and revealed a similarly serious expression while saying, “Lord Duke, I think this time, you need to consider my resignation seriously…”


   “If you truly wished to run, you would have already vanished without a trace. Are you the kind of person to come and greet the boss before escaping?” Gawain looked at the shame of the Druids before waving his hand. “If they come, I will endure it. A few minions and pawns aren’t enough to cause a huge wave. I don’t believe the evil cult heretics that have been hiding for seven centuries would dare to organize a huge army to attack us.”
 Immediately after, Gawain looked at the dizzy Mage mercenary at the side.
 Heidi immediately asked, “Ancestor, do we need to continue the interrogation?”
 Gawain shook his head, “We don’t need it anymore. Continue to lock him up, and we will decide after a period of time.”
 He didn’t consider executing this Mage mercenary, but he didn’t intend to release him either. If the attack on those refugees from the northern wilderness was considered an act of war, then this mercenary was considered the Cecil Clan’s prisoner of war. According to the laws of this era, such prisoners of war would be directly considered slaves. They would be using eternal labor to compensate the victor of the battle for the weapons and manpower that were used. However, Gawain had yet to think of a labor reformation for such ‘war slaves’.
 The Cecil territory was in need of manpower; therefore, Gawain didn’t mind allowing this prisoner of war to serve as a labor force to utilize his value. This was much more worthwhile than to execute or banish him. But the Mage mercenary was a Grade 2 spellcaster, and it would be a waste to throw him to the western mines to dig for ores. Also, Gawain wasn’t at ease yet; therefore, he truly had to consider properly before assigning a task to him…
 Heidi didn’t have any objection to Gawain’s arrangement, but she still couldn’t put down the question of why would these mercenaries be capturing refugees in the vast wilderness at the northern side of the White River? “Are we not going to investigate why the Kant Clan hired these mercenaries to capture the refugees?”
 “Ah… right.” Gawain couldn’t help but rub his forehead. It seemed like the conflict with the heretic in his consciousness world still caused an impact. He had actually forgotten the original objective for interrogating these two mercenaries. “I am a bit tired and forgot about it. Alright then, Heidi, Pittman, I shall leave this matter to the two of you. Take advantage of the fact that the medicine and the ritual had yet to end and find out why the Kant Clan are capturing slaves during the Frost Month. I need to rest. Just tell me the interrogation report later on.”
 After making arrangements, Gawain returned to his tent.
 He was indeed tired. He was fatigued after such a long period of time inside the consciousness world. He realized that it wasn’t as easy as he imagined to contest with that heretic.
 Even if he was a satellite spirit, organizing a massive amount of memory to devour another mind wasn’t easy.


 After returning to the tent, he went into a deep sleep on his bed and quickly entered a dream.
 He ‘opened’ his eyes in an unfamiliar place and realized he was standing in a long hallway.
 
 The hallway had the classic Anzu style that had the same architecture and interior decor like the castles that the southern nobles preferred. The support pillars on both sides of the hallway were half-buried into the walls, and each pillar was embedded with a magic crystal lamp.
 This wasn’t the ancient castle of the Cecil Clan, nor was it the Leslie Clan’s castle in Tanzan Town. It wasn’t like any of the castle interiors in Gawain’s memories.
 At the first moment, Gawain thought that he might have entered another dream realm. Furthermore, he was in a sober state of mind as he entered the dream realm. After the experience with the heretic, he was instantly vigilant and couldn’t help but mutter to himself.
 “Why did the next attack come so quickly? Is this evil cult a group of Calabash Brothers trying to save the grandfather?”1
 Soon enough, Gawain realized that the situation this time was different from earlier. He didn’t awaken in a completely chaotic space nor did anyone barge into his dream realm to chat. He had a feeling that he could wake up at any moment as long as he desired it. As compared to the time when he was dragged into an illusory space by the Eternal Sleeper, this was more like a normal dream.
 
 The only difference from a normal dream was the abnormally sober consciousness that he could maintain.
 No, there were more differences…
 Gawain felt something in his hand when he had subconsciously thought of a certain object. In the next second, he realized that his hand held a can of cola.
 In this sober dreamland, he was seemingly able to create anything he wanted.
Chapter 170: Breeding in the Shadows

Gawain wandered in this lucid dream realm.
He didn’t know the theory behind such a change, but he guessed that the reason for this change most likely had to do with that heretic of the Eternal Sleepers —— in the process of engulfing those remaining shards of consciousness, he came into contact with the gleanings of Eternal Sleepers. Those gleanings weren’t as simple as mere memories. As ‘knowledge’ of the Beyonder realm, it itself was a form of power.
They brought Gawain the ability to be active in such a lucid dream realm.
Gawain walked while molding some items in his hands according to what he had in mind from time to time and discovered the limitations of such molding in this process. Probably because he had not acquired the true power of the Eternal Sleepers, the items that he molded in the dream realm were still ‘imaginative’ in every sense. They merely had appearances that could be passed off as real ones but had no true function.
The drinks that he created were absolutely tasteless; the cellphone that he had molded according to his memory couldn’t be switched on and used either.
And even the appearances of those imaginative items that didn’t exist in the real world at all were difficult to maintain permanently.
 However, it was from this incomplete and useless ability that he continually comprehended the nature of Eternal Sleepers, this unique heretic sect, as well as their possible aims.
Immersed in an eternal dream realm, attempting to seek relief in an illusory world —— this was probably the pursuit of the Eternal Sleepers. In Gawain’s opinion, their ability to shape illusions in the dream realm was already at the level of a perfect fake. As a matter of fact, if not told about the truth in advance, any person who entered the Eternal Sleepers’ dream realm would instantly get lost in that deceptive world, and for people of weak will, even if they had learned the truth in advance, they would still easily wallow in the beautiful things of the illusory world.
Although the outside world’s evaluation of Eternal Sleepers was ‘experts in making nightmares’, after Gawain swallowed the remaining consciousness of that heretic, he somewhat realized that what those believers who wove wills were pursuing was actually a wonderful dream —— and making nightmares was only a certain means to help them achieve their objective.
 
 Gawain walked through long corridors. In this unfamiliar place, his mind was calm like water, and his thoughts were especially sharp.
Quoting a saying from his previous life, people who lose themselves in the virtual world more often than not do so to escape reality, and the Eternal Sleepers, in Gawain’s opinion, were like fanatics of a virtual world who were collectively escaping reality. However, specifically which part of the real world were they running from?


Was it the collapse of society and deterioration of their living environment caused by the Dark Wave? Was it the changes in religious structure and ostracism by the other sects? Or… the truth that the gods were already dead?
The corridor ahead of him reached an end. A heavy oak door stood before him. Gawain frowned; he saw a slightly familiar emblem on the oak door. It was the emblem of the Kant Clan.
Was it because he had been paying attention to matters of the Kant Clan recently, so their clan emblem appeared in a scene in his dream? Or… was this really the Kant castle?
Gawain surveyed his surroundings with knitted brows. He was sure that he had never come to this place before, and in normal circumstances, things that exceeded one’s memories or cognition would not appear in one’s dreams. Even if strange and unusual things appeared, they were most likely distorted in their subconscious from the things that they saw usually. However, all the scenes in this dream realm were stable and orderly; even the patterns on the walls and glows emitted by every single magic crystal lamp were completely flawless. Associating this to the Eternal Sleeper’s consciousness that he had engulfed, Gawain suddenly suspected that this scene was probably born out of that heretic cult believer’s memories.
That heretic cult believer had been active in the Kants’ castle?
After hesitating for less than a moment, Gawain reached out and pushed open the big oak door in front with force.
 There was a cellar-like space behind the big door — spacious, deep, and shrouded in dim light. As an underground structure, the scale of this ‘cellar’ had far exceeded what was necessary such that it was as if a banquet hall had been moved underground. And in such an unusually vast space, Gawain saw many upright pillars connecting the ground to the stone ceiling. There seemed to be writing on the surfaces of these erected pillars.
Gawain moved closer to one of them and saw that they weren’t writings but countless deep dents carved out using fingernails.
Upon seeing these dents, Gawain felt the vision before his eyes abruptly blur. Following that, large amounts of water-like ripples appeared in the space that was dim everywhere. Within the poppling of the ripples, numerous shadowy things left the ‘disguise’ of the subconscious and appeared before Gawain.
They were faint shadows shaped like humans, with translucent, grayish-white forms and blurry faces that indistinctly revealed numbness. They loomed in layers upon layers here; those hollow eyes gazed emptily at the center of the ‘cellar’.
These shadows’ emergence gave Gawain a scare, but the latter quickly realized that these figures weren’t aware of his existence at all —— or these shadows probably didn’t possess the ability to think at all.


After collecting himself, he followed in the direction that these shadows were focusing on and looked over. He found that a stone platform had appeared in the middle of this ‘underground hall’, and on that platform, a huge and magnificent coffin was set.
Gawain frowned. Passing through the countless vague shadows, he headed towards the huge coffin. However, midway through, an indistinct and unreal sound appeared by his ears. It seemed to be two people conversing but was so disjointed that it was difficult to distinguish. Gawain perked up his ears attentively before he caught some slightly clearer contents:
   “…How I wish this was only a nightmare. After waking from the nightmare, everything would still be fine…”
“…dreams and reality, what’s the difference…?”
“I… don’t know what to do. I’ve lost them…”
 “The Eternal Sleepers will help you. Don’t be afraid. Don’t believe those rumors that slander us. Just like 700 years ago, we’re still devoted to saving all beings from suffering. Only, 700 years ago, we got all beings to keep clear of nightmares, but today, we get all beings to get away from the nightmarish reality…”
“You just have to place it here, provide ample nutrients for it. Trust me. Everything will get better.”
“That which has passed away will ultimately return, return not only in the dreams, but also in reality…”
 This conversation was soft yet fuzzy and was heavily distorted such that Gawain was unable to determine the genders of the speakers. However, there was one thing that he could almost be sure of, one of them speaking was the heretic of Eternal Sleepers that he had engulfed!
After awakening from the dream, Gawain immediately called for Heidi and Pittman.
 “Ancestor, we’ve finished questioning that mercenary Mage.” Heidi thought that Gawain had called her here to ask about the interrogation progress of the prisoner; thus, she reported once they met. “They were indeed working for the Kant clan, but they do not know what their employer got them to capture refugees for. There’s only one point that can be confirmed —— they’ve never seen the refugees that were captured subsequently appearing in the Kant territory as slaves, nor have they seen slave traders taking those people away. The captured refugees vanished from that land like they’d evaporated.”


 Gawain frowned. “As expected…”
 “As expected?” Heidi faltered, not understanding what Gawain meant. “Do you know something?”
 “I’m afraid I have to immediately head to the Kant territory.” Gawain had made the decision before this and bluntly informed them at present. “The earlier, the better.”
This time, Heidi was really startled. “Head to the Kant territory? What are you going there for? Are you going to personally inquire about the refugees from Viscount Kant? Such matters…”
“It’s more serious than that,” Gawain said solemnly. “I came into contact with a portion of the fragments of his consciousness when I defeated that heretic of the Eternal Sleepers previously. Just earlier, the contents of those fragments emerge. I saw that heretic cult believer hand an item to someone from the Kant territory —— it is highly likely the current Viscount Victor Kant. And that item is a heretic item. It has been on that land for many years, more than ten years, even decades. All this time, it’d been absorbing the souls of living humans and growing!”
 
“Heretic item that absorbs the souls of living humans?” Pittman was startled. “Don’t tell me those refugees captured to the Kant territory…”
“They’ve mostly been fed to it.” Gawain frowned. “That thing has grown to a very critical point, but it has yet to complete the final transformation. But once it does… I’m worried that all areas — including Tanzan Town, the New Cecil territory, and the more northern Carol territory — would be enveloped in its power.”
Gawain wasn’t being alarmist. Before that dream realm was about to end, he clearly sensed the existence of this ‘item’ that supported the dream realm and was continuously growing.
 He could sense the power creeping out of that item; he could sense its influence on all human minds within a considerably large range. Perhaps because he had engulfed the fragments of consciousness of the item’s original owner, Gawain had built a certain subtle connection with that item. This had him almost a hundred percent certain: once it had absorbed enough energy, that cursed object set in the Kant Clan’s old castle by the heretic cult believer would burst out with a significant and frightening power. And the laymen of the Cecil territory and Tanzan Town would be embroiled in it, with no one spared.
 Since the threat was already upon him, he could not sit by with indifference.
 
Gawain’s solemn attitude had also influenced Heidi; the latter grew nervous as well and felt a hint of worry. “Ancestor, you’ve already tempted fate once at Tanzan Town. This time…”


“No, on the contrary, it wouldn’t be as dangerous this time.” Gawain shook his head. “So long as I find it in time, then it would be completely non-threatening to me —— I have a way of controlling it.”
 His answer was rather confident, and this had Heidi slightly relieved, but she still could not help but be concerned. “If Viscount Victor Kant has been completely bewitched and controlled by that heretic cult believer, wouldn’t he be dangerous to you?”
“In this entire event, only one person has the ability to threaten me.” Gawain looked at Heidi, who wore a look of concern, and smiled. “But that person has already been destroyed by me in the space of consciousness.”
Chapter 171: Legend of the Sea of Eternal Darkness

Regardless, a trip to the Kant territory had to be made, and Gawain was going to do so personally.
 The system of the Anzu Kingdom was lax; the royal court’s defense of the remote border areas was low, just like its dominance. Moreover, the south had been peaceful for a long time. Even the military clan with the strongest combat ability would slowly wane in such an environment. Hence, Gawain who was settled in the extreme southern region could almost never count on support from any third party (such an environment was probably one of the reasons why the heretic cult believers were able to wantonly corrode this region), and the lack of support was only one of the factors in Gawain’s decision to go forth personally. The other reason was because he had seen one thing in that ‘dream realm’.
He’d mentioned to Heidi and Pittman that the Eternal Sleepers had left behind a heretic item in the Kant castle, but he did not explain what it was. Yet in reality, he had already seen that item and identified it.
That item was located before the magnificent stone coffin in the center of the underground hall. It was placed on a small altar like a ‘sacred object’ being worshiped. It was an exquisite magic lantern, and more than 700 years ago, Gawain Cecil had given it as a gift to Selena Gerfen, who served as the accompanying Cleric in the pioneering team back then.
That was once a gentle and quiet lady: a priestess of the God of Dreams deeply trusted by the pioneers and who’d used dreams to heal the traumas of countless soldiers in an era of darkness and fear. Her devout belief and outstanding contributions made her the Dream Bishop of the northern pioneers before she was thirty years old. If fate hadn’t played that terrible joke, she could’ve even been one of the candidates for Pope of the Church of Dreams and could’ve become a famed pioneer hero like Gawain Cecil.
However, for that mysterious ritual which was an attempt to communicate with the gods, she headed to the Ancestral Peak with the Pope of the Church of Dreams then. No one knew what exactly happened at the ritual or the meeting held after it. Gawain only knew that after that fateful day, several sects including some Druid sects, the Church of Dreams, and the Church of God of Storms became the enemies of human society.
With no publicly announced break, no debates about religion and the royal court, the few sects rushed out of the Ancestral Peak’s conference hall like they’d gone mad at the same time. Following that, their believers scattered everywhere on the continent and also simultaneously left their respective churches and meeting places as if they’d received some order to do so. A certain huge spiritual net seemed to envelop the members of every dark sect from that day onwards. In a mere few days, the big sects degenerated successively and completely disappeared from the eyes of the world.
As the entire Ancestral Peak had then been sealed by the armed priests of the Church of Holy Light and the Sect of the God of War, no one knew the actual events of that day. The spokespeople of the major gods’ subsequent explanation was that ‘a few of the extreme churches were unable to accept the conditions of peaceful coexistence with other beliefs and, as such, chose to go rogue’. However, in the hearts of Gawain Cecil and the future Gawain, he was always doubtful of this explanation.
 As for Selena Gerfen, she too never appeared again after that day. The gentle priestess who used dreams to soothe the pain of soldiers and was trusted by them had vanished. She could have rushed into the Gondor Wasteland like a small group of the fallen Druids did or possibly become some existence that was even darker and more twisted. Gawain was unaware of the ultimate outcome of that old friend. He only knew that today, 700 years later, one of Selena Gerfen’s belongings appeared here, placed in the old castle of the Kant Clan as the core of a certain heretic sacrificial ceremony.
 
 He believed it was necessary for him to retrieve that item. It could perhaps aid him in figuring out what exactly happened at the Ancestral Peak 700 years ago or, at the least, understand what changes happened when that batch of priests degenerated into heretic cult believers.
The evil force that was growing and transforming in the Kant Clan’s old castle had yet to enter a flourishing stare. According to the progress he had sensed in the dream realm, Gawain could prepare slowly and arrange an opportunity for himself where he could enter that castle, yet it would not have Viscount Victor Kant on his guard and be suspicious of him. ——He did not plan on charging in, armed to the teeth, but to find a chance to stop it before the matter blew up.


A Duke paying a visit to a Viscount was very troublesome and conspicuous, but it wouldn’t be that complicated if it was a Duke who only had a title and was essentially only a feudal lord going to visit his ‘neighbor’. Gawain knew that a big portion of grains and herbs from the Kant territory would be transported to Tanzan Town and then purchased by the Cecil territory. Moreover, the Cecil territory had also bought a batch of slaves recently (they were normal slaves sold by slave traders). This meant that the two territories actually had considerable trade flow between them. This was a reason to pay a visit.
He prepared a narrative and told Heidi to handle it. “Send a messenger over. Just say that I’d be visiting to discuss the issue of purchasing rations and herbs next year. —— The Cecil territory will purchase supplies in bulk, and it is a great waste of time, on top of higher prices, when these things switch hands at Tanzan Town. We can build a new trade route between the Cecil territory and Kant territory since we’re preparing to open up the northern bank of the White River anyway. This issue is deserving of me going to talk to him.
 Heidi nodded. “I understand.”
 After he’d settled this matter, Gawain rubbed the space between his brows and set his attention on another matter.
“Have the two of you heard of the ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’ before?”
   Heidi and Pittman instantly faltered and looked at each other.
 And when Gawain saw their expressions, his heart immediately sank. It seemed like the prospects were low.
 Heidi was a Mage who’d gone through legitimate aristocrat education and who even had considerable knowledge of mysteries; she should be considered an expert in orthodox history and natural science. On the other hand, Pittman was a funny man who’d received the education of society and learned quite a lot about swindling and bluffing. He was also considered an expert in unofficial history, anecdotes, and spinning weird tales. The knowledge of these two people were complementary. When put together, they could almost be the otherworldly version of Zhihu1. ——If even these two hadn’t heard of the ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’ before, then he probably wouldn’t get anything about this from the knowledge domain of normal people.
“This sounds like a term that superstitious seamen would make up,” Heidi guessed with a frown. “The ocean is shrouded in vortexes and storms of magical power throughout the year. There is almost no boat that dares to challenge the deep sea. Few people come back alive when the occasionally bold adventurers go to sea, attempting to look for a new route. With the lapse of time, seamen made up all sorts of superstitious stories related to the ocean and even gave all sorts of names to the various strange sea areas that those mad returning adventurers repeatedly spoke of… Ancestor, where did you hear this name from?”
 “Also from the memories of the heretic of the Eternal Sleepers.” Gawain did not conceal anything in this aspect and then looked towards Pittman. “You look like you have something to say?”
Although the old Druid also had a blank look when he’d heard the few words ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’ at the start, he had gradually revealed a thoughtful expression when Heidi was recounting the superstitious stories of those seamen. Thus, Gawain asked him out of curiosity.


“Yes, Lord. If you are interested in some unofficial history and weird tales, I can tell you about those unpresentable stories that circulate among the people.” Pittman nodded. “I’ve indeed heard of the ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’ before, but it isn’t a term created by humankind. In fact, it originated from the silver elves. — It is a story circulating mostly among the elves, so I didn’t recall it all at once earlier.”
 
“Unofficial history and weird tales of the silver elves?” Gawain was instantly immensely surprised. He’d never thought that the ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’ mentioned by a heretic of the Eternal Sleepers would actually be a term that originated from the silver elves. “That bunch of long ears with tenacious lives would circulate such things?”
“The silver elves living in the south of the continent built the oldest civilized society of this land, close to tens of thousands of years earlier than humankind’s rise on the continent. At present, although the earliest Elven Empire has already been lost in history, the new Silver Empire inherited many historical documents of the ancient Elven Empire. However, as the era was too ancient, all kinds of elemental creatures and beasts active during the ancient times could be easily confused with myths and legends, so there are also a great deal of errors and omissions in those historical documents. It’s very normal that they evolve into weird tales. After all, the elves are merely an ordinary species.” Pittman chuckled. “And the one regarding the Sea of Eternal Darkness is the most bizarre one amongst the various elven legends.”
Following that, he cleared his throat and went on, “Cough, cough. In the legend about the Sea of Eternal Darkness, the elves speak of the beginning of their species. ——It was said that there were initially no silver elves in the world from the start. Neither were there gray elves, dark elves, and all the other kinds of elven subspecies. There were only immortal ‘primordial elves’ born with formidable powers living on another continent far away.”
“One day in the ancient times, a disaster occurred on that continent; thus, that group of primordial elves escaped their ancestral land on an ‘ark’ that could speed away as it floated above the sea surface. Those elves got lost in the Endless Sea that was shrouded by dense fog and whirlpools of magical power and suddenly broke into a sea area that was forever in the night, forever enveloped by starlight, half a month after getting lost. And in the middle of that sea area stood an extremely grand and tall tower. That huge tower was shaped like a mountain, and it’s peak pushed right into the starry sky.
“The lost primordial elves were moved by the huge tower and starry sky. Thus, they prayed sincerely under the starlight, hoping to find a new habitat, and their prayers were actually conveyed to the ears of the gods in the stars through the huge tower. Then, the starlight bestowed blessings, and the huge tower opened its doors, allowing the primordial elves to step through.
 
“All of the primordial elves entered the tower. They saw infinite intriguing things in the tower — there were projections of the universe and starry skies, and evolution of every kind of animal, mineral, and plant in the world. They realized that this tower contained unimaginable knowledge. Thus, some covetous thoughts emerged. ——They were no longer satisfied with temporarily taking shelter from the stormy waves at the outer layer of the tower and attempted to enter the inner and higher layers of the tower to touch that knowledge.
“Thus, the huge tower gave its punishment. A brilliance filled the entire tower. Those primordial elves who attempted in vain to steal the knowledge were wrapped in the light. According to the differences in the extent of their intrusion, their race was transformed in the light, turning them into dark elves that feared sunlight, short gray elves, sea elves who couldn’t be out of water for a long time, and silver elves with the least flaws. ——This was because the silver elf population were those who were in awe of the power of the tower and did not step too far into the forbidden area, so the punishment they received was the smallest.
“Just like that, the immortal and powerful primordial elves became subspecies elves with all kinds of defects. These subspecies escaped the huge tower in terror and returned to their ark. They left the mysterious area — forever shrouded by the night and starry sky, with a looming huge tower — that they called the ‘Sea of Eternal Darkness’. And them drifting to the current Loren Continent was a later happening.”
Pittman caught his breath and stroked his beard. “Lord, this is the legend regarding the Sea of Eternal Darkness.”
Chapter 172: Guests of the Kant Territory

This story narrated by Pittman piqued a great interest in Gawain; at the same time, it also made lots of associations that couldn’t be suppressed emerge in him.
 Many people would treat unofficial history and weird tales as absurd stories that weren’t worth mentioning. But at the same time, there were also lots of people willing to acknowledge them. Even the most absurd and unreasonable tales would always contain some reflections of reality.
And for those elves with their long lifespans and who held history records with far more detail and consistency than humankind, Gawain believed even more that facts were present in their legends and stories —— especially those aspects regarding the ark floating and speeding above the sea surface, the sea area in eternal night, and the huge tower that connected to the heavens. These affairs that exceeded the laymen’s knowledge of the Loren Continent were actually so detailedly described, so irrefutable in the legends of the silver elves. This compelled Gawain to make associations to some extent.
Aside from the Loren continent, other continents indeed existed?
 Before civilization on this continent had developed, civilization had already emerged on another continent?
The ‘primordial elves’ escaped their homeland on an ark that could float and speed across the sea surface. What was the ark itself? Judging by the descriptions… Could it be a certain object that resembled a ground-effect vehicle1? Or a large hovercraft?
What about the sea area that was eternally shrouded in night? Could it be located within the region of the polar night? Did the phenomenon of midnight sun and polar night similarly exist in the north and south poles of this planet?
And what was that huge tower in the legend? It clearly wasn’t some kind of natural structure; instead, it seemed more likely to have been made by some being or beings. There were even projections of the starry sky and video materials of animals, plants, and minerals… Could it have something to do with that ancient advanced civilization that left behind the surveillance satellite?!
If Gawain Cecil had really found the Sea of Eternal Darkness and that huge tower on the secret voyage that he went on back then, those crystals would be what he brought out from the huge tower?
 
 Countless pieces of information seemed to link together in this instance. It was as if some progress about the sequence of events was about to be revealed, but when Gawain carefully sought and analyzed, he realized that he was still unable to arrive at any outcome.
The information was too messy and broken; there were also lots of vaguely mentioned legends, strange tales, and speculations mixed up in them. There was too much uncertainty; it was completely insufficient to piece the truth of those years together!


At this moment, Gawain even developed an uncontrollable impulse, the impulse to build a big ship and head directly to the north of the kingdom, going out to sea for an exploration. He wanted to go to the sea area forever enveloped in night (it could also be in a long period of midnight sun state during specific times) and have a look at what exactly that legendary huge tower was!
 Such an urge pulsed in his chest. He had to inhale deeply as he quietly pondered about the territory’s reserves of resources, technology foundation, industrial production capacity, as well as the gold and silver left in the vault in the mountains. After he went through each of these, his compulsion completely vanished, and he was rather discouraged and disappointed…
 “Ancestor, are you okay?” Heidi looked concernedly at Gawain. The change in expression on the latter’s face had her very worried about whether there was a possibility of her ancestor passing away again (and looking at the situation, his passing this time would even be very unpeaceful).
But fortunately, Gawain recovered in time and waved his hand at her. “Don’t worry, I’m fine.”
“You’re interested in the Sea of Eternal Darkness?” Pittman who was at the side asked and then frowned. “But with all due respect, even in the powerful and prosperous Silver Empire, the Sea of Eternal Darkness is also merely a story. As is commonly known to elves, the storm, dense fog, and disordered magical power field sealed the entire ocean. Even with the technical skill of the elves, there is no way of navigating in a sea area far away from the shoreline, even more so for the respective human kingdoms which experienced a decline in technology. In those years before the Church of the God of Storms degenerated, the Storm Ecclesiastics could still guide the captains to navigate on some specific routes around the continent, but now that the Church of the God of Storms fell to become the Sons of the Storm, there was no longer anyone who could sail on the ocean…”
It was a rare instance for this little old man to persuade him with such a serious and conscientious attitude. Gawain was quite touched, but he still could not help but ask, “It’s already been seven hundred years. Are the nations still trapped on land and unable to head to the open sea?”
“Occasionally, there would be bold adventurers going to challenge the ocean, but those who come back alive are less than a third of them. Moreover, even if they do come back, most are mentally deranged, their minds damaged by the chaotic magical environment in the open sea.” Heidi shook her head. “Besides, what’s the use in challenging the sea? All riches originate from the land. Whether minerals or crops, they can only be found on land. I really cannot perceive a need in challenging the ocean. The only people with some development in the oceans is the Typhon Empire, but they’ve only found some magic materials in places close to the sea…”
Upon hearing her, Gawain could not help but frown as he glanced at Heidi. “You really think that there are no riches in the ocean?”
 “Riches in the ocean?” Heidi faltered. “Humans are creatures that live on land. What riches that are useful to us could there be in the oceans?”
 Gawain watched Heidi, he was really tempted to give her some really fervent and moving insight and education, but he soon realized that this preaching would do almost nothing for Heidi whose knowledge and outlook were limited. Hence, he could only sigh at the end. “You will understand one day. This continent is really too cramped for humans who’ve had their minds’ enlightenment. ——Forget everything else. We don’t even have a place to hide when a Dark Wave comes.”
A Dark Wave comes… No place to hide…


 This comment immediately struck Heidi a little, but just as she wanted to question on, Gawain had already mentioned another matter. “Let’s put these aside for now. Heidi, I want you to help me gather some book materials.”
  “Is it still information about the basic spells and spellcasting theories of every faction?” Heidi asked instinctively. Materials of this aspect were what Gawain asked her to gather most often.
However, Gawain’s answer had her very surprised. “No, it’s about my life biography.”
“About your… life biography?” Heidi blinked confusedly. This request was really strange. In the entire world, it was probably only this ancestor of hers, who was once dead and then suddenly sprang to life, who could come up with it. “What form of it are you referring to? The heroes’ biography published officially by the kingdom?”
“Not only those, I also want the various editions circulated among the people. I want any kind that describes my life.” It really wasn’t convenient for Gawain to explain to her that he wanted to search for clues about the secret voyage that did happen but had disappeared from Gawain Cecil’s memories. Hence, he could only come up with such a sweeping request. “Even if it’s unofficial history, someone’s rambling, or even absurd stories that villagers use to scare children, I want them all.”
Heidi’s expression became odd. “What do you want these things for?”
 Gawain had just wanted to make up a reason — such as being interested in the changes in thoughts of people through 700 years and whatnot — when an Amber suddenly jumped out of the shadows beside him. And this Amber was still blabbering, “He’s probably too idle and wants to check out which critic wants to sh*t on him… Either that, or he wants to see how everyone praises him and then secretly feel happy about it…”
 In the instant Amber leaped out of the shadows, Heidi had lifted her staff with ease and went into the starting position of Wild Geese Descending On Sand1. However, Miss Half-Elf had also learned her lesson after being struck the previous time. After she was done with her nonsense, she immediately jumped behind Gawain, using the latter as a shield in front of her. She even poked out half her head and taunted, “Rua——I don’t believe you would strike at your ancestor— Damn, damn, it hurts!!”
Before she could finish the rest of her sentence, she was dragged out by Gawain holding onto her ear. Gawain was even especially curious as he pulled. “What were you thinking? Hiding behind the person for safety after making up things to scorn him. Would I not hit you?”
“Oh damn, I was wrong, wrong, wrong!” Amber was almost scurrying and hopping. “My ear is going to cramp, my ear is going to cramp!”
As a result, the tent was filled with a merry atmosphere…


 A few days after the messenger was dispatched, a letter in reply from Viscount Victor Kant was sent to the territory of the Cecil Clan.
 The old Viscount expressed utmost eagerness with regards to Gawain’s desire to call on him and graciously invited Gawain to visit the old castle and manor that the Kant clan took pride in. Thus, on the second day after the messenger returned, Gawain, who had long been prepared, set out on his journey to the Kant territory.
He departed in one carriage and intentionally didn’t bring more attendants. Other than the groom who drove the carriage, he only brought Amber, who held the post of his personal bodyguard, as well as Sir Philip, who’d just escorted refugees back to the territory quite recently.
When the silhouettes of the small towns and villages at the fringes of the Kant territory appeared at the end of the road, the sky gradually turned overcast. Cold wet winds and the smell of soil swept across the ground, the winds carrying the signal that rain was to come. It seemed that at the end of this Frost Month, before Fog Month arrived, this land was about to welcome a generous rainfall.
 
After this rain, the Anzu Kingdom’s brief autumn would be over. Next would be the endless winter of this northern kingdom. First, it was the 60-day-long, foggy, wet, and cold Fog Month, then, the 60-day-long Cold Month. Kingdom-wide snow would intermittently last till Revival Month came. Even the ‘southern borders’ where the Cecil territory was located would be covered in frost and snow.
After all, the entire Anzu Kingdom was in the north of the continent.
 It was unknown whether the refugees in the wilderness would be able to arrive at the Cecil territory for shelter in time before the coldest days arrived; it was unknown if the territory’s Winter Development Plan would be achieved according to expectations; it was an unknown whether Anzu and the Typhon Empire would go to war this winter.
Gawain pulled open the panel on the side of the carriage. In the gradually overcast and darkening sky, he could already see the Kants’ old castle towering on a hill in the side-front. That ancient stone architecture rose high up; several dark spires pointed right at the sky full of storm clouds. And on the vast ground beneath the castle were row upon row of town buildings.
At present, the night and dark clouds arrived at the same time. The darkening of the skies in advance caused scattered lights to gradually light up the town. Gawain carefully counted the number of those lights, as well as their distribution, estimating the rich and poor and order of this land.
 
There were more lights than expected, and they could be seen everywhere in the town.
 A drop of rain slantingly passed through the open panel of the carriage and landed on Gawain’s face. At the same, there was also a bleak cold wind that cut in. In a corner of the carriage, Amber pulled at the blanket tucked around her with force and muttered drowsily, “Gawain, close the window…”


Gawain smiled and put the panel down. The pelting sounds of raindrops that gradually became denser were already sounding from the top of the carriage shed made of waterproof wood.
 The carriage sped through the Kant territory’s fertile and already harvested farmland. In the direction where the carriage came from, the road leading to the outside of the territory was slowly shaded by the curtain of rain, becoming a blurry scene, unable to be made out…
Chapter 173: Restless Winds

The rain began to get heavy.
 Cold air currents brought even colder rain. According to the weather of this region in past years, this could perhaps be the last rainfall before snow came. And the Kant territory had always been the area of the entire south where rain was most plentiful. It was no exception right now.
The raindrops had connected to form rain curtains, hanging slanted from the sky with the wind, splashing in the wilderness, splashing in the town, splashing on the outer walls of the Kant Clan’s old castle. Rainwater gathered to form little streams running down the dark red spires and black outer walls that were mottled and uneven due to the corrosion of time and present a black-oil-like shining texture in the increasingly dimming daylight.
However, the castle’s thick outer walls kept the sounds of the wind and rain outside behind them and also blocked out the frigid air that was unceasingly getting stronger. In the lobby of the old castle, magic crystal lamps shed light in all the corners; the situation where there would be looming shadows even when the place was filled with lights had vanished for some reason. Right now, the entire castle was brightly lit under the illumination of magic crystal lamps. Add to that, with blazing fireplaces and firepans everywhere, the whole clan castle was filled with the air of light and warmth.
 Servants were all over the place working hard to wipe the tables and chairs, lamp holders and statues, making all these objects that carried the history and glory of the clan shine under the light. They discussed the weather outside that was getting colder and colder, discussed the harvests of the territory’s crops and herbs, and discussed the distinguished guest that the Viscount was going to host today. —— Cleaning had begun in the entire castle two days ago; everything took on a new look. The guest was someone extraordinary.
Then, they saw the old butler of the castle Mr. Carter, who was getting on in years but still strong in his legs, hastily run down the staircase of the hall. There were also the supervisors of the maidservants and manservants following behind him; they sped through the whole hall like a burst of wind towards the front doors. The maidservant supervisor was shouting at those clumsy maidservants at the same time, “Quickly put the pails away!” “Don’t leave the rags on the tabletop.” “Silly girl, quickly return to the kitchen! We cannot let the Duke see a lowly maidservant wearing a dirty dress standing in the hall, do you understand?!” “Everyone back to your positions! The guest is here!”
Viscount Victor Kant walked down the staircase from the second level. Right as the butler was about to touch the front door, he happened to stand still in the spot in the middle of the hall. This spot allowed him to spread open his arms to welcome the esteemed guest from the perfect distance. It wouldn’t leave the guest awkward from waiting too long; neither would it make the owner of the castle seem eager like a lowly servant.
The old butler arrived at the doors. He pulled out his handkerchief and carefully cleaned his hands while silently counting the time in his heart, estimating when the knocking would sound according to the time the tower guards delivered the news as well as his own movement speed.
When he silently counted till 30, there was a knock on the front door.
 
They couldn’t make an esteemed guest like the Duke knock a second time —— even if the person knocking was only the Duke’s groom or guard. However, he couldn’t open the door immediately either; this would be indecorous. Therefore, Carter silently counted to three, and before the second knocking could sound, he ordered the soldiers standing on the sides of the door to pull the gear.
The extremely heavy ‘front door’ that could withstand 82 strikes from the battering ram opened under the force of hinges and gear trains. The heavy creaking sound seemed to carry the Kant Clan’s 300 years of prestige.


And a person with 700 years of prestige walked through the doors, the freezing wind and rain blowing into the hall behind him.
Immediately, there were servants coming forth to take the cloak or hat that the guests removed, and the handymen running out to take over the carriage stopped outside. Gawain walked into the Kant castle’s main hall with Amber and Sir Philip. He saw an old aristocrat wearing a dark red long jacket with hair that was almost fully white and with lots of speckles on his face walking towards him with both arms wide open. This Viscount Victor Kant was a little older than he had imagined, but his legs and feet were clearly still fine.
“Ah, today this castle welcomed its most distinguished guest ever, a living legend!” Viscount Kant said aloud. “I’m sorry to have you arrive in such terrible weather. ——If only I had the spells to control climate phenomena.”
“Actually, I really like rainy weather.” Gawain did not accept the Viscount’s hug and only shook hands with him. This wasn’t aloofness but the rule when a higher-ranking noble met with a lower-ranking noble —— the lower-ranking noble had to express a certain level of enthusiasm and respect, but unless the two were in a definite subordinate-superior relationship, the higher ranking noble did not need to accept it; only, he still ought to return a certain level of courtesy. These messy conventions were utterly troublesome to Gawain, but abiding by it now wouldn’t make him lose a piece of flesh. “I already saw the Kant territory’s fertile land before the rain came. After the rain fell, I saw pretty good rainy scenery. It was rather worth it.”
“It’s best that you’re pleased.” Victor Kant smiled, his smile gentle and calm, like an old gentleman with a good upbringing who couldn’t be more normal. “I’ve prepared a welcome dinner for you. It is in the dining room behind this hall.”
Amber had been standing behind Gawain with her head down the whole time. She was not very used to such a serious, proper occasion of sheer aristocratic elegance, so she kept quiet for once. However, upon hearing about ‘eating’, her ears still betrayed her. The pair of sharp ears that were derived from the elven bloodline immediately started trembling, turning here and there on her head like radar, as if searching for more information to do with ‘eating’.
Meanwhile, Gawain agreed with a smile while secretly examining the appearance of this old Viscount in front of him.
Old, but still healthy. An easy smile, a warm temperament with some breeziness. Not the slightest hint of an aura related to a heretic cult believer could be seen on him.
But this could not be the basis of judgment.
 He smiled. After accepting the old Viscount’s invitation to the banquet, he led Amber and Sir Philip to walk into the depths of the Kant castle.
……


 At the same time, in the Silver Castle in the city of St. Soniel, the old King, Francis II, was reading the secret letters in front of him with a frown.
  These secret letters came from the ‘aristocrats of the King’s party’ who had their titles directly conferred by the King placed throughout the kingdom. There were also such people around the territories of the three border dukes, or to put it more directly, they were simply ‘spies’. Such a system that was inherited from the founding king had been perpetuated for 700 years. It was an important tool for the Anzu royal family’s control over the entire kingdom. The Fog Month internal conflict as well as the Second Dynasty’s ‘illegitimate-child weak spot’ had once rendered this system useless. However, after a hundred years of reestablishment, especially when the few Dukes successively compromised for the stability of the kingdom, this intelligence network that belonged to the King still operated as effectively as it did during the First Dynasty.
The majority of the aristocrats whose titles were directly conferred by the King were located in the south; only a small group of them were distributed in other places in the kingdom. Usually, the secret letters sent back by these spies reported the situations at their respective lands. Those situations were poles apart with essentially nothing in common. However, the secret letters that came recently showed a trend that had Francis II vaguely uneasy——
There were more and more reports about various dark sects being active, and these numbers were growing everywhere in the kingdom.
Although, till today, these additional reports only took up less than 10% of the entire kingdom’s, they had become so widespread. This was enough to make the old King concerned.
Anzu indeed had a decadent system, but its Kings were essentially all clever people.
At present, before him was a secret letter from the southern borders’ Viscount Andrew Leslie. The content of this letter was even graver than the reported situations from the other aristocrats elsewhere:
 A heretic cult believer from the Oblivion Association appeared in Tanzan Town. The heretic cult believer had sneaked in on one occasion and controlled part of the staff using sorcery. Fortunately, Duke Gawain Cecil sent assistance. The Duke eradicated the heretic cult believer lurking on this land.
The old King wouldn’t know that Viscount Andrew Leslie had already concealed many truths in this secret letter — for example, the Eternal Stone Slate that had landed in Gawain’s hands, as well as details of himself being controlled by the heretic cult believer. Moreover, he had consciously reduced the criticality of the entire matter greatly. ——But despite doing so, the information revealed in the secret letter was still enough to terrify the old King.
Heretic cult believers who only dared to move in the dark had actually dared to directly invade an aristocrat’s abode!
Once upon a time, whether they had offered living humans in sacrificial ceremonies or used the remains of dead people for rituals, it wouldn’t really make the aristocrats nervous. It was because those deeds had been done to ‘lowly commoners’. Those heretic cult believers seemed to be very good at complying with the bottom line of the game and had never reached their hands into the aristocrat hierarchy, but now… things had changed.


It had to happen at such a time when relations between Anzu and the Typhon Empire was most tense. Initially, Francis II had slightly heaved a sigh of relief when he learned that the Typhon Empire would not start a war during this winter and believed that he could make use of this opportunity to further strengthen the border armaments to lay a good foundation for war. Yet now he suddenly felt that those heretic cult believers probably didn’t want him to have this margin.
 Just as the old King had his brows knitted in anxiety, a genial and warm feeling suddenly filled the whole room.
He looked up in slight surprise and saw Veronica who was dressed in white priest robes walk into the room.
 
 This ‘Saint Princess’ walked towards her own father with a smile and some coyness. “Father, I asked Lord Eden. He said you were still in the study.”
 “Veronica, my daughter… Why are you here today?” Francis II looked at Veronica, slightly surprised. Although this daughter of his still retained her identity as a princess, she was an officially converted believer of the God of Holy Light. She spent most of her time in the Cathedral of the Holy Light and rarely returned to the Silver Castle.
 “Have you forgotten? Today is the day I leave the cathedral and come to the castle to visit you,” Veronica said with a smile. She drew the emblem of the God of Holy Light before her chest. “While serving The Lord, we cannot forget to look after our parents. This is the doctrine of the Holy Light.”
“Look at this head of mine.” The old King could not help but tap his own forehead. “I got the day wrong!”
 “It’s alright. The heavy load of the kingdom weighs on you. Your responsibilities as King ought to come first,” Veronica reassured; at the same time, she noticed Francis II’s exhausted look. She lifted her hand to summon a streak of Holy Light and used theurgies to relieve her father’s stress. “Father, has something happened?”
 
Francis II sighed. “Heretic cult believers, Oblivion Association, Eternal Sleepers, and small sects like the Black Stone Sect, Pursuers of the Abyss… No idea what came over them. Every one of them is starting to cause trouble in these days before winter.”
Upon hearing the three words ‘heretic cult believer’, as a devout believer of the Holy Light, Veronica immediately couldn’t resist frowning. “May the Holy Light be the salvation of those pitiful people assaulted by those thugs… Heretic cult believers are always spreading everywhere. Regrettably, other than the Church of Holy Light and Sect of the God of War, the theurgies of other sects are too powerless against the sorceries of those heretic cult believers.”
Francis sighed. “Don’t worry. Those followers of evil won’t dare to make trouble in the capital.”


Veronica glanced at those secret letters carrying special marks that came from all over the kingdom. She crossed her hands and placed them on her chest, sincerely saying, “The Holy Light will protect Anzu.”
Chapter 174: Lilith Kant’s Visit

As he had scheduled to be a guest at the Kant territory for a few days, after a rather sumptuous welcome feast, Viscount Victor Kant arranged accommodation for Gawain and his accompanying personnel.
The feeling that this old castle brought to Gawain wasn’t particularly good.
Although its interior was filled with light and warmth — the magic crystal lamps that could be seen everywhere and the doors, windows, tables, and chairs that had been cleaned up to look like new — all dispelled the gloom brought by the arrival of night, but unpleasant feelings still continuously emerged in Gawain’s heart. It was as if he could see the underlying appearance of this castle through those shining windows and painted white walls. —— Behind those polished covers was black, icy cold stone; it was full of slimy moss and cracks in all directions, as well as the shadows and germs that bred ceaselessly in those humid cracks.
After a brief conversation with Victor Kant, Gawain returned to his own room with the excuse of needing to rest first after his journey. This was a room specially set up for distinguished guests. There was a warm fireplace and furnishings as similarly magnificent as the bedroom of the owner of the castle. The two rooms to the left and right of his were Amber’s and Sir Philip’s guest rooms respectively. Opposite their rooms, there was also a lounge where guests could play chess and enjoy some entertainment as well as a place specially set up for tea sampling and reading.
The rain outside the windows was still pouring and showed signs of becoming ever more violent with the winds. Gawain went to the window, watching the Kants’ old castle in the rainy night through this expensive man-made crystal. Wriggly streams of water formed traces that constantly changed on the windowpane, which also made the scenery outside blurry and distorted. And in this fuzzy and distorted visual field, he could see several towers of the Kant castle standing in the night.
There were a few windows with lights lit at the base level of those towers, vaguely depicting the outline of the structure, but their upper portions were a sea of black, almost blending into this dark night.
Gawain carefully observed those towers while frowning. After he focused, he suddenly saw an obvious crevice appear in the middle section of one of the towers.
That crevice seemed to squirm and grow in the dark, swiftly extending to the entire upper section of the tower. They broadened bit by bit, and a blood-like glow leaked from the cracks. —— The tallest tower appeared to be in tatters amidst these bloody cracks and collapsed little by little in a slow-motion manner; there were even exclamations and yells mingled in all that.
Gawain promptly sobered up. The moans of the wind and patter of the rain entered the room through the window again. He saw that the tall tower opposite was back to being intact once more: the collapse and shouts earlier vanished like they’d been a dream.
 
However, Gawain wouldn’t really take them as hallucinations. He immediately frowned, uncertainty breeding in his mind. “There’s a large-scale illusion in the castle?”
Light footsteps suddenly came from outside the room; they seemed to be heading toward this room. Gawain swiftly sorted out his expression as if nothing had happened. He only walked over to open the door when knocks sounded.


 The door was opened. A lady, seemingly 30 years of age, dressed in a white long dress with a lantern in hand stood outside the door. This lady had flaxen hair, while her complexion seemed to be especially pale from being sick and weak. She stood there cautiously, seemingly some hint of reservation and nervousness as she looked at Gawain.
Gawain stolidly examined her with a glance and then revealed a curious look. “Madam?”
“Hello, may I ask if you are Duke Gawain Cecil?” The lady at the door asked in a very low voice as if she would become breathless if she spoke a little louder.
Gawain nodded. “I am Gawain Cecil. Who are you, Madam?”
 “Victor Kant is my husband,” this sickly lady who looked to be only around thirty years of age replied softly. Although her voice was very soft, there was still the elegance that an aristocrat lady ought to possess in her tone. “I am the lady of this castle. My name is Lilith Kant.”
“Viscountess?” Gawain looked at the other party in fair surprise. He didn’t expect that Viscount Kant who appeared to be already older than dirt to actually have such a young and pretty wife, but at the thought of the aristocrats’ ‘conventions’, his surprise didn’t last for too long. Instead, he was only curious why he hadn’t seen her at the banquet earlier, nor had he heard the old Viscount mention her. “You didn’t attend the banquet earlier?”
“My body is weak. My illness left me with no way of dining together with many people. Neither am I able to come out to welcome guests in the day,” Lilith Kant said apologetically. “I knew you would be visiting the castle, but my husband insisted I rested till the night before stepping out. ——Now that my spirits are better, he let me come greet the guest.”
Following that, she hung the lantern she held on the hook beside the door and bent slightly to give her greetings. “Welcome, Duke Gawain Cecil, and I also ask that you forgive me for being unable to fulfill my duties as the lady of this territory earlier.”
“Ah, it’s alright.” All sorts of guesses and suspicions leaped out one after another in Gawain’s mind, but the expression on his face remained very indifferent. “Are you only able to come out and move about at night? Oh, I know a little about medicine. It might be of help to your health.”
 Lilith Kant revealed a pale smile. “My husband got the best apothecary for me. Only my frailness is not only due to my illness but also because of my natural constitution. This is something that medication cannot cure. But I’m still very thankful for your concern, Duke.”
Gawain had no intention of inviting the Viscountess before him into his room. As she was calling on him alone, such an invitation would be discourteous —— even if this was the Kant Clan’s castle. He only stood at the door and made some small talk with her for a while; then this lady took her leave.


  And only after she left did Gawain’s gaze instantly turn fierce.
 That lantern in her hand!
 That was the magic lantern that Gawain had seen serving as the center of a ritual in the basement of the Kant Clan’s castle in the dream realm. It was precisely the lantern that Gawain Cecil had gifted to the then Dream Bishop, Selena Gerfen, 700 years ago!
However, Gawain did not point it out then and there, nor did he take any action. This was because he hadn’t sensed any fluctuations of magical power from that lantern. This meant that the lantern was ‘fake’ —— it was either a counterfeit or the lantern had been reformed using magic, its true core of power still hibernating somewhere in this castle. And acting rashly in such a situation would highly likely only make things worse.
At this time, a voice coming from his side interrupted Gawain’s thinking. “Eh? Old— Gawain, why are you standing at the door?”
The door next door was pushed open; half of Amber’s head poked out from the door frame. She was staring curiously at him.
And she didn’t wait for Gawain’s response. She promptly stuck out her arm animatedly and waved it, a set of paper cards in hand. “I found a set of ‘King’s deck’ in the room! Get the poker face next door over, and the three of us can play cards!”
“I was intending to get the two of you here, but it isn’t to play cards.” Gawain glanced resignedly at this half-elf and then knocked on Philip’s door.
When he had gathered everyone in his room, Gawain spoke about the lady who’d visited earlier. “I met Victor Kant’s wife, Lilith Kant, just now. There seemed to be something very fishy about her…”
After listening to Gawain’s description, Amber’s sharp ears immediately quivered. “A man that old took a person who could almost be his granddaughter as his wife? Eek—— You bunch of aristocrats are really shameless.”
 Following that, her thoughts unraveled. “A person with elven blood like me is still better. If I won’t say it, others wouldn’t dare to guess my age. Even if you, this 700-year-old, married me, you can go out and brazenly tell others that we’re actually of the same age…”


The always serious and solemn Sir Philip instantly stared at Amber in horror. The half-elf girl’s thoughtless and full-of-crap way of speaking had this pitiful upright knight in a real spin once more.
And Gawain’s response to Amber was a hit on her head. “Proper business!”
 
“We’ve never heard of the existence of such a ‘Viscountess’,” Sir Philip said solemnly. “That Viscount Victor Kant didn’t mention her either. This is very unusual —— even if the Viscountess is unable to receive visitors due to being sickly, it’s unlikely that the Viscount wouldn’t even mention her at all, right? Moreover, there are so many manservants and maidservants in the castle. Not one of them spoke in private about having a mistress here… This is too odd.”
“If we were to put it another way, I’d chatted with the people in the castle earlier,” Amber rubbed her head that had been hit by Gawain as she also joined in the discussion. “Though they didn’t speak of having a mistress in the castle, they mentioned that the old Viscount has a son called Belm. But he’d left the castle at a very young age. It was said that he’d gone traveling in the central region, and it seemed he hadn’t returned for several decades…”
Gawain stroked his chin. “Never returned for several decades? Had he gone traveling, or was he sold away?!”
Amber rolled her eyes. “Perhaps he’d gone to be a hostage in some big aristocratic clan in the central region who had benefits to be exchanged for? Isn’t that the vogue for all of you aristocrats?”
 “Don’t spout nonsense. This wasn’t the trend in our days,” Gawain immediately defended solemnly. “In our time, forming alliances relied on one’s self. We didn’t depend on little games like exchanging hostages.”
 
Sir Philip instantly wore a look of admiration. “That is what a man of integrity ought to do.”
“No, it’s mainly because the old pigeons who founded the kingdom all had short tempers. At that time, anyone who went back on their words would be beaten up by the entire kingdom’s aristocrats. —— Occasionally, when the King had time, the King would personally go do the beating up. As transport wasn’t convenient, everyone took turns. Sometimes, old founding pigeons who dropped in to give a beating would come one after another successively for a whole year. Really, no one dared to break any agreements…”
Philip: “…”
 “Oh damn, how did the aristocrats who were that straightforward and honest all end up how they are now,” Amber really yearned for the era that Gawain had described; associating it to the present time, she shook her head rather regrettably. “In short, the heir of the Kant clan, known as Belm, had indeed gone traveling because he often sent letters back. —— If everything goes well, after that old Viscount Kant dies, Belm Kant would end his travels and come back to inherit the family property.”
Chapter 175: Investigation

The rain stopped the next day, but the sky was still gloomy.
 The Kant territory was cloaked in permanent dark clouds; the last rain before winter was always reluctant to leave. In the coming few days, this land would probably still receive multiple medium-scale rainfalls, and such plentiful rain was extremely beneficial for the territory’s specialty —— magical medicine.
The majority of magical medicine grew in winter as well. Although the plants and their roots would appear to be withered and dead, all spellcasters knew these ‘spiritual plants’ were still being nourished by the magical environment and would revitalize again during Revival Month the next year. And as for how much they could grow in the winter season, a significant portion depended on the last rain before frost and snow arrived.
Gawain had breakfast with Viscount Victor Kant in the dining room of the castle. As the Viscountess was unable to receive guests due to her poor health and the Viscount’s only son wasn’t at the territory, there were only the two of them dining at the huge table. Even though the tableware was splendid and the sumptuous food was delicious, such an atmosphere at breakfast had Gawain rather uncomfortable.
He preferred the atmosphere with a crowd surrounding the table, bustling with noise and excitement and not like how it was now, facing an old aristocrat with a long table between them, with a manner of wishing for time delay even when conversing with each other.
 “I hope you’ve rested well in this old house,” Victor Kant cut the bread before him while saying. “This castle is too old. I intend to renovate it again in my remaining years.”
“It’s very comfortable here, more comfortable than I’d imagined,” Gawain praised slightly insincerely. “The old castle gives one a sense of security.”
Victor smiled and looked to Gawain’s side. “Your two personal attendants seemed to have left early in the morning?”
“They’re not too used to restraints. I had them go get some air in the town. They would instead be more comfortable in a rowdy tavern.”
 
“Understandable. In fact, I also preferred the taverns over this quiet castle in my younger days.” The old Viscount lifted the wine glass in front of him. “Of course, before you, I’m just a junior.”
Gawain lifted his glass in response and asked casually, “The Viscountess’s health is very worrying. What specifically is she ill with?”


Victor’s movement inconspicuously paused for a moment; a smile promptly hung on his face. “You’ve already met her?”
 According to Lilith Kant, it should have been this old Viscount who arranged for her to go greet Gawain, but right now, Victor was acting like it was his first time learning about this!
 Gawain concealed his psychological changes and maintained a faint smile. “After dinner yesterday, she came to greet me, but she looked really pale.”
“My pitiful Lilith,” Viscount Victor sighed. “Her health has always been no good. She cannot see sunlight, nor can she endure noise, such that she could only stay in the north tower in the long term and only come out to move about in the night. But she’s a very kind person. My lenient attitude toward my residents is in large part due to her influence —— she always urges me to give more consideration to the feelings of people who cannot afford to live in good houses and eat meat, yet her own health has been worsening.”
Viscount Kant’s benevolence and leniency toward his residents, this was something that Gawain had somewhat found out when he overheard some handymen in the castle chatting yesterday. This was also one aspect which surprised him greatly —— he’d originally, with a preconceived idea, judged that Victor Kant was very possibly a heretic with the Eternal Sleepers, or at least already bewitched and controlled by that heretic cult believer. Only for that reason would he commit something like capturing refugees for evil rituals, but he never would’ve expected that all the talk he’d heard after entering the Kant territory would be praises for this old feudal lord!
He could not determine how much of the chats that he’d heard from the castle’s handymen were truths. At this point, he could only go with the flow and carry on. “Treating the residents well is the responsibility of every feudal lord. Our aim in pioneering this kingdom at the beginning was to protect our people, and not lord over them and act as tyrants.”
 “Yes, unfortunately there are few who still remember this.” Victor’s sigh seemed to come from the bottom of his heart. “More and more aristocrats have forgotten what the first time their ancestors raised their swords was for. We were originally a barrier in protecting the civilians, the backing that allowed them to live with peace of mind, the guides that led them to walk towards abundance and warmth, but right now, the majority of aristocrats have grown up in castles and manors. They take the service and worship of others for granted and have completely forgotten that they should still be responsible… Cough, cough…”
Victor seemed to be slightly agitated from his speech and started coughing involuntarily. When it finally subsided, he let out a long exhale. “I have to spend a lot of time every year inspecting every farm and medicine field in the territory so as to get an exact grasp of the harvests that year and avoid letting the pressures of overly high taxes leave my residents hungry. And I have to spend a lot of energy to go deal with merchants, to ensure that buyers are found for the territory’s surplus of herbs and rations. This way, my residents would get enough money to repair their houses and purchase fuel to get through the winter. However, I am therefore absent from many so-called ‘upper-class gatherings’ such that I am treated by those shallow aristocrats of the south as a weird person who dwells in deep seclusion, a mediocre person with bad taste… Sigh.”
Viscount Victor said a lot in one breath. Only when he was done did he belatedly let out an embarrassed smile. “Apologies. I tend to get talkative after getting on in my years, but I think you should be able to understand me ——because I heard that you, too, treat your residents very well.”
“Of course.” Gawain lifted his glass with a smile. “This is the duty of every feudal lord.”
 …


 At the same time, in the town outside the castle, Amber was holding a cup of ale that was bubbling with foam — listening to those idle farmers and craftsmen boasting about their boring daily lives, pretending to look interested but planning at heart about how many more cups of ale she had to drink before she could manage to exchange for what she wanted to hear.
Farming had already ended; the weather wasn’t suited for any outdoor work; hence, all rich farmers and craftsmen who had some spare money would waste away their idle time in the taverns in town. The Kant territory, like Tanzan Town, was one of the southern borders’ few prosperous territories; civilians living here naturally patronized places like taverns and casinos more frequently. And for these people, it only took a few cups of ale and some flattery for Amber to milk out all their secrets.
  For Amber who’d blended herself in such places growing up, this was a very pleasant process.
 Especially when she didn’t even have to fork out the money for the ale herself, this feeling was even better.
She’d dressed in an outfit that suited her identity —— black leather armor and a slightly worn-out cape, together with the dagger at her waist that would pop out from time to time, and the ‘lucky stone’ tied on her wrist; the image of a vagrant warrior was complete, and civilians were in awe yet curious about such people, so getting information would become very easy.
After three rounds of drinks and enough talk about the farms and ghost stories inside the old residence, Amber felt that it was time to talk about the feudal lord; thus, she looked towards the local blacksmith seated at the table with a curious look. “I heard your feudal lord is someone very good at governing the territory. Is that true?”
“I don’t know about governing the territory,” the blacksmith’s breath reeked of booze as he said with a glazed look. “But Lord Victor is indeed a great, great person… Burp. With him around, everyone gets to fill their stomachs and be half-full even in the winter. It’s been ten-odd years since anyone has died of starvation in the territory!”
Further south, there was another place where civilians not only didn’t starve to death, they could even get to eat meat occasionally.
 Amber muttered to herself but wore admiration on her face. “That’s remarkable!”
“Exactly, Lord Victor is the most benevolent feudal lord I’ve ever met.” Another old drinker took over. “But I heard from the people who deliver vegetables and milk into the castle that the castle is pretty gloomy. There is always a feeling that there was wind leaking in somewhere…”
A slightly chubby tavern maidservant placed the wooden cup before the patron with a thud. “Don’t spout nonsense! The castle isn’t your shabby thatched cottage. Old George, who delivers the vegetables, was most likely drunk and thought he was in the castle when he was feeling the cold winds in the mud pit!”


This plump maidservant made a joke that wasn’t funny, but it had the whole room roaring in laughter.
“Then it seems Victor is really a pretty good feudal lord,” Amber commented while wagging her head. “Only, I wonder how’s the Viscountess——”
Once this was said, the scene strangely went quiet for that one moment.
 Some people looked at one another; some bowed their heads and drank, while the older people frowned as if something bad had come to mind. Amber immediately realized that there was an inside story; thus, she questioned curiously, “What’s wrong? Why are all of you reacting this way?”
 “You’re a foreigner. It’s normal that you don’t know about this,” an elderly man who appeared to be the oldest here spoke up. He was probably a wealthy landowner or a retired craftsman; there were rarely elderly among the poor who yet to die of injuries and sickness, and such a person would not only understand civilian life but also have heard about matters of the feudal lord. “The Viscountess… It’s probably been a few decades? When she died…”
 
“The Viscountess is dead? She died decades ago?!” Amber was instantly shocked. “How did she die?”
 “She’s a pitiful woman. The entire incident was especially tragic. That sort of thing shouldn’t have happened to a good person.” The old man frowned; he seemed reluctant to say more, but the alcohol made it difficult to control his speech, and a youth beside them who didn’t know the past incident well also urged him to go on. “Sir Sandro, tell the story. I’ve heard people discuss this incident since a young age, but I’ve never learned of the complete story. —— You’re old, so you should know what exactly happened then.”
Amber glanced at the youth who prompted him with considerable admiration and decided to buy the person a drink using the money Gawain had given her.
And this old man who seemed to have gone through the incident then sighed. After taking a mouthful of ale, he slowly said, “That was thirty… about thirty years ago. It could be longer too. It was also during this month of the year, also raining, but the rain was especially heavy, and it had gone on for several days…”
 “At that time, Lord Victor was still young. At that time, he was an impartial, benevolent feudal lord just like he is now. Then, he was returning from inspecting the granary in the next town. The Viscountess was with him, and their only son, Young Master Belm. They rushed back in a carriage on the road from the west. Although it was raining heavily, they still set out on the journey… They really ought to have stayed another day in the next town. Sigh.”
 
“You can guess without me saying. Such heavy rain, so slippery, a mishap was bound to happen. ——The carriage met with an accident at the old hillside. It flipped, slipped, and fell into the mountain creek from the highest point of the hill. The entire carriage was in pieces… A whole night passed, and no one knew the Viscount’s entire family had met with an accident outside until when the sun came up the next day. When the rain stopped, the Viscountess appeared in the town, covered in blood… She’d practically crawled into the town, wounds all over, crying so hard that she almost couldn’t breathe. She said she’d watched the Lord and Young Master get flung out of the carriage before her and landed in unknown spots and told us to quickly go save them.


At this point, the old man could not help sob a little, and he drank another mouthful of ale before he could go on. “We escorted the Viscountess back to the castle, then immediately dispatched people to search for the whereabouts of the carriage, the Lord, and Young Master at the old hillside. But for three whole days, other than some blood stains and broken pieces of the carriage, we only found the bodies of the two horses.
“The Viscountess bathed her cheeks in tears every day in the castle. Sigh. She was a kind, good person. She’d always cared a lot for the poor people in the territory. Since the day she married here, she would distribute firewood and rye bread to the poor every year, but she encountered such a thing. For three whole days, her husband and son couldn’t be found, so she finally went mad. According to the handyman who was working in the castle at that time, she locked herself in the room and screamed and shouted. Then she ran to the various dark corners of the castle and spoke to the husband and son in her delusion. Finally, she locked herself in the cellar of the castle’s north tower and drank poison there, ending her own agony.
“The fourth day, Lord Victor and Young Master Belm returned to the castle, alive. They had not died.”
Chapter 176: Pipedream

Sir Philip was walking on the edge of the fields, where it was hard to pass through, as it was muddy after being drenched in rainwater. By using the Beyonder’s powerful physical attributes and coordination, he had been moving in this area for some time.
 This was the field beside the castle, and according to the laws, the field belonged to the feudal lord, and the serfs farming here belonged to the Kant Clan too. Right now, the harvest was already completed, and the straws were all burnt. The field no longer had any serfs that were busy working.
 This field was fertile and contained unbelievable magic.
 Sir Philip was born from a serf family but was a well-bred noble knight; however, this didn’t mean that he didn’t know about agriculture. A low-status noble like the knights would regularly have ties with agriculture. He would have to personally manage his own farm and to personally supervise the farm crops’ harvest and the sowing of the seeds (although the farm had already vanished along with the old Cecil territory with the huge flame). As such, he was able to discern the quality of the soil and whether the soil contained enough magic to grow new magic medicine crops.
 He crouched down beside a piece of farmland and placed his hand above the muddy soil. A thin radiance floated out from the soil and vaporized in between his palm and the soil. The young knight frowned in response.
 Just as he guessed, the magic didn’t come from the soil itself and came from some external source. A certain external factor was influencing the magical balance of this region, causing a nature-defying phenomenon of rich accumulation of magic.
 Philip stood up and looked at the ancient castle that was situated on the hill and wasn’t far from this place. He had already inspected many farmlands and realized that the closer the farmland was to the castle, the more obvious the accumulation of magic. The few patches of soil that were closest to the castle were the places where magical crops were grown.
 Without the spells from Druids, it wasn’t easy for ordinary soil to grow magical crops naturally. As humans excavated the land thoroughly, the magic contained in the soul would decline rapidly. If ordinary farmland would need to rest for one year after two years of farming, then farmlands that could grow magical crops would need to rest for at least three times as long before recovering. But in the Kant territory, the harvest of magical crops had been steadily increasing, and this was unheard of.
 It was obvious that the castle was releasing sufficient energy waves to create an accumulation of magic. However, yesterday night, when Philip stayed in the castle, he had carefully sensed for but didn’t detect any magical response in the castle. He wasn’t able to sense any evil aura from an evil cult heretic.
 
 …
 Inside the Kant Clan’s ancient castle, Gawain was being personally led by Viscount Victor and the old butler Carter on a tour of this structure that had three centuries of history. They had just left a display room that had a luxurious collection, and when they were walking towards the library, Viscount Victor had a prideful expression as he introduced the history of this structure and also how his clan rose to power three centuries ago and how it was maintained until today.


 However, Viscount Victor was already of a certain age and was much older than Butler Carter. Furthermore, because of a bad fall, he had problems with his body. Halfway through the tour for the guest, his stamina wasn’t able to keep up anymore.
 The old viscount didn’t have a choice but to express his apologies and ask to be excused, saying that he was returning to his room to rest. Gawain naturally wouldn’t pursue this matter as he could still have a good tour of the place with Butler Carter as his guide.
 The spacious and long hallway was now left with Gawain and an aged butler. The duo walked in the hallway that was decorated with tapestry and wall lamps while the latter carried out his responsibilities with diligence as he continued the introduction of the castle.
 Gawain suddenly interrupted him, “Mister Carter, how long have you been serving the Kant Clan?”
 “Almost fifty years, Your Excellency.” The old butler said proudly, “I have been taking care of this clan since I was a servant boy.”
 Gawain nodded as he praised, “As an excellent servant, you must understand this place and the Viscount’s clan a lot.
 The old butler nodded with reservation and said, “Yes, I understand everything here like how I understand my own limbs.”
 “Yesterday night, I saw a tall tower opposite my room window. The tall tower was accompanied by a few small towers, and it looked very magnificent in the rainy night.” Gawain asked, “What is that tower used for?”
 The old butler’s reserved and prideful face instantly turned stiff before he frowned. “Your Excellency, that is the north tower. Please pardon me for being rude, but I cannot bring you to visit that place.”
 “North tower?” Gawain raised his brows and said, “Ah… When I was having a casual conversation with your master, I heard him mention that the Viscountess is residing in the north tower… I have been rude. But has the Viscountess been residing in that tower for many years? She doesn’t reside in the castle?”
 “Sigh, after madam’s body deteriorated, she has been residing there.” The old butler shook his head and said, “She cannot see the light and cannot tolerate noise. The north tower is the place with the most tranquility in the castle.”


 “I shouldn’t ask about others’ family matters, but I am indeed very curious about this matter.” Gawain continued to ask. For such private matters, others might be embarrassed to ask, but as a living martyr from seven centuries ago who revived, he wasn’t embarrassed. “Your Viscountess seems to be much younger than the Viscount.”
 “The Viscountess married over ten years ago.” The old butler paused for a moment before responding to Gawain. “Before that…”
 While speaking, the old butler revealed a reminiscing expression. “The original Viscountess passed away because of an accident, and the Viscount had been alone for many years. We are happy he could walk out from the horrifying tragedy.”
   Gawain revealed a curious expression. “Accident? What kind of accident?”
 “My apologies, Your Excellency. I cannot continue discussing this matter with you.” The old butler finally refused to answer. “This isn’t part of my responsibility.”
 Gawain didn’t mind and laughed. “It is fine. I am the one that asked too much. Let us continue the tour. I am the most interested in places like the library.”
 During the evening, Amber and Philip who had been investigating for the entire day had returned to Gawain.
 “Your Excellency, the soil does have the phenomenon of abnormal magic accumulation.” Sir Philip gave his report first. “The phenomenon’s core is this castle, but the strange thing is, apart from the accumulation of magic, I don’t feel any abnormal magic waves from the castle. I cannot feel any evil aura of evil cult heretics either.”
 “The information that I found out is much scarier than your information.” Amber looked at Philip with a proud expression before intentionally lowering her voice and reported to Gawain with a dark and eerie tone, “The people outside said that the Viscountess—”
 Before Amber finished her words, Gawain said, “Should be long dead, right?”
 Amber was suddenly startled and glared at Gawain, “You stalked me?!”


 “Just a guess.” Gawain laughed and said, “Such stories always develop in this manner. Alright, I won’t interrupt you. Continue.”
 Amber curled her lips and felt that the atmosphere that she brewed earlier had been disturbed, but she still obediently reported of the things she found out. “This is a rather sad sob story. A few decades ago…”
 When Amber finished saying everything she found out, Sir Philip couldn’t help but press on his chest. “It is truly pitiful… Fate is always unfair to many things.”
 “If the Viscountess perished decades ago, then the person you saw yesterday night must be a ghost! Or it is a ‘person’ that was ‘revived’ using a particular method by our friendly Viscount Victor.” Amber spoke in an eerie tone, and as she continued talking, she was so frightened that her entire body had goosebumps. “Viscount Victor must be unable to accept the fact that his wife had passed away and was led astray by the evil cult heretics. He then used a sorcery to revive the dead or to summon the soul into a dead body. He must be capturing refugees to maintain the ritual… Stories are always like this! Belch… What a scary story!”
 “You tell a ghost story and scare the daylights out of yourself. If you are timid, then don’t learn from others. And lower your voice.” Gawain looked at the disgrace to the elves and shook his head. “That Lilith Kant shouldn’t be a departed spirit.”
 Amber and Philip asked in unison, “Why?”
 “Departed spirits don’t have such a high intelligence, and she doesn’t have any presence that is similar to departed spirits. Most importantly, departed spirits aren’t able to say their own names. That Lilith Kant actually spoke her name clearly. I have also confirmed that the name is real.” Gawain spoke slowly, “The various signs indicate that Lilith Kant isn’t a departed spirit.”
 
 Amber sized up Gawain and said, “It isn’t as convincing when you are the one saying it. Who said that the revived person must be a departed spirit? Aren’t you a living exception that can speak your own name? What if Viscount Victor had also found an incredible shadow grandmaster like me to lift his wife’s coffin…”
 Gawain raised his hand to interrupt that elven disgrace’s train-like behavior while saying unhurriedly, “Don’t be in a hurry to speak of your verdict. I have some findings too.”
 “You have some findings?” Amber asked, “What did you find?”
 “Today, when I mentioned the Viscountess to the castle’s butler, he didn’t hesitate to respond to the question and said that the Viscountess was married to Victor Kant ten years ago. The previous viscountess had already passed away from an accident.” Gawain said leisurely, “At the same time, I had also paid attention to the conversations of the servants in the castle and had also privately spoken with a few of them. I realized that all of them have the same understanding.”


 Philip’s expression turned stern and said, “Yesterday, no one in the castle talked about the ‘Viscountess’!”
 
 “Yes, they started talking today, and it wasn’t just a discussion. They had an entire set of understanding towards this ‘Viscountess’, and the understanding was significantly different from the information Amber had found out from outside the castle!”
 “How is this possible?!” Amber was confused. “Who gave them a spiritual hint?”
 “Perhaps it is something similar to a spiritual hint…” Gawain spoke slowly, “But according to the Eternal Sleepers’ abilities, I am more inclined to address this as… supplementary setting.”
 “The castle might be entirely enveloped in a giant illusion, and our arrival and activity here have destroyed the integrity of the illusion. The person who created the illusion had no choice but to give it a supplementary setting in order for things to operate normally!”
Chapter 177: Light Sleep

The ‘supplementary setting’ mentioned by Gawain sounded like a fresh term to Amber and Philip, but the explanation of the meaning wasn’t complicated. Gawain took just a few words for the duo to understand the meaning of the term.
 “It also means that the castle is conducting a theatre show, and each individual in the castle is actually an ‘actor’ who doesn’t know they are inside a show?” Sir Philip spoke of his understanding. “Normally, they are living in a hypnotized state, and due to the long-term spiritual interference, they don’t realize anything is out of sorts in their daily life. But an outsider like us arrived and broke the ‘logic’ of the theatre show, making the plot no longer fitting to the facts and causing the show to be interrupted. Therefore, the mastermind of the show had no choice but to supplement his ‘plot’?”
 Amber took a few glances at Philip until the upright and sincere young man felt a chill before she said, “Blech… When you say it like that, I feel like I’ll have even more goosebumps!”
 “Your Excellency, I think we should immediately stop this evil ritual!” Philip didn’t bother about Amber and spoke with a stern expression. “The Kant territory probably didn’t just start the capturing of refugees recently. Their hideous behavior might have been conducted in secret for dozens of years! During this period of time, those missing and innocent people that entered this territory must have been sacrificed to maintain the illusion. In order to put the entire castle under the sorcery’s influence, a huge price must be paid!”
 “Yes.” Amber displayed a rare proactive attitude. “Every minute and second, people’s lives are being lost!”
 Gawain frowned and looked at the duo. “How do you think we should do it?”
 “If nothing works, simply put everything on the table with the old lord and confront him directly. If he admits it, you will hack him. If he doesn’t admit it, then think of a way for him to admit it, and hack him,” Amber urged. “There shouldn’t be anyone who can defeat you in the castle. At that time, you will also go first.”
 Not only Gawain, even Philip was already used to Amber’s style of ‘it doesn’t matter who goes first, I am not going either way’. He simply looked at the half-elf with contempt before nodding his head. “Your Excellency, without a doubt, Viscount Victor Kant is the mastermind for all this. In the entire Kant territory, he is the only person with the motive and the capability to conduct such evil acts…”
 “Victor Kant is the mastermind, huh…?” Gawain didn’t directly respond to the duo’s suggestion and spoke of his own doubts. “Actually, there is something I don’t understand. Even if the Kant territory doesn’t really contact the outside world, there must be at least two or three visits from guests. Could we be the only ones that caused a loophole in the ‘large-scale illusion’ at the castle? Didn’t anyone who visited the place notice it? That Madam Lilith Kant would exit the north tower and would walk around the castle every night. Did none of the servants see her before? If other servants had seen her before, then why didn’t they mention to the people on the territory about ‘the castle having a living viscountess’ when they left the castle to carry out tasks?”
 
 Amber frowned in response. “It is easy to explain about the visitors. A normal visitor wouldn’t act like us and go around investigating and asking for information. As for the people in the castle… they are hypnotized, right? Maybe once they leave this castle, their perception and memory would be completely altered?”
 Seeing that Gawain was still pondering, Amber finally couldn’t help nagging, “If I were you, I wouldn’t hesitate. Something is obviously wrong with that old man. You just have to catch him and beat him up to find out everything!”


 Sir Philip might normally be very inflexible, but his mind functioned better than Amber in such situations. “Are you worried that if we make a wrong judgment, our actions might unsettle the entire southern region’s noble society and cause them to be vigilant towards Cecil territory?”
 “Actually, I am not really worried about them as the feudal lords in the southern region didn’t leave any impression.” Gawain shook his head and said, “I just feel that we are missing out on something. The entire matter might be pointing at Victor Kant, but… is it really that simple?”
 An evil cult heretic or a noble enticed and controlled by an evil cult heretic would definitely be extremely vigilant and crafty, especially when he was conducting a shameful evil ritual. His vigilance would be so overwhelming that even if an outsider merely stood in place, he would be extremely uncomfortable. But Victor Kant appeared to be excessively at ease and negligent from start to end.
 Was this purely exceptional acting skills? Or was it because he had ample support? Therefore, he wasn’t afraid of being exposed? Or… was the mastermind that controlled everything not Viscount Kant?
 Snap… Rumble!
 A series of giant thunder suddenly echoed in the skies. The sky outside the window was instantly illuminated like daytime. A few seconds later, bean-sized rain started dropping down with pitter-patter sounds. The castle’s stony walls and crystal windows were sprinkled with concentrated noise.
 Subsequently, the curtain of night descended; a new storm had descended on this land.
 Lightning flashed and passed through the narrow windows, suddenly lighting up the study. Viscount Victor Kant who sat behind the study table suddenly lifted his head and had a vacant expression. The flash of lightning lit up behind his back and turned him into a bundle of shadows due to the backlighting. His shadows were cast on the opposite side of the study table and onto the nearby old butler, Carter.
 When the flash of the lightning faded, the study regained its dusky illumination, and the magic crystal lamp’s radiance made the room eerie and cryptic again. Everything felt as though it was fuzzy and indistinct.
 Viscount Victor Kant suddenly spoke without any reason, “Carter, you have served the Kant Clan for many years.”
 The old butler suddenly walked forward to the front of the study table, or should it be said that he was walking towards the back of the old master. The butler had an indifferent expression and spoke in a low and vague tone, “The intruders have detected the Grade 2 consciousness, and the barrier on the subconscious mind is starting to loosen.”


 Victor Kant could only watch this scene quietly. “Old friend, your devotion has already exceeded your responsibility. I wanted to say thank you to you since a long time ago but wasn’t able to do so. I am very regretful for it…”
   The old butler walked around the study table and stood in front of the old master while lowering his head and looked at the person he once swore his allegiance to. “Calculation node is currently being threatened. The risk of exposure is more than 50%… Priority will be given to ensuring that the calculation node is being concealed.”
 A silver dagger was drawn, and there was a flash of silver light in the dusky room. Subsequently, the dagger drew a small arc and stabbed into the not-considered-healthy but rather-warm chest.
 The old feudal lord’s body twitched, and a strange sound echoed from his throat. It was unknown when his eyes were covered with dream-like starlight as he looked at Butler Carter’s emotionless face and said softly, “Kant Clan… thanks you… for your loyalty.”
 The butler released his dagger and allowed the old master’s blood to dye his body. The dark-colored coat and the pure white shirt were dyed with blood. The butler then turned around to open the study room’s door before marching into the hallway.
 A female servant that was mopping the floor saw the butler walking out from the feudal lord’s study room. She frantically stood properly and prepared to greet the butler, but she immediately saw the old butler’s clothes stained with blood, and also his blood-stained and indifferent face.
 Butler Carter raised his hand, and a bundle of light-purple and faintly indiscernible energy radiance took form in his hand. “You saw!”
 The young female servant finally couldn’t restrain her fear and screamed, “Ahhh!!!”
 The female servant’s scream instantly resonated throughout the entire floor. Even the rooms on the floor below could hear it clearly. Gawain was still having a discussion in his room with Amber and Philip, and they were interrupted by this scream. From the voice, they could hear intense fear.
 The trio looked at one another before they rushed out of the room together.
 The servants that were on duty were alerted as the male and female servants were running over from all places. Each hallway had moving figures, and when Gawain arrived on the third floor of the castle, there were already plenty of people gathered.


 The female servant who screamed was on the ground, but she didn’t suffer any physical injuries. She had only temporarily fainted due to the fright, and she quickly woke up after a pail of cold water. She then yelled out, “T—the butler has been possessed by a devil”, “His body was drenched in blood”, “He came out from the m—master’s room” and similar statements that were seemingly insane.
 After listening to the female servant’s stuttering yells, Gawain quivered for a moment, and a sudden thought flashed in his mind. He took a big step forward and looked at that frightened young lady and asked, “Where did the butler run to?”
 “Tha—that side!” The female servant pointed at the end of the hallway where there was a window that was swaying violently in the wind and rain. “He cast a terrifying spell at me and flew out like a ghost!”
 
 “Spell?” Gawain lowered his head to look at the female servant but couldn’t see any traces of magical damage. He didn’t have time to ponder these things as he turned around and said to Amber, “Go and chase. If you find him, don’t fight and immediately report back!”
 Before Gawain finished his instruction, Amber was already running towards the window, and when she was running, her figure gradually faded while her voice still echoed in the air, “A reward must be given for chasing someone in heavy rain…”
 A dark shadow rushed into the rainy night while Gawain turned around and ran in big strides towards the study.
 Viscount Victor Kant sat upright on the backrest of the chair while a sharp knife was stabbed on his chest. It was spraying out fresh blood that dyed the surface of the table red.
 The servants who followed Gawain had all exclaimed after seeing the scene.
 
 Philip and Gawain walked over together. The young knight chanted the name of the God of War as he put his hand in between the mouth and nose of the old viscount. Immediately after, he shouted out, “There is still breathing!”
 Gawain had also noticed the position of the dagger. The old Viscount truly had exceptional luck. The position of the dagger might be dangerous, but it was actually blocked by a rib and didn’t pierce the heart!
 He was currently unconscious due to a large loss of blood, but things would be serious if this carried on.


 Gawain immediately took out the special healing medicine that Pittman had concocted and activated the Knight skill ‘Blood Boost’ to temporarily maintain and extend the old Viscount’s life. He then yelled out, “Go and find a healer! A Holy Light Cleric or a Druid!”
Chapter 178: Gradually Awakening

Gawain couldn’t help but lament at the convenience and miraculous effects of healing spells. This world didn’t have any advancement in medicine; they didn’t have any cognition of biological infections, human anatomy, cell biology, and similar things. To the commoners, an ordinary wound infection might possibly claim a person’s life, but at the same time, the possessors of Holy Light and natural powers were able to use magic to achieve unimaginable ‘healing’. As long as one could afford the cost, a person who was only left with a dying breath would be able to fully recover in a few minutes and avert death.
 The Kant territory didn’t have any Druids but had a few Holy Light Clerics, and one of them would live in the castle’s chapel for the entire year. He was also the feudal lord’s religious advisor and also had the responsibility to maintain the health of the feudal lord. After receiving the servant’s timely notification, the Holy Light Cleric arrived at Victor Kant’s study room in a short time. The Cleric then used Holy Light spells to rescue the old viscount who was on the verge of death.
 Gawain stood by the side and observed the busy work of that Cleric. The Druid medicine had already replenished the urgently required vitality for Victor Kant; the Knight’s ‘Blood Boost’ had supported this vitality and rapidly replenished this viscount’s loss of blood. Right now, the healing Holy Light had covered up the wound. The Cleric then prayed sincerely as he carefully grasped the hilt of the dagger before calling out the name of the God of Holy Light and rapidly pulled out the weapon.
 The Holy Light immediately surged and allowed the wound to rapidly close up while nursing the damaged flesh and bones inside the wound. During the entire process, the Holy Light Cleric constantly prayed to the God of Holy Light to ensure that the healing effects on the Viscount didn’t stop midway.
 Gawain nodded silently and thought he had finally seen a normal Holy Light Cleric. How could a Cleric actually obtain the skills of Shoryu Bone Setting and the One-inch Sober Fist?1
 The healing process was probably going to last for a period of time. While the servants gathered around their master, Gawain started to look around and conducted his own inspection of every corner in the study room.
 No one had any suspicion of his behavior as the servants assumed that the Duke was actually inspecting the murder scene. Butler Carter who might have possibly stopped Gawain had already become the guilty party and had fled this place.
 Gawain’s vision was shifting around this sealed-up study before he frowned.
 This place wasn’t suitable to be a study. It might be on a high level in the castle, but it was an environment with rather bad lighting. The ancient castle’s narrow and unfitting windows were especially prominent as the entire room only had one narrow window. Even during the brightest time of the day, it was hard for the room to have plenty of illumination. The magic crystal lamps that were embedded in the walls had an obvious problem. Even though the lamps were lit up, the room was enveloped in a hazy and dusky atmosphere.
 
 No, it might not be a problem with the magic crystal lamps…
 Gawain’s line of sight fell on one of the lamps. The lamp’s light was actually very bright, but the radiance seemed to be restrained by some force; therefore, it was unable to illuminate the room.


 The friendly and cheerful Viscount Victor would normally work in such an eerie study?
 Gawain arrived at the side of the room where there was a massive bookshelf leaning against the wall. It was filled with a huge quantity of exquisite books with thick covers that were arranged neatly and orderly. Many of the books’ spines were inlaid with golden or silver ornaments, which was the classic trait of a noble’s book collection.
 In Gawain’s opinion, it had multiple functions. The book could be read when it was required for the intellectual contents, and it could also be used to smash someone when required for defense. If the clan declined, the gold on the book covers could be used as funds to rebuild the clan. Apart from the fact that the books might fall off the shelf and cause paralysis when reading, these heavy and exquisite books were simply the example of ‘knowledge is power and money’.
 In reality, this era had plenty of books that were heavy and exquisite. They were originally ‘luxury goods’ that the wealthy could possess. Sometimes, the number of books in a castle’s collection would directly reveal the foundation and wealth of a noble even if they could hardly read the books in a single lifetime.
 But Viscount Kant obviously wasn’t collecting these books to hold up his reputation. Most of the books’ covers were already worn and deformed to a certain degree. This was a sign that it had been frequently flipped through. Some of the book covers even had the marks of repair that was done with glue, leather, and golden or silver leaves. This was a behavior that would only be seen in book lovers.
 However, when Gawain looked through the books, he noticed that the marks of repair seemed to have been done a long time ago, and those golden or silver leaves had already changed in color. The leather pasted on it would also have many abrasions, and there wasn’t a single book on the shelf that was even slightly new.
 It seemed that at some time, Viscount Victor Kant seemed to have lost interest in these ‘ordinary books’?
 Then what was he reading? The sorcery books that were given by the Eternal Sleepers?
 Gawain then turned to a small table behind the study table. The table was stacked with some documents and files that were not being used for the moment. Gawain’s eyes were suddenly attracted by an unfolded piece of paper.
 On it were some careless writings of recent transactions, and they seemed to be raw data that weren’t recorded into the accounts in time. Among the list, there was a particularly prominent record, and it was the remuneration for a certain mercenary group and the deposit for the next operation. Under the contents for the job, it was written with ‘collection of raw material’.
 Was this a record of the hiring of mercenaries to capture refugees? Evidence?


 Gawain frowned, and just as he was walking closer to the piece of paper, he suddenly heard a commotion from the servants at the back. Additional radiance entered this slightly dusky room.
 Gawain turned around and was rather surprised to see that Viscountess Lilith Kant was standing at the entrance. The sickly madam was so skinny that she was like a shadow. She was holding onto a portable lamp that she probably used to run from the north tower all the way here. Her eyes were widened as she saw everyone crowding around Victor Kant, while her face was filled with fear and astonishment.
 “What happened!?” Lilith exclaimed before she stuttered. “Who—who can tell me… Victor, he… What happened?!”
   “Madam, Madam, please don’t be alarmed. My lord is fine.” The Holy Light Cleric quickly stood up and said, “Thank the God of Holy Light’s blessings. My lord merely suffered a physical wound and is only unconscious due to shock. Duke Gawain fed my lord with medicine promptly, and with my healing spell, my lord is now safe.”
 While speaking, the Holy Light Cleric raised his hand and attempted to summon a ray of Holy Light to pacify the madam’s fright. But Lilith Kant simply ignored the Cleric and staggered as she ran to Victor’s side. She checked to see that Victor was indeed breathing before she let out a breath of relief and looked at Gawain. “Thank you… Thank you for saving him.”
 “It is something I should do.” Gawain nodded slightly before looking at the surrounding servants. “It is too congested here. Your master needs fresh air. Apart from the personal servants, the rest of you are dismissed.”
 Gawain wasn’t the master of this castle, but when he gave the instructions, no one opposed. Most of the servants left the room immediately, and after ensuring that the healing spell had already taken effect and that the Viscount didn’t require any more spells, the Holy Light Cleric had also dismissed himself.
 Viscount Kant’s wound had already healed. A high-ranked male servant was wiping the blood off the Viscount’s body, while the viscount gradually awakened.
 His line of sight focused for a moment before he clearly saw the situation in the room. He saw Gawain first and was stunned for a moment. Immediately after, he saw Lilith who stood in front of him and immediately got nervous. “My love! Why are you here?!”
 “I… I heard that something happened in the castle…” Lilith Kant appeared to be rather nervous as she said, “Then I ran over to see you…”
 “I am fine.” Viscount Kant used some effort to wave his hand as an indication for the personal servants to be dismissed. He then attempted to stand up in a weak manner but failed after trying his best. Lilith immediately stepped forward to support him, but he grabbed Lilith’s arm and said, “You don’t have to worry. Instead, I am very worried that you are here.”


 “I—I am okay.” The viscountess spoke frantically and turned to nod at Gawain. “The Duke rescued you in time and even called for the Cleric. My love, what exactly happened?”
 “Thank you for helping.” Victor Kant immediately thanked Gawain and frowned while he slowly inhaled. His wound had recovered, but the pain of the dagger that was stabbed into his chest seemed to be lingering at his heart and lungs. “It’s Carter. Carter suddenly attacked me, and I was stunned. He seemed to have changed into a completely different person, and when he stabbed me, he was also saying something strange. Saying that the castle has an intruder and that something must be protected… I am now completely at a loss!”
 Immediately after, the Viscount suddenly recalled something. “That’s right. Carter… Where did he run to? Did he attack anyone else?”
 Just as Gawain wanted to reply, a shadow suddenly took form in the study. Amber’s voice echoed from the shadows. “He escaped.”
 When the half-elf young lady appeared, her body was almost completely drenched by the rain. Her long ears shook in the air (probably to shake off the water?) before she turned to look at Gawain. “That old butler definitely isn’t a normal person! I saw him running on the top of the castle, and it looked like he was flying. His figure would vanish for a moment before reappearing. I used Shadow Walk but was still unable to catch up to him… I pursued him to the stables at the back of the castle, but he vanished without a trace, and I couldn’t find him anymore.”
 Gawain was shocked. “There is someone that you cannot trace?”
 “Yes, that person is at least a half-god.” Amber spoke with confidence, “I am the Goddess of Night’s chosen one after all…”
 
 Gawain treated it as though he didn’t hear the statement.
 “He escaped and will probably become a threat.” Gawain looked at the Viscount and Viscountess and said, “I advise you to increase the defenses of the castle.”
 “That is for sure.” Viscount Kant nodded forcefully.
 Lilith had also nodded, but she suddenly held her head while her body started to sway slightly as though she had lost support.


 Viscount Kant instantly turned nervous. “My love?”
 
 “I… I am a little dizzy.” Lilith held her head and spoke with a little agony, “I am not feeling well…”
 “You have left your room for too long!” Viscount Kant sounded stern as he said, “Hurry up and return to rest. Don’t worry. I will send twice as many soldiers to guard the north tower. Once I feel better, I will go over to be with you.”
 “Okay… Okay.” Lilith Kant swayed as she stood up and complied with her husband’s arrangement in a daze. She then lifted the portable lamp and walked slowly to the entrance of the study[a].
 [a]I believe it’s just study, not study room, which is something else.
Chapter 179: A Sweet Dream

Finally, only Gawain, Amber, and Viscount Kant were left in the study. Sir Philip kept guard at the door. For a while, it seemed to be especially quiet inside the room.
Viscount Kant slowly took in a breath. Sensing that his physical strength was gradually recovering, he revealed a bitter smile. “It was literally a nightmare.”
“Yes, literally a nightmare.” Gawain bowed his head to glance at this old viscount. “I believe you do not know the reason for your butler’s abrupt great change in temperament, right?”
“Just as I’ve said earlier, I really don’t have a clue.” Viscount Kant seemed to space out for that one moment. Following that, he shook his head wistfully. “He’s been taking care of me for decades, always serving the Kant Clan loyally, but he seemed to have become a different person earlier—”
“Have you heard of the Eternal Sleepers?” Gawain suddenly cut off Viscount Kant. He stared at the latter’s eyes and asked bluntly.
 Amber at the side couldn’t help stealthily moving her hand towards the dagger at the waist and shrinking towards Gawain’s shadow at the same time.
“Eternal Sleepers?” Viscount Kant frowned and then slowly nodded. “Yes, I’ve heard about them. They are believers of the fallen God of Dreams. It is said that they would steal into the victim’s subconscious when the person is having a nightmare, then control and even replace the person’s consciousness. Could it be that Carter had been controlled by the Eternal Sleepers?”
Seeing such a reaction from Viscount Kant, Gawain remained expressionless. He did not reveal the slightest hint of changes in emotions. Following that, he shook his head. “In any case, what you need the most now is rest. ——Have a good sleep and allow your physical strength to recover. And I suggest it’s best that you get more servants to come keep you company. You’re getting old, and you’ve lost too much strength this time. You need someone to keep an eye beside you to be safe.”
Viscount Kant bowed his head sincerely. “Thank you for your concern.”
 
 Gawain and Amber left the study. Sir Philip who kept guard at the door immediately came forward. “Lord, what’s the situation inside?”
 “Viscount Kant has recovered —— other than being a little weak.” Gawain walked forward on quick steps while speaking in a low voice, “The current clues all point to that old butler —— at least that’s what it looks like on the surface.”


Sir Philip faltered for a moment. “On the surface? Lord, do you still have other suspicions?”
 “The timing for Butler Carter’s ‘change in temperament’ was too perfect.” Gawain frowned. “If he was a heretic of the Eternal Sleepers or a Beyonder bewitched by the Eternal Sleepers, then he should have been prepared with all responses before we arrived at the castle. And if he wasn’t able to, then he simply shouldn’t have taken any action because all the slave-capturing plans were authorized by Viscount Victor. The ‘resurrection’ of the Viscountess would also steer the suspicion toward Victor Kant. Butler Carter didn’t need to do anything, and he could naturally be clear of any suspicion —— the suspicion had long been on Viscount Kant.”
Amber blinked and was slowly enlightened. “I remember it was when we were discussing our suspicions about Viscount Kant that Butler Carter suddenly carried out the assassination… He was actively shifting the suspicion onto himself? So that butler’s true motive was actually to protect his master?”
 Then she promptly came to a revelation. “No wonder! That’s why that dagger avoided his vital parts!”
 “In this way, we can instead be even more sure that Viscount Kant must be the one behind all this!” A hint of eagerness showed on Philip’s face; a sense of righteousness began to pound in this young Knight’s chest. “Lord, it’s time to destroy that heretic cult believer’s plans!”
Gawain wore a solemn look. He still had a nagging feeling that he’d let something slip but ultimately had to nod his head. “We indeed cannot delay it any longer. But before alerting Viscount Kant, we have to first find the core that sustains the ‘illusory space’, suspend the ritual magic, and separate Viscount Kant from that magic core. If my judgment is right, the item sustaining this magic should be a lantern.”
“Lantern? Doesn’t the Viscountess often carry a lantern in her hand?” Amber recalled at once —— she was very conscious about anything that looked valuable, and that lantern looked to be of great value. “Is it that one? Then I can just go steal it?”
 “It does look the same, but I’m afraid the lantern in Lilith Kant’s hands is merely a counterfeit.” Gawain shook his head. “The true lantern possesses extremely evident magical power. It should be placed near where Lilith Kant often stays at.”
The trio was already back at the guest room at this point. Gawain poured himself a glass of water but didn’t drink it. Instead, he looked towards Amber after some brief contemplation. “I need you to go do something —— your old profession.”
 “No problem, I’m skilled in such things.” Amber instantly patted her chest with a cocky look. “Say it. Where are the Kants’ ancestral graves at?”
 “…I’m not telling you to go dig up their ancestral graves!” Gawain almost didn’t catch his next breath. He thought: Luckily, he had yet to drink water. Otherwise, he would certainly get choked to death by this ultimate disgrace. “I’m getting you to go find the real lantern ——and if possible, steal it.”


 “So I ultimately still have to steal a lantern.” Amber rolled her eyes. “Then you’ve got to give me a rough scope? This castle is huge!”
“North tower. Lilith Kant resides in the north tower throughout the year. If I haven’t guessed wrongly, it will be in the cellar,” Gawain said. “Supposedly, she lives there because of her weak constitution and photophobia1, but it seems more like a kind of house arrest.”
Amber lifted a brow. “Cellar? The shadow power of that sort of place is very strong. It’s where I can put my skills to good use!”
After Amber set off, it was only Gawain and Sir Philip left in the room. The latter quietly stood in a spot near the door, responsible for being on guard, while Gawain held his water glass and pondered in detail about the source of that slight sense of conflict in his heart.
Sir Philip broke the silence. “Lord, is it really okay getting Amber to go steal the core of the ritual? With her combat ability…”
 “If everything goes smoothly, she wouldn’t need to fight at all. If she really met an enemy and found it difficult to succeed, she would definitely run back at the first moment,” Gawain said as he shook his head. His gaze landed on the water glass in his hand; the lightly rippling water surface reflected his face while his thoughts were drifting somewhere even farther. As his thoughts wandered, the lantern in Lilith Kant’s hand suddenly appeared in his mind.
He vaguely remembered, 700 years ago, after he’d gifted that lantern to Selena Gerfen, she had fused the power of the lantern with her own dream theurgies. But what was the specific use for it?
  Selena seemed to have mentioned it before… She roamed in the nightmares of the soldiers; those dreams were often filled with warped, disorderly paths and layers of dense fog, and the lantern was able to show her the right path, such that she was unlikely to get lost in the dream realm and was able to see the dreams’ actual appearances clearly…
A lantern that showed the way… Lantern?!
 Gawain suddenly realized where the biggest blind spot of his thinking had been.
 And upon becoming aware of this blind spot, an off-the-wall, unbelievable truth swiftly took shape in his guesses. This truth was so against reason, so unimaginable, but it was probably what had truly happened in this castle!


Gawain suddenly stood up and set the water glass in his hand on the table. Sir Philip who stood by the door was startled. “Lord?”
“We got it wrong!” Gawain swiftly strode towards the door. “We got it completely wrong from the very beginning!”
Sir Philip was confused by Gawain’s disjointed exclamation. “Got it wrong? What have we gotten wrong?”
Gawain pressed his hand on the door handle, turned back, and focused on the young Knight’s eyes with a frown. “This isn’t Viscount Kant’s dream! Quickly come with me!”
The two left the room, and in the course of hurrying down the entire corridor, Gawain rapidly conveyed his guesses and discoveries to the Knight beside him.
Philip’s eyes grew wider and wider. By the end, his entire being was already thoroughly stunned. “The—there would actually be something like that?”
Then he promptly came back to his senses. “Then wouldn’t Amber really be in danger?!”
 “No, according to my assessment, she will not yet encounter danger at this stage because the dream creator has yet to awaken,” Gawain spoke fast. “Only, we have to split up now… Philip, I have a task for you.”
“At your service, Lord!”
 “Go to the back of the castle, find an abandoned stable, and use your evil-detection ability to search…”
Sir Philip left on orders while Gawain rushed through the corridor, up the staircase, and arrived at Victor Kant’s study.


 The study was shrouded in a strange, dull, and gloomy atmosphere as before. Viscount Victor Kant sat quietly behind that heavy desk, unmoving like a sculpture.
 This old viscount’s gaze was on the few sheets of papers before him. Only when Gawain stepped in front of him did he slowly lift his head and said in an indifferent tone. “You’re here, Duke.”
Gawain silently stared at the Viscount’s eyes. In the other party’s gaze, he saw a trace of grief and a trace of relief, but there was no fear.
“You seemed… to know I was coming.”
 “Just had some premonition.” Viscount Kant revealed a stiff smile. “You can do what you want to do now.”
 
 “I came here merely to tell you a story.” Gawain brought himself a chair from the corner and sat across Viscount Kant. Watching the person’s aged face, his tone was gentle and warm. “This story began on a night of drenching rain, more than thirty years ago…
“On that night, the Kant territory’s young Viscount, which is you, was in a carriage speeding on a rainy night. Your wife and son were on board.
“Due to a slippery block of mud or rock, the carriage slid into the mountain creek, and very unfortunately, you were flung out of the carriage.
“Mr. Victor Kant, you died on the spot —— along with your son.
“While your even more unfortunate wife, Madam Lilith Kant, clearly couldn’t endure such a blow and the pressure…
 
“So she chose to have herself ‘die’, while her husband and son ‘survived’. —— At least in a dream realm, this was how things developed.


 “That is all, Mr. Viscount.”
 Victor Kant sat quietly in the chair. Abruptly letting out a sigh, his voice was so wispy as if it was coming from another world. “Literally a nightmare, isn’t it?”
“Yes, it is literally a nightmare.”
Chapter 180: The Power of Eternal Sleepers

A torrential downpour, lightning flashed and thunder roared. The cold winds from the northern frigid zone carried equally freezing rainwater to splash on the spire of the castle. On this day, the Kant territory’s most respected, oldest people coincidentally had the same dream. They dreamed that time seemed to rewind back to 30 years ago, back to that similarly stormy night —— their young, strong, impartial, and benevolent feudal lord was driving a carriage, rushing back to town. And not too far ahead was the Kant castle’s tall and stately outer walls and towers. Everything was cloaked in the night and fog stirred up by the rain. The carriage raced down the endless road, like a dream that one couldn’t wake up from.
Gawain was walking down the deep and long underground corridor. This corridor led to the north tower of the castle. The soldiers who originally should have been guarding this section of the corridor were collapsed and piled up against each other at their posts. They were breathing, but their consciousness had been stripped through a dream realm that was difficult to awaken from. At the same time, this dream realm had also broken away from the fetters of illusion. It extended its feelers into the real world, leaving behind its distorted projection in the real world formed by matter.
Moss crawled all over the mottled stone walls, yet the moss continuously peeled off, revealing the decayed, deformed walls beneath it. The logic of space and time inside the corridor seemed to lose its regularity in this moment: the scenes of the dream realm and the scenes of the real world took turns to switch places. And those magic crystal lamps mounted on the walls also followed by flickering, making the ancient oil paintings between the lamps gloomy and strange by their illumination.
Boom!
 A loud rumble of thunder cut across the horizon. The completely sealed off underground corridor that initially had a thick and heavy ceiling was lit up by the lightning to be bright as day. Huge cracks appeared on the pitch-black ceiling, and in between those cracked stone pieces, the dark sky could be seen. Violent rain poured from the sky.
Gawain lifted his head and looked out. Through the ceiling of the corridor, he could vaguely see the entire upper section of the north tower fragmentarily floating in the sky. Those crumbled huge stones and roof were suspended in the rainy night like they had no weight, ceaselessly spinning with the shrieking wind. As they collided with one another, bits of broken bricks and rocks scattered down.
He ignored all of this, directly striding down the long corridor flooded with wind and rain. The rainwater that alternated between dream and reality drizzled on him, now soaking him to the skin, yet vanishing next. ——Each time he observed, the outcome presented was different.
The heavy oak door finally appeared before his eyes, exactly like what he had seen previously in the dream realm. Gawain stretched out his hand, but before his fingers touched the door, a segment of shadow beside the door suddenly stirred. Amber’s figure then condensed into form. “Eh! Gawain, you’re here!”
Gawain looked at Amber. “Have you found the lantern?”
 
 “I only made it here. I could already sense very obvious fluctuations of magical power here, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t open this door!” Amber’s voice sounded especially disheartened. Clearly, she had been full of confidence earlier, but failing to open an antique wooden door as an excellent rogue had severely hurt her confidence.
“Can’t open the door?” Gawain frowned. He turned back to glance at the direction he’d come from and realized that the strange corridor had now resumed its stability once more. The wrecked walls and roof were sealed up again; there was no longer wildly blowing wind and rain or mottled moss or collapsed brick pieces. The big oak door at the end of the corridor appeared to be sturdy and intact. Though worn down, it was tightly sealed.


Gawain looked towards Amber. “Did you see the rain in the corridor when you were here?”
 The half-elf wore a complete look of bewilderment. “Rain? How could it possibly rain in the corridor?”
 “Seems like you’re still in the dream realm.” Gawain was clear in his mind. “The door in the dream realm is sealed. It’s impossible to open it regardless of what you do.”
As he explained, he looked towards the oak door. Then he closed his eyes, recalling the knowledge and powers held in the fragments of the Eternal Sleepers heretic’s consciousness. “Only when you push open this door in the real world would you see this castle’s true appearance.”
 He reopened his eyes. In the corridor, freezing wind and rain rolled in with a howl; a series of cracks spread over the dark stone ceiling; moss coated all the walls and that oak door took on an aged, mottled, and worn-down look.
With a light push, the door opened.
Amber’s eyes widened the instant the oak door was pushed open; she was finally seeing the same things Gawain was seeing in his vision.
 Miss Half-Elf cried out, “How… How did this place become so run down all of a sudden?!”
Gawain shook his head. “Because this place hasn’t been repaired for an entire thirty years.”
 Then he walked in front, walking into this place that sustained the entire illusion with Amber.
 The cellar space behind the oak door was very perfectly preserved. The high tower structures above blocked the torrential rain that was pouring from the sky. The surrounding noise died out all at once; the entire world seemed to quieten down.


In the hazy dim space, the lantern’s glow suddenly lit up. The warmth radiance dispelled the darkness. Within range of the illumination, a female figure wearing a white long dress appeared.
  And behind her was the stone coffin that Gawain had seen previously in the dream realm, and many stone pillars like those in the dream realm held up the entire cellar. Countless shimmering runes sparkled on every stone pillar.
“Madam Lilith Kant.” Gawain looked at the other person silently. “It’s time to wake up from your dream.”
“Duke, you shouldn’t have come to this place.” Lilith’s eyes were filled with sadness. “If only you’d taken it as if nothing had happened.
Gawain shook his head lightly. “But it has already happened. You wallowing in this dream realm is merely an act of deceiving yourself and others —— what the Eternal Sleepers gave you was far from the best medicine. You ought to know that very well. They were merely using your hands to draw power. What they gave you was just an illusion.”
 “But I am willing to believe it. That makes it real!” Lilith Kant suddenly became agitated. “I was already about to succeed. I’d already succeeded! So long as you people don’t come, so long as I continuously hypnotize myself, I would… I would…”
Gawain loudly interrupted this woman who’d fallen into insanity 30 years ago, “You will never succeed because the dream powers that the Eternal Sleepers gave you has an innate defect —— the dream creator would forever be sober! This is an innate defect that even the Eternal Sleepers themselves could not resolve!”
Lilith Kant’s expression stiffened instantly. “Why… would you know?”
 “Because I devoured an Eternal Sleeper and received his knowledge and memories.”
 Lilith Kant’s form uncontrollably swayed. “So… that’s how you became aware of the truth here?”
“No.” Gawain shook his head. “Although I’d obtained that Eternal Sleeper’s knowledge and memories, I was indeed fooled by this ‘actual dream realm’ when I first came here. —— Unfortunately, you left behind too many loopholes that I was then able to realize the truth bit by bit.


 “Victor Kant’s study has many old books. Even the newest book had been collected thirty years ago.
“About the incident thirty years ago, the people in the territory and the castle all had fuzzy memories, and about the ‘Viscountess’, these two groups of people had entirely different notions.
“Viscount Kant appears to be the person in charge of the whole castle, but when it involves your matters, he would show evident slowness and bewilderment. This was because you worried that he would realize he was only living in a dream and set up a tight lock of thoughts on him.
 
“But these still aren’t the biggest loopholes. Instead, it was that lantern in your hand —— perhaps there is no longer anyone in this world who knows its history, but I recognize it. That lantern was something I gifted to a friend seven hundred years ago, and its function is to allow ‘the person who weaves dreams’ to sustain themselves and to seek the path in a steerable dream realm. In other words, the one with the lantern in hand is the person who is truly controlling the dream realm!”
Amber, who stood confusedly by the side for a long time, finally figured out the whole thing. Her mouth instantly agape as she lifted a hand to point at Lilith Kant who was at a distance. “So… so thirty years ago…”
 “Yes, the Viscount Kant and Young Master Belm from thirty years ago have actually died. They died instantly when the carriage plunged into the mountain creek, and the Viscountess, who the world believed had gone mad and consumed poison on the fourth day, was the one who survived. This dream realm wasn’t what Viscount Kant had created in order to bring back his love. Just the contrary, it was the Viscountess who accepted the powers of the Eternal Sleepers and remolded her husband in this dream realm —— she even allowed her own husband to be the feudal lord for an entire thirty years in this dream castle, governing the territory for thirty years!”
“He ruled the territory very well! He managed the castle very well! Even if this is a dream realm, why can’t this dream last!” Lilith Kant’s voice suddenly became sharp, hatred and insanity swiftly spread over her beautiful face, and that lantern that radiated a gentle glow was abruptly shrouded in a layer of faint purple light that reminded one of starlight. ——The powers provided by the Eternal Sleepers allowed this woman to maintain thirty years of never dying youth, but it had finally come to the time for the sorcery to demand its price. A second earlier, it had still been her controlling the lantern, and a second later, she had become the servant of this lantern. “Why did you come to destroy all this! Why must you awaken the sleeping people! If you hadn’t come… if you hadn’t come… everything would’ve been wonderful forever!!”
 A huge and distorted black shadow took form behind the Viscountess; spots of multi-colored starlight shimmered in it. It suddenly manifested a sharp claw from the illusion, thrusting towards Gawain’s chest with a whistle, and the voice that came from the shadows overlapped with Lilith Kant’s and sounded, “What good would destroying all this do you?!”
 
With the rise of Gawain’s hand, the Sword of Pioneers was in the way of the murky sharp claw. “You used tens of thousands of lives to sustain all this, and it will soon threaten every person on this entire land, so destroying it is the greatest ‘good’ for me!”
At the same time, in a heap of ruin behind the castle’s main structure, Sir Philip’s longsword was lifted up high and then swung down with force.
The castle was making frightening sounds behind him: a low rumble continuously sounded from the direction of the north tower. Although the main body of the castle was still firm, the whole north tower was gradually falling apart in the night sky, disintegrating into fragments, dispersing and floating under the dark night. And there were large brick pieces repeatedly breaking off from the roof and vanishing in the wild storm.


However, Sir Philip didn’t pay the slightest attention to the changes behind him; he was faithfully carrying out Gawain’s order. After finding the focal point of that sinful aura using his evil-detection ability, he began digging into this heap of collapsed ruin. ——The formidable power of the Knight occupation allowed him to easily blow off these decayed ruins of the stable and stone flooring. Finally, a concealed entrance appeared before him.
Chapter 181: Dawn

There was star-like radiance glittering on the entire body as the constantly squirming monster launched a ferocious assault at Gawain. Its strange limbs that were difficult to describe could transform into countless destructive forms. The “starlight polymer” could constantly form sharp claws, giant blades, bows, or tentacles. The multiple forms might be hinting at its innate nature: a product that was produced from the dream realm, it was indescribable like a nightmare, without any origin, without any end, and it was constantly transforming.
 Every time Gawain blocked the attack, he would sever those limbs and imitation weapons.
 “Unbreakable Storm!”
 Gawain’s blade was enhanced by magic and had turned into countless scorching blades of light. The shock wave swept out from his front and extended along the surface of the ground and towards the strange limbs that the monster attacked with. Those strange limbs were instantly torn into pieces by the powerful shock wave. Using this opportunity, Gawain immediately leaped up and released the “Champion Slash” that he had accumulated for a long time. A sharp blade made of white light descended from the sky and cleaved down at Lilith Kant’s body.
 Lilith Kant’s body was nearly severed into two by this attack, but in the next second, the portable lamp emitted a light purple radiance. Her torn body rapidly recovered in the starlight radiance and fused back together. The insane woman lifted the portable lamp and laughed loudly. “It is useless, hahaha, useless! I have already fused with the dream realm’s power. It is impossible for you to kill a dream! As long as I refuse to wake up, I will never die!!”
 Gawain smiled before severing a sharp claw that attacked from his blind spot. “Does the dream have everything…? It seems like the Eternal Sleepers’ religion has rooted deeply into your mind.”
 “Just give up. I admit that you are formidable. In terms of combat strength, there isn’t anyone who can defeat you on this territory, but no matter how powerful you are, you are unable to destroy a dream realm. Similarly, it is impossible for me to kill you too.” Lilith Kant’s irritable expression instantly calmed down. She looked at Gawain with cold eyes and said indifferently, “If you can treat it like nothing happened here, I can promise you that I will not make a move on your territory’s people.”
 “I can see the insanity in your eyes. Madam, that dark magic tool has corroded your mind. I will not believe any promise you make when you are holding the portable lamp.” Gawain adjusted his posture again before walking towards the starlight polymer that was already in a half-fusion state. He then said to Lilith, “Moreover, why should I give up? Could it that you didn’t notice? Your recovery is getting slower each time.”
 “Mm?!” With Gawain’s reminder, Lilith Kant finally noticed the changes that were happening to her body. She took a deep cold breath and looked at her enemy furiously and asked, “What did you do?!”
 
 “It seems like Sir Philip has already found the true “pillar” that is maintaining your dream realm.” Gawain raised his longsword and said, “Let’s see how much longer you can last?”
 In the ruined stables behind the castle’s main building, Sir Philip shattered the dark door that was blocking him. As the nightmare’s power was impaired, the indestructible doors that were originally sealed by the dream realm had lost their shield. Slashed with a magic-imbued longsword, no matter it be wood or steel, the door had been instantly destroyed.


 Behind the dark door were stairs that led underground. At the end of the stairs was a shockingly spacious underground space.
 Looking at the scene of the underground space, Sir Philip’s brows were knitted tightly.
 The vast underground hall was illuminated by the dusky magic crystal lamps. With the insufficient illumination, Philip could see the rows of square-shaped stone pillars that were arranged orderly. Each stone pillar was carved with countless vague magic runes and lines that were hard to understand. But the thing that made the young knight indignant wasn’t those evil runes on the stone pillars, it was the “thing” that revolved around the stone pillar.
 Rectangle platforms were arranged around the stone pillars, forming an orderly array. Each platform had a shriveled, dried up, and distorted human body. Those people were still alive but they might as well be dead. They were lying on a layer of soft and dark brown material while their bodies were connected to those square-shaped pillars with some sort of “biological tissue” that looked like an umbilical cord or blood vessel. One end of those biological-tissue cords went into the stone pillar, while the other end was split into multiple cords that were plugged into the skull of each individual on the platforms.
 Those people were maintained in a dream world just like this. Their mental capacities were getting extracted and drawn out while they were unable to awaken in an unending dream realm. Their physical bodies would twitch occasionally, while their throats would occasionally release a deep and indistinct murmur. However, all these were merely fundamental reflexes of the nervous system.
 On the ground between the platforms and the pillars, dried-up corpses were scattered around the ground. These exhausted “firewood” were the homeless people that didn’t belong to the Kant territory and were missing from this land for 30 years.
 “This… such… evil!!”
 Philip yelled out with anger as he raised his longsword high and slashed at the stone pillar that was closest to him.
 In the basement under the north tower, the rune radiance on the stone pillars was gradually extinguished. The power that was maintaining the “starlight polymer” was constantly and drastically declining. Gawain had an easy time as he severed the limbs that were produced from the monster that was constantly transforming. Lilith Kant’s original body was now exposed again. This time, the latter’s regeneration seemed to have completely stopped, leaving behind fragments of light purple radiance in the air that were flickering and drifting indefinitely as they couldn’t take form again.
 The insane woman let out a low roar, “How did you know…? How did you know!?”
 “When you made Butler Carter shift our attention away, you accidentally exposed your final secret.” Gawain knew that the situation was already settled and couldn’t help but let out a light sigh. “If I didn’t guess wrongly, the butler is probably a product of the dream realm too. The real Carter must have died many years ago. No one is able to vanish from Amber’s line of sight without a trace. Not even the world’s strongest Shadow Master could do it. He had vanished in the vicinity of the ruined stable, meaning that the “interior border” of the dream realm is there…”


 “In the end, you aren’t some professional Nightmare Master. The Eternal Sleepers might have given you great power, but the power is borrowed from the ancient portable lamp. And you… are just a dabbler.”
 Lilith Kant’s face was getting increasingly distorted as she heard Gawain’s words and suddenly grinned. “You just reminded me. I still have the portable lamp… It might not be completed, but the lamp’s accumulated energy is already… What!?”
 She lowered her head and looked at her hand with astonishment. That portable lamp that was emitting magical radiance had suddenly been replaced by an ordinary barn lantern. Amber’s figure appeared in the distance, and the portable lamp was now in her hands.
 The half-elf thief waved the portable lamp in a pleased manner and spoke in an unbridled manner that was just asking for a beating. “Let me tell you. Being unable to open your door is already the first and greatest humiliation to my professional career! If I cannot steal your lamp, then I shall never continue working in this line!”
 This time, even Gawain was surprised and looked at Amber with admiration. He didn’t think that this fellow would actually succeed. How many points did she add into her thievery skill tree?!
 On the other side, Lilith Kant who had lost her portable lamp was actually strangely calm. The starlight polymer gradually dispersed from behind her body while another dark shadow gathered at her feet. As she looked at Gawain and Amber, the Kant territory’s viscountess suddenly revealed a weird smile. “Do you think you have won?”
 Gawain frowned.
 “Our son… is about to return home.”
 Lilith smiled and opened her arms as though she was welcoming her son back after the long journey of many years. Her tone was filled with joy and pride. “Belm, the child I am so proud of. He has been venturing outside for decades and is already a real man, a real successor! Today is his day of return… Can you hear? The carriage’s bell is already echoing on the stone pavement outside the castle. He is on the way back to the place that he was brought up in. As the successor of the Kant Clan, to inherit the clan business and glory… You people will never be able to stop his inheritance!”
 Gawain instantly gripped his longsword. He could indeed hear an imaginary carriage sound by the side of his ears; he could hear something inhuman that was born from a nightmare alighting the carriage and walking towards the castle!
   This was the thing that had been nurtured in the dream realm for 30 years. This was the true explanation for the statement that Gawain heard in the memory fragments of that Eternal Sleepers’ heretic.


 “That which has passed away will ultimately return, return not only in the dreams, but also in reality…”
 For 30 years, everyone on this territory maintained “Young Master Belm” had been out for a journey. He might not have appeared on this territory, but those letters that came from foreign lands, the description from the feudal lord, and the rumors on the streets had made a complete outline of Belm’s existence. Lilith Kant used 30 years and countless lives to accumulate massive magic to create an “individual” that only existed in the dream realm.
 Her true objective wasn’t just to make her husband accompany her, but to revive her son in reality!
 However, in this dark and corrupted ritual, she would only be reviving a monster. An indescribable monster that was wearing human skin and was created by the subconsciousness of countless people!
 The portable lamp was already separated from Lilith Kant; therefore, there wasn’t any more reason to kill the Viscountess, but Gawain had already predicted the worst scenario in advance. Therefore, he was fearless and was gripping his longsword tightly while waiting for Kant Clan’s successor to step into this castle and into this place.
 A new being created by the nightmare wasn’t invincible. After Sir Philip destroyed the power that was maintaining the dream realm, that “Young Master Belm” was now merely a normal monster with flesh and blood that could be defeated.
 At the entrance of the castle, a black carriage had stopped in the rainy night. A “visitor” without facial features and wearing a black long coat had just arrived at the gates of the castle. He knocked on the heavy gates that gradually opened a moment later. Butler Carter was smiling as he stood behind the gates.
 The main hall of the castle suddenly appeared with a welcome team. The band was playing music to welcome the return of this territory’s inheritor.
 In the basement of the north tower, Lilith Kant’s vitality was starting to decline with visible speed. She was pale like a dead corpse, and her legs were already unable to stand. She knelt at the side of the stone coffin that was in the middle of the basement while she looked at Gawain and Amber with a provocative smile.
 Right at this moment, the basement’s oaken door suddenly opened.
 Viscount Victor Kant’s figure appeared at the entrance.


 Lilith Kant instantly widened her eyes as she looked at that figure with surprise and fright.
 “My love… why are you here?!”
 Victor Kant’s body looked as though it was covered in gauze and was very hazy and even a little translucent. He walked towards the center of the basement and spoke in a deep and gentle tone, “I am here to see you, to see me, and to see… our son.”
 “No… don’t come over! You cannot come here!” Lilith exclaimed and was miraculously able to stand again. “You cannot come here!”
 “My wife, don’t stop me.” Victor Kant’s figure swayed before he continued walking forward. “Do not disrupt my spirit again. This is my final wish in this nightmare.”
 In the main hall, the faceless visitor walked past the servants that were welcoming him. With Butler Carter by the side, the visitor’s body issued a husky and muddled voice. These were words that humans couldn’t understand, but Carter seemed like he could understand. He was also smiling and constantly nodding as he accompanied his “Young Master” across the hall and across the hallway.
 In the basement of the north tower, the Viscountess rushed at her husband with futility. Her fingers passed through his body, causing her to scream, “How can this be a nightmare? How can this be a nightmare?! How…?”
 “This is all our nightmare, Lilith.” Viscount Kant lowered his head and looked at his body before looking at his wife. “Give up. It is time for you to wake up. You are already awake.”
 He walked past the Viscountess and arrived at the stone coffin and placed his hands on the lid of the coffin.
 After opening it, Viscount Kant turned to look at Gawain.
 
 “I thank you for your help, Duke Gawain Cecil. You are just as the history described, a hero who rescues people.”


 The heavy coffin lid was pushed open.
 Viscount Kant looked inside and saw a set of scattered and smashed bones. Beside the bones was another set of significantly slimmer bones.
 In between the two corpses was a woman lying down quietly with her eyes shut. Lilith Kant’s true body had been resting eternally in this stone coffin.
 “It is finally dawn…”
 
 Accompanied with a sigh, Victor Kant’s figure gradually dispersed in the air. “Lilith Kant” who was standing outside the stone coffin had also vanished.
 An angry yell echoed from the castle’s main building. Until the end, the faceless visitor was unable to step into reality.
 Sir Philip left the underground hall with exhaustion, and after climbing out to the surface, he looked at the sky with surprise. The rainstorm had already stopped, and a line of light appeared on the horizon.
 “It is finally dawn…” the young knight mumbled.
Chapter 182: Letter and Shambles

Gawain was obviously surprised to see Lilith Kant and Viscount Kant vanish like smoke.
 He didn’t imagine that Lilith Kant was also a product of the nightmare.
 In his original deduction, Lilith Kant should be a living person and the only sober “dream creator” in the castle. It was obvious that he had made an error in his judgment.
 Gawain immediately understood when he and Amber arrived at the giant stone coffin and looked at the two sets of skeletons and the Viscountess’s corpse that was being protected by magic and had yet to decay. Lilith Kant was truly dead, but she died probably to activate this horrifying dream-creation ritual or so that she could have “contact” with her husband and son. She had truly given up her life.
 She had been lingering in the basement of the north tower and lingering the castle while holding the portable lamp. However, it was merely her shadow… No wonder the Viscountess, who was the ‘dream creator’, had never left this castle for 30 years. It wasn’t because she didn’t wish to leave but because she was already unable to leave this place.
 But such matters didn’t matter anymore as the dream realm had ended. The real world’s sunlight now illuminated this dark and ancient castle. Be it the dream creator or the dreamers, they had gone back to where they were supposed to be when the dream realm ended.
 They left behind in the real world nothing but shambles.
 Amber was still a little stunned as this unbelievable experience caused her mind to be in a complete mess (of course, her mind might frequently be in a complete mess). She looked at the three corpses in the stone coffin for a long time before saying, “So, we were actually in a tangle with three dead people for such a long time?”
 “It is this land that has been in a tangle with them for thirty years.” Gawain shook his head and said, “The Eternal Sleepers… are indeed the most dangerous among the three evil cults.”
 
 “A person that climbed out from a coffin is looking at three people lying in another coffin and criticizing an evil cult for causing their deaths. I have never seen anything more supernatural than this in my life…” It was unknown what Amber was thinking, but she suddenly quivered due to her own words. She then looked down at her feet and suddenly noticed. “Hey, Gawain. There are papers here!”
 There were a few magic-imbued parchments that were emitting a slight radiance scattered in front of the stone coffin. This was the location where Viscount Victor Kant vanished from previously. Gawain was astonished as he picked them up and read the words written by Viscount Kant. “This is… left behind by Viscount Kant?”


 “He left them behind? Are they letters for you?” Amber blinked her eyes with shock and said, “Hurry up and read them!”
 “They are indeed letters, but they are not all for me. Some are for the King, and some are letters to declare to the public.” Gawain flipped through the parchments swiftly, and the organized words entered his sight:
 “I am Viscount Victor Kant, the noble conferred by the Anzu Kingdom’s royal clan, the feudal lord of the southern Kant Town and its surrounding farms, feudal land, and villages. I swear an oath in the name of the Kant Clan’s ancestors that everything I am saying is true. The truth must be made known to the masses as a warning to everyone.”
 “My clan has been cursed by the Eternal Sleepers.”
 “The heretics used evil ritual magic to corrupt my territory. For thirty years, countless innocent people have perished in the ritual. My wife has been controlled by the sorcery, and my spirit wasn’t able to escape the curse and had been used as the accomplice…”
 “…Without Duke Gawain Cecil’s help, I will never be able to rest in peace. The Duke responded to my request for help. He risked his life to help and to eliminate the curse that has enveloped me and my family…”
 “Your Majesty… Your loyal conferred official sends his greetings. This shall be my last secret letter to you. The thing that happened to the Kant territory…”
 “Everything that happened is as stated. I use my final humanity and my clan name to guarantee that everything is truthful without error.”
 “I have no direct heir or next of kin to inherit my title and property. It is the same for my wife. The two of us have a long-distant nephew who does have the right to inherit our property, but he is innately born with an incomplete mind, and it will be hard for him to take over a noble’s duty. As such, according to the kingdom’s laws, I shall return the feudal land that I inherited from my ancestors to the royal clan. Before this, I have to repay my gratitude to Duke Cecil. This is a favor for rescuing my soul.”
 “Apart from the land, I wish to give to Duke Cecil, at no cost, all my wealth that includes the library collection, treasures, antiques in the castle, and all six pioneered farms that don’t belong to my titled land. I acknowledge that he can handle this wealth as he pleases.”
 “For all of the production from my feudal land this year, apart from the portion that will be given to the royal clan, the rest shall be gifted to Duke Cecil.”


 Apart from the public letter for the southern region’s noble clans and a secret letter to the King, there was another letter reserved for Gawain:
   “Duke Gawain Cecil, when you see this letter, my soul should already have regained peace.”
 “For this outcome, I only have serenity and joy; there isn’t any resentment. If I have to say something I am regretful for, then it is the promise I am unable to fulfill. I once swore to turn around the clan’s extravagant and corrupt lifestyle. I swore not to follow the bad example of those brutal and cold-blooded new generation nobles. I also swore to imitate your generation, to be pioneering martyrs, to develop lands, to protect refugees, to become the protector for innocent people and poor people, but everything ended in complete shambles.”
 “I am very glad that before my soul has thoroughly fallen into darkness, before everything is irrevocable, you appeared in time to get rid of the haze on this land.”
 “When I was young, I always treated you as my model and idol, so much so that I even looked forward to becoming a Knight, to charging into the darkness like you, to pioneering a few pieces of land for the residents to live in. As a result, there are six pioneered farmlands in the Kant territory. That might be the spark of light in my lamentable life.”
 “If there was a change of timing and method, meeting with you might have been the most glorious moment in my life. I am even willing to give up my nobility and all my wealth to become your Knight Apprentice with this aged body of mine, to pioneer new territory at the foot of the Dark Range, to complete the unfinished dream that I had since I was young… However, none of these will be fulfilled in the end.”
 “Apart from the wealth in the castle and the six farmlands that I personally pioneered, I truly cannot think of any other things that can be used to repay you. But I have information regarding the Eternal Sleepers heretics that you might be interested in.”
 “For all these years, I have been existing as a puppet in the dream realm. Even my thoughts were constantly guided and controlled. Perhaps due to the excessive contact with the Eternal Sleepers’ power, I was finally able to obtain an instance of free will, allowing me to understand some truth behind this ‘curse’.”
 “Please be warned. The Eternal Sleepers’ conspiracy isn’t just simply and merely the Kant territory. The terrifying sacrificial ritual that they established in this castle is just a ‘node’ in their series of plans. This node is considered a calculation node, and they have a massive plan. The plan requires more souls, and more victims will be involved…”
 “Their conspiracy might be spread throughout the entire world. Once they succeed with the plan, they will be able to drag all the sentient life forms into the abyss of eternal damnation.”
 “However, their actions cannot be traced. According to the truth that I comprehended, every ‘calculation node’ requires a large number of living people as ‘consumables’. In the south region, they might be able to secretly capture refugees to slowly gather enough for the ritual, but the number of refugees is rather small. As for places with comprehensive social order, as soon as they observe the number of missing people, they would be tracked down.”


 “I have already reported these matters to His Majesty, but I wish that you can remain vigilant and beware of those heretics that might return haunt you. In the declining south region of the kingdom, you are the people’s only hope.”
 “Viscount Victor Kant, a sinner that sincerely wishes to be a good person.”
 Gawain’s eyes had been shifting among the words, and he flipped through all the parchments until the last piece was presented to him.
 
 Amber’s sharp eyes immediately noticed that this wasn’t a letter. “Hey! This doesn’t look like a letter that is written to anyone!”
 “That’s right. This is the feudal lord’s order, and it is to be announced in the territory after signing.” Gawain read the contents of the parchment and couldn’t help but sigh. “He has relieved everyone’s liability to serve the Kant Clan on the territory. He has also given the rights of freedom to all the direct serfs of the feudal lord and the servants in the castle. He also announced that they have the authority to leave the territory freely.”
 Amber blinked her eyes and suddenly recalled what Gawain once said, “Hey, I remember you saying that such a relief should be done in sequence and steadily…”
 “That’s right. It should be done in sequence and steadily. To directly release the serfs as free residents would only make them lose the basic guarantee that the feudal lord provides. Without a comprehensive and follow-up system of land distribution, the slaves that turned into free residents wouldn’t be able to last long with the little bit of dismissal fee. They will quickly lose their freedom again and have to ultimately sell themselves and go back onto the same path as slave servants or even slaves.” Gawain shook his head and said, “But Viscount Victor Kant wasn’t an idealist that indulged in fantasy. He definitely thought of all this —but he didn’t have a choice. The Kant Clan is done for, and with the current administrative efficiency of the Anzu Kingdom’s royal clan, a new feudal lord will only arrive after a year or two. According to the laws of Anzu Kingdom, everything in the castle belongs to the noble, while all the slave servants don’t have any private property. As such, during this period of time, the people that the old feudal lord left behind would be the most miserable. They would have to think of a way to make a living. But if slaves make a living autonomously, it would be a crime. They could also steal the things in the castle to sell off, but that is also a crime.”
 “So Viscount Kant released all these people as free residents and allowed them to leave on their own will, so that they will at least have a way to survive.”
 
 Amber was stunned and suddenly felt her brain getting a little bigger. “It feels like… a huge pile of shambles!”
 “This is indeed in complete shambles, but someone needs to deal with the aftermath.” Gawain’s mouth twitched as he said, “I feel that this matter is already on my head.”
 Amber blinked her eyes in a manner that was asking for a beating. “That’s why my line of work is the best. Normally, after we finish our work, we will just leave and don’t have to consider the aftermath. But if we leave a little slow, we will be the one being dealt with…”


 Gawain looked at this fellow and grabbed her arm and said, “That’s right. You left too slow when you dug my grave previously, so you have to settle the aftermath with me now.”
Chapter 183: The Technology of the Eternal Sleepers

Walking up the stairs of the basement and leaving the north tower, Gawain and Amber finally saw the changes that happened to this castle.
 Just as Gawain speculated, the entire castle had been enveloped in a long-term illusion, and its appearance was created by Lilith Kant’s dream realm. But at the same time, it wasn’t purely a dream as the boundary of reality and illusion was particularly vague in this place. They were mutually overlapping and influencing one another. Things that happened in reality could interfere with the dream realm, while things in the dream could also reflect in reality.
 After the dream realm faded completely, they were able to see the ancient castle’s dilapidated and corroded appearance.
 The area with the worst corrosion of the dream realm was the towering north tower as half of the tower was already missing. It was severed in the middle, and the top half had already collapsed many years ago. The remaining giant stone structures were like ruptured bones that were all jagged and pointing at the sky. The morning glimmer made it look very sinister, and around the vacant tower, there were places with broken tiles and bricks that were buried in soil and in vines. On the opposite side of the north tower, the main building of the castle was preserved in a good condition. That place’s reality was superior to the illusion because the servants living in the main part of the castle were actually maintaining the ancient castle. It didn’t have many signs of crumbling, but one could still see worrying cracks, while moss and vines were growing willfully on the exterior walls. As the dream realm’s power faded, those vines and moss had actually reached to the top of the tall main building.
 When walking towards the main building of the castle, Gawain and Amber encountered Sir Philip who was rushing over.
 The young knight didn’t experience any combat, but destroying the powerful magic core alone was enough to make him exhausted. Philip looked very tired as his eyes were glimmering with a deeper mental exhaustion. After seeing Gawain, Philip was immediately invigorated and stood straight. “Your Excellency! I am glad to see that you are safe!”
 Gawain looked at Philip and nodded lightly. “It seems like you have seen something that put immense mental pressure on you.”
 “Yes, it is as you expected.” Philip sighed and said, “The place that Butler Carter vanished was the dream realm’s ‘interior border’. That place has a… ritual site that is filled with evil and blasphemy. I am truly unable to describe that scene.”
 Gawain nodded. “Bring me over to have a look. You didn’t tear down that entire place, right?”
 
 “Of course not. They are the evidence of the heretics’ crimes.” Philip nodded and said, “But those victims… probably can’t be saved.”
 “…I expected that.” Gawain sighed and said, “Bring me there to take a look at the situation. That’s right! Amber, you make a trip to the castle first. I can guess that the people there should have awakened and are probably panicking. Go and look for the castle’s advisor, treasurer, chief knight, and that cleric. Ask them to stabilize the people and to gather all the supervisors and Knights of the territory. As soon as possible, I will go to the main hall and take charge.”


 Amber blinked her eyes. “Are you sure those people will listen to me?”
 “You are now considered as a personal guard of the Duke. Do you think that servants of an ordinary noble clan will have any authority to talk back?” Gawain looked at Amber before saying, “Furthermore, the dream realm has ended, and the happenings of this castle over thirty years will be acknowledged by everyone’s mind. This unimaginable notion would cause everyone to sink into a great panic. Under such a situation, people are very easily influenced.”
 Gawain’s latter half of his statement didn’t even make it into the brain of the half-elf. When Amber heard the first half of the statement, she had already started to drift as her mind was rapidly revolving with at least 60 ways to get rich and 80 ways to swindle. Basically, everything was revolving around her using this fake authority, but it was a pity that she merely drifted for a few seconds before she was already seen through by Gawain. Gawain immediately glared at her and said, “If you dare to make use of my name to swindle and cheat, I will smack you onto the wall!”
 Amber rolled her eyes. “Can’t you change your method of threatening me?”
 “Then I will smack you into the ground.” Gawain shook his hand and turned around while saying, “In short, if you dare to swindle anyone, I will smack you onto the wall. If you dare to steal something, I will smack you into the ground—”
 However, the frank Sir Philip quickly followed Gawain before asking with concern, “What if she deceives you saying that she didn’t steal anything after she finished stealing the things?”
 Gawain stopped and looked at Philip quietly before saying “…Have you considered perming your hair?”1
 “Ah?”
 Gawain sighed in his heart: As expected, the worst part of being stranded in another world is the inability to communicate with natives using my usual language even when the opposition is just a side character.
 The duo arrived at the hall that Sir Philip discovered.
 The magical energy that lingered in the hall had already scattered, while the oppressive and maniacal aura had also vanished. However, it was still a sinister and horrific place. In Gawain’s vision, the platforms that were arranged around the stone pillars were like dissection tables emitting the stench of blood. On the dissection tables, the “lambs” that were waiting to be slaughtered were still alive.


 Gawain noticed that the heads of the victims were connected to the stone pillars through some kind of biological-tissue tubes. They were growing with blood vessels and nerves that, obviously, didn’t develop from the human brain and were actually mutated. One end of the tube was connected to the foundation part of the stone pillars, and there was a layer of swelling and distorted flesh structure. It seemed just like an independent organism that was sticking close to the runes on the stone pillars. The other end of the tube was connected to the human body, and it should be an outcome due to a certain kind of parasite (or surgery).
 As Sir Philip had destroyed the runes on the stone pillars, those “biological tissues” that were attached to the stone pillars were showing signs of weakening and were at the point of demise. They were starting to wither and split, while pale red liquid flowed out from the cracks. The victims that were connected together were mostly dead.
 Those that had yet to perish were obviously beyond rescue. They had been connected to those “nerve cords” for too long, and their individual consciousness was already extinguished. The brain tissues had suffered irreversible damage and their remaining brain nerve cells were simply providing calculative ability to the massive “human-brain array calculator”. Once the magic dissipated, they would perish soon after.
 The only thing that was worth rejoicing was that they didn’t have to experience any more suffering in this process.
   “I cannot identify what this thing is.” Sir Philip endured his disgust as he crouched down together with Gawain at one of the stone pillar foundations. He used his sword sheath to point at the squirming and contracting biological tissue at the front. “Even in the records of those ancient books that contained the most insane black magic and the crazy talk of those heretics, I have never heard of the existence of such… life forms. The Eternal Sleepers are not Druids. They don’t have the ability to reform species or to summon life. They must have found these biological tissues from some place and reproduced it, using it to extract the soul. But… where did they find these things?”
 “Perhaps these things were bred by the Oblivion Association on behalf of the Eternal Sleepers.”
 Gawain frowned and said, “They are associated after all.”
 Sir Philip was astonished. “Do those evil cults have such a close relationship?”
 “If the reason for their corruption is what I am thinking, their relationship might be far closer than what most people imagine.” Gawain sighed and said, “As compared to that, I am more concerned about the ‘technology’ that the Eternal Sleepers are using.”
 Philip was just a soldier and was rather slow-witted in this aspect. “Technology?”
 “Viscount Victor mentioned it in the letters he left behind. This is a ‘calculation node’ constructed by the Eternal Sleepers.” Gawain pointed at the nerve cords that were connected to the victims and said, “It seems like they are attempting to replace the real world with a ‘true dream realm’, and using the power of the dream realm to materialize something. It requires a terrifying amount of calculation ability. You can simply understand it as the brain’s capacity. It is a feat that no mage’s brain could accomplish. Therefore, they thought up this insane idea to connect the brains and create a ‘human-brain array calculator’. Do you understand what this means?”


 “Does this mean they will kill more people?”
 “That is just the surface. The deeper significance is that this group of heretics aren’t just crazy, they are also in possession of crazy technology!” Gawain spoke sternly. “They are rejected by mainstream society and have been hiding in seclusion but are still constantly developing. They have developed a new technology that is far beyond the current era’s standard of magic. The heretics that have insane ideas aren’t terrifying. The terrifying thing is that the heretics actually have the ability to research, and they are very good at it!”
 While speaking, Gawain stood up and looked at the entire underground hall.
 “The most frightening thing is that if this crazy technology that they created is used in the right place, their technological advancement will be faster and more terrifying…”
 After collecting the stone rubbing of the runes and the samples of the remains, Gawain and Sir Philip left this place.
 After the dream realm’s power faded, the castle’s main hall was transformed into one of the smallest areas. Apart from the exterior walls, support pillars, and the ceiling that suddenly exposed the signs of 30 years of aging, this place was still brightly illuminated, clean, and fresh. The servants that lived in the castle were actually cleaning the place on a daily basis, but the overlapping trait of the dream realm and reality had ensured that the effects of their cleaning weren’t just restricted to the dream realm.
 In fact, due to the ending of the dream realm’s effect, the indistinct and gloomy aura that constantly lingered in this place had also vanished. The castle’s main hall was now much warmer and more peaceful than before.
 However, the warm and peaceful atmosphere couldn’t relieve the anxiety of the people gathered in the main hall.
 Fear had enveloped everyone’s hearts, including the chief Knight who had guarded this place with loyalty and devotion for 30 years.
 
 When the dream realm ended, everyone in the castle suddenly awakened. Their consciousness and the memories that were obscured had all started to resolve themselves. The moment they obtained the free will to think, everything they experienced for 30 years had turned into a grotesque and variegated nightmare. They had been dream-walking in an ancient castle that didn’t stop aging and had been taking care of an illusion that had been dead for decades. Their ghost-like mistress had been pacing back and forth from the ruined north tower. Everything was so chilling that their blood ran cold.
 As for those senior servants, Knights, advisors, and supervisors, things were even more horrific. They clearly remembered when their master and young master’s skeletons were secretly transported back to the castle. They had also clearly remembered that 30 years ago, their mistress turned crazy and used magic to control all of their minds. Everything that happened after the incident, every single transformation that happened to the castle had surged into their minds.


 As for the supervisors that lived in the vicinity of the castle that were called back were now immersed in fear. Those people who frequently entered and exited this castle would be affected by the dream realm, but compared to the servants and Knights who never left the castle for 30 years, their fear was slightly lesser.
 No matter what, after realizing what they had experienced, no one was able to maintain their composure.
 Amber was now standing at the tall platform at the end of the main hall and feeling very anxious.
 
 This place was where the feudal lord would stand normally, but no one raised any objection to the “young lady” that stood atop it. Everyone knew that she was the personal guard of the Duke, and she was speaking on behalf of the Duke in this emergency. Therefore, no one doubted her and were looking at her with eyes filled with expectation.
 However, Amber wished for a chance to immediately go back into the shadows. It turned out that the feeling of becoming someone important wasn’t as nice as she imagined!
 “Everyone, don’t panic, don’t… don’t panic! The Duke is cleansing the last hideout, and he will be here shortly. Don’t panic. He is on his way here!”
 Amber stood on the platform and pacified everyone with futile gestures. Just as she felt that she couldn’t maintain the situation for even a second longer, Gawain and Sir Philip appeared together.
Chapter 184: Arrangement

The moment Gawain walked into the main hall, Amber left her afterimage behind and scuttled over. Her first statement was: “Oh god, you’re finally here! I will not be able to continue any longer if you didn’t come!”
 “Weren’t you looking forward to using my name to flaunt your awe-inspiring authority?” Gawain looked at her strangely and said, “Why do you look like this when you have the opportunity now?”
 “Sigh, don’t talk about it. It was different from my imagination!” Amber put on a bitter face and said, “When I did my work previously, there weren’t so many people looking on the side. A job environment with so much attention doesn’t seem very nice…”
 Gawain: “…As expected, I am unable to understand where your puzzling pride for your occupation came from?”
 Gawain then threw the puzzling half-elf thief to the side and walked up the tall platform with large strides.
 Dozens of eyes in the main hall immediately shifted onto him.
 Gawain took a look at the people below and saw the castle’s advisor, treasurer, Chief Knight, and also that Holy Light Cleric that he met yesterday night. He could also see plenty of village officials that had anxious and terrified expressions. They must be the supervisors that were helping to take care of the Kant Clan’s businesses in the towns. After seeing their individual expressions, Gawain knew that the situation was almost the same as his prediction.
 “Ladies and gentlemen.” Gawain spoke in a deep and calm tone. With his imposing height and presence, he had successfully made everyone calm and composed. “I think all of you should be in a confused and fearful state. You must have suddenly realized what had happened for the past decades. Those experiences are entirely different from your memories and perception. I am here to answer all your doubts.”
 “Yesterday night, something significant happened in the castle. I am regretful to tell all of you that the Kant Clan has reached its end…”
 
 Gawain used the simplest and most straightforward method to reveal the truth to everyone. He allowed them to know the truth as they needed to continue maintaining order in the Kant territory for this period of time. Furthermore, they had to take up the responsibility of communicating with the surrounding noble clans and the investigators sent over by the king. Gawain chose rather subtle words to describe those overly frightening parts, like how the old stables had a stack of corpses, or how this piece of land was just one step away from being corrupted by the nightmare.
 After all, that “Young Master Belm” had already stepped into the real world with both his feet!


 It might sound as though he was deliberately scaring everyone; therefore, he simply brought everyone to personally see the scene, and it would allow them to better understand what exactly happened.
 When Gawain’s narration ended for now, the main hall sank into a temporary atmosphere of utter silence. Concerned discussions finally echoed after a few minutes later. The Church of Holy Light’s Cleric was constantly drawing the holy symbol on his chest while attempting to eliminate the fear that lingered in his heart. As for the white-haired Chief Knight who was the Kant Castle’s Knight instructor couldn’t help but ask, “Then what should we do?”
 “In regards to this land’s future, Viscount Kant has already made arrangements.” Gawain nodded and took out the letters that Victor Kant had left behind. “Viscount Kant might have been trapped by the nightmare, but he was still a tenacious warrior. You should be thankful to him as he used the remaining strength of his soul to arrange a way out for everyone. Firstly, it is regarding the rights of inheritance of this territory…”
 After clearly explaining every arrangement that Viscount Kant made and encouraging all the supervisors that were present, Gawain gave everyone the time to have their own discussions. He then stated his standpoint by leaving the tall platform and resting at the tea table on the west side of the main hall.
 This was showing a kind of attitude that the Cecil Clan wouldn’t be using this opportunity to strike and annex the Kant territory. This kind of annexing was rather common in this era, especially after the second royal court was established. The royal clan’s restriction on the various noble clans had declined greatly. It was very common for the smaller noble clans at the borders of the kingdom to mutually consume and take over each other. As such, when Gawain made this gesture, everyone felt at ease.
 However, it was obvious there were people with different thoughts. Gawain sat for just a short moment before a short and stout middle-aged man wearing a black coat walked over. He bowed in front of Gawain to express his regards before speaking with a rather nervous but respectful expression. “Your Excellency, I am the advisor for Viscount Kant, Patrick Pom. There is something I wish to discuss with you.”
 “The advisor for the old Viscount?” Gawain looked at the stout man who looked honest and had a somewhat scholarly aura. He had an image that was rather fitting to be a “noble’s advisor”. “Why are you looking for me?”
 “It is like this. We have lost our feudal lord, and it is even worse as we have also lost Butler Carter. Without a person to lead the overall situation, a mere affairs advisor like me actually has to take up the heavy responsibility to maintain order in the entire territory. I am very worried my prestige is insufficient.” Patrick was rather nervous as he spoke while standing. It was obvious that he was experiencing great pressure as this was the first time he was facing Gawain who was of high nobility. “Of course, I understand that this request is a little overboard. It is fine even if you don’t agree.”
 Gawain raised his brows but didn’t look too surprised. “You are saying for me to take over the role of the feudal lord temporarily?”
 “This seems to be the best choice.” Patrick helplessly spread his hands and said, “You are the person with the most prestige that we can contact and also the most capable noble. Apart from you, no one else can control this situation. Furthermore, you have rescued this land. Therefore, it is very reasonable. I don’t think anyone will express any objection if you were to take over.”
 However, Gawain merely laughed and spoke unhurriedly, “I have no intention to become the feudal lord, not even as a substitute.”


 Patrick obviously felt uneasy and said, “But…”
   “I am not finished yet.” Gawain shook his hand and said, “If I am to become the Kant territory’s feudal lord in this situation, you people might know what is happening, but the other noble clans outside the territory will not think the same way. The Kant territory is just a small piece of land, and I do not wish for it to become a stain on my reputation. This is both a private and official matter. Viscount Kant is a noble that is directly conferred by the royal clan. The circulation, reclamation, and re-distribution of the land can only be decided by the King. I might be Francis II’s senior, but I don’t plan to use this point to violate the rule that me and Charlie had set down.”
 “…You are indeed fair and upright.”
 “Of course, I understand your difficulties. So I will declare with my title of Duke Cecil that I will protect this land before the Kant territory obtains a new feudal lord. Once this land has a new feudal lord, my protection shall also end.”
 Patrick blinked his eyes and seemed to have understood Gawain’s long-term considerations. He lowered his head respectfully and said, “Your arrangements are indeed meticulous.”
 Gawain nodded and took this moment to give his instructions. “I hope you can put out a notice telling those dismissed castle servants and serfs that directly belong to the feudal lord that if they are having a difficult time trying to make a living, the Cecil Clan is willing to receive them at any time. They will be treated fairly as free residents in the new Cecil territory.”
 “Yes, they will definitely be thankful for your benevolence.”
 “Moreover, Viscount Kant has given me all his wealth as a present to me. But I feel that all of you need it even more. Therefore, apart from the farmlands that are closer to the south that will be part of the Cecil territory, I shall leave all the wealth in the castle to all of you. Now that the butler is no longer around, you and the Chief Knight will need to utilize this wealth appropriately. Ensure that they are spent on things that should be spent on, understand?”
 This time, Patrick’s expression was truly surprised as he was startled for a few seconds before he nodded hurriedly. “Yes… yes. I am very moved by your generosity! I swear on the name of my family that every copper left behind by Viscount Kant will be used properly!”
 “Very good. I believe that you people who have cautiously and conscientiously taken care of the Kant Clan’s business will continue to maintain the order of this land.” Gawain nodded and said, “In addition, considering that there is a large wilderness separating our two lands, I will assign someone to travel between the two territories and to assist you in managing this place. The Kant territory and the Cecil territory will have a much closer relationship than before.”
 Patrick lowered his head sincerely and said, “That will be for the best.”


 “There are some relatively practical matters. First, it will be the distribution of charcoal for winter. I heard that Viscount Kant and the Viscountess would distribute charcoal to the poor during winter so that they could warm themselves through the winter. There were times when rations were distributed too, although that might be the outcome of the dream realm’s illusion. However, the benefits that the residents obtained were real, and I don’t wish for this tradition to vanish along with the passing of the feudal lord. Go and put up a notice to tell the residents that the distribution of charcoal and rations will still go on this year. With the protection of the Cecil Clan, this winter will still be warm. Your people are doing the actual work every year, so it shouldn’t be a problem, right?”
 Patrick nodded repeatedly and said, “Yes, it definitely isn’t a problem. In fact, half a month ago, we had already started making preparations for this. The charcoal are all stacked up in the castle’s warehouse and waiting to be distributed…”
 After making arrangements for a few more matters, Gawain watched as Patrick went back into the crowd. That stout man started to convey Gawain’s message to the supervisors while Gawain nodded and smiled. He then picked up the cup of cooled tea and slowly drank it.
 A young female servant walked over while panicking and seemingly wanted to remedy the neglect of her job, but Gawain shook his hand and asked that frightened young lady to look for a place to rest. “It is fine. Cooled tea is rather nice. That’s right, if you cannot find a job, remember to come to the Cecil Clan. We provide food and residence, and also distribute land.”
 
 “You never forget to constantly recruit people.” Amber stuffed half a piece of pastry into her mouth and looked at Gawain with a little dissatisfaction and said, “However, you are always readily giving the best benefits to people…”
 Gawain merely laughed and spoke softly, “You will understand, but don’t ask so much now.”
 Amber curled her mouth and said, “Unnecessary information.”
 Gawain didn’t explain too much to Amber; instead, he called out to Sir Philip who was resting by the side. “From now on, you will be responsible for the communication between the Kant territory and Cecil territory. You will also represent me to supervise the situation on this land.”
 “Yes, Your Excellency.” Sir Philip nodded but was still rather worried. “I have never done anything like this…”
 
 “There is no need to overthink it. I will tell you what you need to do. Apart from what needs to be done, you are responsible for reporting to me on the Kant territory’s situation. You don’t have to stay here for a long period of time either. You simply have to make one or two trips here every month. Knight, this place has encountered a great catastrophe and will need a lot of help.”
 Philip felt his motivation instantly surging as he said, “Yes, Your Excellency, I will not fail your trust!”


 Gawain let out a breath and looked at the luxurious castle hall in front of him before he suddenly missed the Cecil territory’s fields and construction sites.
 When the aftermath’s arrangements were done and after having people assigned to the tasks, it was time for him to leave.
Chapter 185: Theory of the Helping Devil

After they’d finished all arrangements and rested for a day, Gawain and Amber set off to leave the Kant territory, while Sir Philip would stay behind for the time being with two other accompanying soldiers —— he had to stay here to supervise the implementation of the various follow-up work, ensuring that everything would be carried out according to Gawain’s orders. He also had to build an emergency center of authority in the Kants’ old castle that had lost its feudal lord to ensure that the ranked Knights, farm managers, and representatives of the different business associations would not sink into chaos.
 This was an arduous and tedious job, perhaps difficult to accomplish given Sir Philip’s individual capacity, but Patrick from the affairs advisors and that chief Knight called Wald Peric had sworn that they would lead all Knights and managers to fully cooperate with Philip’s work. Together with Duke Cecil’s grand prestige, as well as the Kant territory’s unprecedented weak state internally, Gawain believed Philip would be able to hold things down.
 After all, territory management in this era really didn’t get too complicated —— there weren’t any extremely complex personnel structures, nor were there intricate and ingenious administrative models. The majority of the feudal lord’s daily matters were handled on his behalf by people like butlers and advisors, while the end of the territory was controlled by the various ranked Knights. In other words, as long as these people did not revolt, the order of the territory could be maintained.
After a storm came a calm, the radiance of the huge sun shone down on this land that had broken away from darkness once again. Although the winds from the north were still cold, this chill no longer carried the stifling and uneasy strange auras. Light would dispel the uneasiness in people’s hearts sooner or later, and under this sunlight that hadn’t been seen for days, the carriage with the Cecil Clan’s emblem drove down a pebbled path through the small town that was gradually waking up and headed towards the south.
 As Sir Philip and the accompanying soldiers remained in the castle, other than the coachman who was driving the carriage, it was only Gawain and Amber left. The latter opened the panel of the carriage. Watching those Kant residents hurrying in the direction of the castle, she could not help but murmur, “Do you think they would understand what happened?”
 Gawain replied indifferently, “They would most likely further process it using their superstitious thinking. The incident that happened in the castle would become even more bizarre and darker by their explanations. But all these don’t matter. They will accept this reality, and subsequently, life will still go on the way it should.”
“Viscount Kant was greatly revered by the people.” Amber pursed her lips. “But now these people suddenly learned that their Viscount had died thirty years ago. It had always been an existence that resembled a spirit governing them… I really don’t know what these people would think.”
“To most people in this era, who the feudal lord is isn’t important. Even an outstanding feudal lord admired by people would hardly leave a deep and permanent impression in the hearts of the bottommost class.” Gawain sighed. “Those you can see in the taverns are all wealthy civilians, but the territory is supported by 80% of the even poorer peasants and serfs, and how many of those people would have the leisure time to think about complicated problems like a change in feudal lords? So, the only answer is — a small group of people would get into a panic but would very soon be assuaged by Patrick and Wald Peric, while the majority would continue living ignorantly and mediocrely, occasionally discussing matters of the previous feudal lord as they drank low-quality private brews in the fields, and before the next farm work arrives, toss everything to the back of their minds.”
Amber watched Gawain. Her brows could not help but knit into a furrow. “When you speak about these matters… you’re always a little frightening, so calm that you’re like an outsider.”
 
Yet Gawain only smiled, with no further explanation, but Amber was someone who couldn’t be quiet. She paused for a while and then bubbled out with a new question. “Say… you ought to explain to me now. Why did you reject Patrick’s good intention? This is a chance. Everyone in the Kant territory who has a say is supporting you. You just need to take a step forward… The Kant territory would belong to you! This area is so far from the capital. Even if Francis II learns of this news, all he can do is pinch his nose and tacitly approve this fact…”
 Gawain didn’t expect Amber to still be conflicted about this question; even more, he didn’t expect this ultimate disgrace’s brain to actually be able to ponder over such a complicated issue for a long time and not crash. Taking into account that since they were idle now, he responded with a smile, “You really think me accepting Patrick’s invitation then and there was a good idea?”


 “Why not? You’re more or less a Duke, a Duke! Is there a problem with taking over a mere viscount’s territory?”
“I’ve said before, the Kant territory is only a small piece of land —— although it is very prosperous, a grain-producing area that was known to all, it’s still a tiny area compared to the two plains on the two sides of the Dark Range and the surrounding vast subsidiary lands. And taking over such a small land would damage my reputation, so it’s not worthwhile —— but that was only said for Patrick’s ears.” Gawain shook his head with a smile. “Have you thought about it? If I accepted the position of Kant territory’s ‘acting feudal lord’, how big of a pressure would it pose to the aristocrat system of the entire southern region?”
 Amber was especially honest. “Who would know about this?!”
 “There are countless pairs of eyes watching the Cecil Clan, watching what exactly this ancient legend that crawled out of his coffin wants to do in this era, especially our neighbors in the south. Every one of them had entered a state of full alert since the day I resurrected. —— What they worry about is simply their own land because more than 80% of the south’s aristocratic fiefs had been divided from the Cecil Clan’s old property,” Gawain explained unhurriedly. “And in such a circumstance, I visited the Kant territory. In the end, in a mere few days, the Kant territory’s feudal lord and his whole family were all dead. They had yet to have an heir who fulfilled the qualifications. Hence, I turned and became the acting feudal lord of the Kant territory —— in the situation where there was no dispute, the so-called acting feudal lord would become the actual feudal lord before long. How do you think those anxious neighbors would look upon this fact?”
Amber batted her eyes. “…They’re being foolish. You didn’t come targeting the Kant territory’s feudal-lord position. You weren’t the one who killed Viscount Kant either —— he died thirty years ago!”
   “But the aristocrats of the south don’t know this truth, or even if they do learn of it in the future, they would refuse to acknowledge it.” Gawain shook his head. “People would refuse to believe what they are unwilling to believe. There’s only a simple cause and effect in their eyes — Gawain Cecil went to the Kant territory, and in the end, he became the feudal lord there. What specifically happened in between these? Who would care?”
 “Then you’re just going to be a good person in vain? Moreover, when you left, you’d actually left behind the assets that Viscount Kant gifted you in a private capacity and even told Sir Philip and Patrick to distribute those assets to…” Amber muttered with a look of resentment, but midway through, a change slowly appeared in her tone. She abruptly stopped and then lifted her head to stare at Gawain. “Hold on, then you’re—”
“Patrick invited me to become the Kant territory’s feudal lord. I will definitely reject him. However, soon, everyone would know that Duke Cecil was about to become the protector of every person in the Kant territory.” Gawain leaned on the carriage and switched to a more comfortable position. “The Knights and supervisors in the castle will still get wages. Those wages are provided by Duke Cecil. Those servants in the castle with nowhere to go will still have a way out, and this way is given by Duke Cecil. The civilians of the Kant territory will still receive charcoal to get through the winter, and when they head to the town square to collect these things, the government order stuck on the town square’s bulletin would be signed with Gawain Cecil’s name. But even if all these had happened, I wouldn’t be the feudal lord of the Kant territory.”
Amber did not make a sound, only dazedly watched Gawain go on.
“Then, I will construct an access road from the northern bank of the White River to the Kant territory. This is a part of the New Cecil territory’s northern bank development plan. Before the King’s decree is relayed, the Kant territory and Cecil territory would be connected in reality. Then, I would provide work opportunities for the common people of the Kant territory, allowing them to freely engage in trade and move between the Cecil and Kant territories. Every Kant resident willing to serve the Cecil Clan would receive the same fair treatment as a Cecil resident. Of course, in exchange, they would have to learn the laws of Cecil in this process so as to avoid going against the Cecil territory’s interests. After this, I will lay Magic Webs in the Kant territory, recruit famed scholars and craftsmen to construct and renovate the town’s dated facilities, and strive to spread the Cecil territory’s night-schooling system here too. Every Kant resident would realize that their lives did not become worse with the passing of the old feudal lord. Instead, their lives were improving under the protection of Duke Cecil. And every southern aristocrat would clearly see that Gawain Cecil had never coveted the governing power of the Kant territory. He had merely been selflessly helping his neighbor…”
Amber’s eyes were wide, and she finally choked out after a long while, “Then… if the King really sends a new feudal lord to take over the Kant territory, you—”


 
 “After I’ve done all these, do you think there would still be a place for the new feudal lord?” Gawain asked with a faint smile. “Francis II isn’t a fool. Of course, I have no objections if he insists on sending a person here. —— At the borders, you ought to know how weak the royal court’s control over this area is. An aristocrat of the King’s party could at the most serve as a not too useful spy for Francis II, but he could serve very well as the Cecil Clan’s butler, helping me manage… the Kant area.”
Amber dazedly listened to everything. Only half a minute later did she burst out with her thoughts, “You aristocrats, indeed, your hearts are blacker than anything else…”
“No, my heart isn’t black at all. Everything I do is open and aboveboard. I did not plot against anyone, nor would I take away properties from the hands of any innocent being. Think about it carefully. Have I hurt anyone’s interest in this process? Would anyone live in poverty because of my help? Would anyone go hungry and cold because of all these? Just the contrary, everyone would be benefiting, even that ‘new feudal lord’ whom we don’t know would appear or not. I can also guarantee that he would live a life better than before in the rapidly developing Kant territory, ‘the life of a border aristocrat’ that surpasses all he’d imagined.”
Amber thought carefully for a while and realized that it was indeed as Gawain had said, yet this only made her even more confused and conflicted. “Then what are you going to such great lengths for? Doesn’t the average man do so to harm somebody when he racks his brains and exhaust all schemes so thoroughly? Why are you—”
 “I benefited in this whole process too.” Gawain grinned happily. “I was merely unscrupulous in my efforts and racked my brains to let everyone live a good life. ——Helping devil, ever heard of it?”
 
Amber looked at Gawain doubtfully. “What a nonsensical term. This plan of yours is so thorough that I’m now a little suspicious that you’ve had evil designs about the Kant territory from the very beginning…”
 “Come on, all these were last-minute thoughts. —— Otherwise, what could I do? I want to help the people of the Kant territory yet cannot let myself be surrounded by disputes. I can only wind about like that.”
“Really?”
 “Of course it’s true!”
Chapter 186: After Winter Set In

The Kant territory incident finally came to an end, and it also seemed to be this eventful year’s last stir. ——Following the arrival of Fog Month, everything in the southern borders entered hibernation with the dropping temperatures. This place that was plagued by frequent ills was finally peaceful.
However, the Cecil territory’s buzzing construction had just begun. As the various fundamental machines and all kinds of factories were swiftly completed, the new populace that surged into this land in large numbers found that they actually had lots of work in this freezing winter season as well. ——Of course, what greeted them wasn’t just work for the winter and hot meals provided in the factory mess hall, they also got winter clothing specially tailored for workers and a charcoal allowance for every household.
To peasants who in past winters, could only guard a little stored food and suffer at home, counting the food in their baskets, counting the number of days to winter ending, this was an excellent life that they could not have imagined. Compared to this, the newly added bit of workload was literally nothing worth mentioning.
According to Gawain, only until the Winter Development Plan had been smoothly launched would the territory’s development be truly considered to have gotten on the right path.
Many spacious and sturdy four-wheeled carriages traveled on the pebbled road, crackling sounds coming from under the wheels. Yellow fallen leaves covered the two sides of the road; what came into sight were all maple trees and giantwood that were only left with branches. This desolate scene was bound to leave travelers in a depressed mood, but there was only a ball of warm strength in Joan’s heart.
Before the harshest frost arrived, she and her younger brother had found the last gathering point in the mountainous forest.
She stood on the leading carriage, standing up to look at the entire fleet behind her. Seven carriages carried 46 sallow and shriveled homeless people, and the ones driving the carriages were powerful soldiers armed with magical weapons. These Cecil Combatants complied strictly with the feudal lord’s orders regarding the protection of her and her brother; the protection of the refugees in the fleet was also their responsibility in any situation. Regardless of whether they encountered beasts or bandits, these soldiers did not let a single refugee come to harm —— and unlike in usual times, incidents of soldiers bullying refugees had never occurred.
This was what had her oddly surprised at the very beginning, but she had now become accustomed to it.
 This was truly an inconceivable team, and they were heading to an even more incredible place.
 
 She had never believed that there would be an aristocrat clan earnestly and sincerely protecting civilians; even more, she had never imagined that homeless people could receive free help on an unfamiliar land. But what was most, most unexpected to her was that she had actually become a “messenger” and “representative” to facilitate and carry out this process. In the past ten-odd days, she and her brother traveled all over the mountainous forest and wilderness north of the White River and south of the Kant territory. They moved at the same time with the few other teams, finding, one after another, refugee gathering points that faced extinction and placing them under the protection of the powerful Cecil soldiers. Then, they brought these fellow countrymen struggling between life and death to a safe place. This entire process was literally like a dream.
 Joan looked towards the last carriage. Tom had stood up from the carriage. He was presently waving his arm hard at her and waved the flag in his hand to draw an odd gesture that represented “everything is normal” —— that gesture was a self-creation of his, and he’d also come up with a whole bunch of “long-distance signals” with different meanings, using the way of waving flags and light to deliver messages in the party. He very evidently enjoyed doing so and took great pride in it.


“Working for the feudal lord” — these few words had immensely emboldened this younger brother of hers who was usually weak. Even without any substantial position or letter of appointment, Tom was more than ten times more spirited than before. Joan felt for a time that Tom’s excessively impetuous acts might have offended the accompanying soldiers, but the outcome now was that the “flag and light signals” that Tom invented had reached the feudal lord. The feudal lord had given him lavish praises and even standardized those signals and taught them to the soldiers in the territory…
Joan responded to Tom’s signal with a smile, then turned around, and continued looking to the front.
She could already see curling smoke and the territory’s watchtower.
The refugees in the carriage had also noticed the changes ahead. Some people grew nervous for sure; some of them struggled to their knees from the straw and torn cotton, gazing at the soldiers on guard at the tower in the distance, while others looked uneasily towards Joan. “Miss Joan, can we really… settle down there?”
 The daughter of a hunter would actually be respectfully and nervously addressed as “Miss” by civilians. This made Joan feel rather strange; she quickly shook her head with a smile. “Don’t call me that. I’m a civilian just like all of you. Rest assured, the hard times have ended. It’s Duke Cecil’s territory in front. We will set up a home there. Every person can settle down here.”
 The carriage went past the bridge, and huge brass bells were promptly sounded; the dang dang sound cut through the air. The sentries shouted the call that had often been sounded these days, “New—populace—entering!”
The muddled homeless people curled up in the straw and cotton were jolted awake, leaning on the carriage’s guardrail one after another. They saw the big and tall gate open before their eyes. The carriage went on a main road laid using bricks and “rocks”. Orderly rows of brand new houses spread out at the end of the road, curling smoke floating in the sky. The carriage turned east at the first intersection, heading towards a riverbank square.
“New—populace—entering!”
 A soldier’s sonorous voice burst out in the air; the refugees’ carriages entered the square following this call. Rows of wooden sheds stood at the fringes of the square; recorders doing the registration of population and soldiers maintaining order had long taken their places. An enormous pot was set up in the middle of a square, the stove fire raged beneath the pot, while the aroma of stewed food wafted out from the big pot.
A broad-shouldered woman with a big waist stood beside the pot, stirring the assorted soup stewing in the pot with a long ladle. Such nutritious yet easily digestible soup was food that best suited the hungry people. Not only could it quickly replenish their physical strength, it could also prevent their stomachs that have become weak due to long-term hunger from being hurt.
The instant they spotted the food, the 46 sallow and emaciated refugees on the seven carriages seemed to be put at ease immediately.


 Joan could sense such an air of sudden relief because not too long ago, she’d also been one of them on the carriage who suddenly felt at ease.
And this day, when the last batch of refugees safely arrived at the territory, was also the day Gawain and his family finally left their respective tents and moved into the new “castle”.
  Having the aid of the “otherworldly cement” that Rebecca came up with, together with the support of Heidi’s magic, as well as Nicholas Egg’s control over metal building-materials — the construction of the new residence was completed at a speed far faster than Gawain had estimated. A brand-new three-level manor sat on the originally empty space near the tent —— no feudal lord’s castle had been completed this fast in history. This naturally ought to be credited to the building materials that Rebecca came up with, but Gawain believed that the more important reason was that he hadn’t, like those conventional aristocrats, insisted on using natural boulders to construct the castle or even having the castle built on a mountain.
Constructing a villa on level ground using bricks was far easier than constructing a castle on the top of a mountain using rocks.
Gawain knew that the purpose of the construction of conventional castles was to resist enemies. Instead of calling them a certain residence, using “military fort” as a description would be even more apt. However, he did not intend to build that kind of castle in the Cecil territory —— firstly, it was a waste of money and manpower; secondly, he couldn’t get accustomed to living in those cold and hard rock houses, and thirdly, he didn’t need it.
If they really were to encounter an emergency situation, the ancient facility in the mountain would definitely be more hardy and reliable than any kind of castle of the present era.
This three-level house was probably the most luxurious big building in the territory, but if it was placed amongst the aristocratic residences of the current era, perhaps only “overly plain” could be used as an adjective for it. Gawain’s personal design allowed it to cast off the various extravagant yet uncomfortable drawbacks of a conventional aristocratic house. The entire structure was arranged with the aim of being practical and useful. When Gawain finally moved into the bright and spacious and walled study, he instantly felt that his brain-draining design previously was all worth it.
Although there weren’t any marble window sills with splendid carved ornamentation, no sparkling crystal sculptures, no vault drawings or exquisite columns in the style of the northern states — he had two magic laboratories and a mechanical workshop, and this beautiful big study before his eyes —— this study was walled!
Amber was also sauntering in the study. Miss Half-Elf seemed to be even more pleased with this residence than Gawain was. She checked the lock on every door and then inspected all the cabinets and drawers in the study. Finally, she opened the window facing the “middle square”. With her head bowed, looking at the courtyard below, she said with admiration from the depth of her heart, “In the future, I can finally climb through the window…”
“Go next door to be crazy.” Gawain looked up from his book and glanced at this half-elf. “Remember to use the door.”
 “Tch, I was just making a joke. Why are you taking it so seriously?” Amber staggered to the front of Gawain’s desk. “But then again, you’re really weird. I thought you’d stayed in the tent for so long because you wanted to build another magnificent fortress or palace. In the end, you only constructed such a place?”


“Building a palace in a territory with a total population of a mere few thousand?” Gawain chuckled. “I’ve yet to reach that level of extravagance.”
 “I heard the stir at the riverbank square earlier. I think the last batch of refugees has finally arrived.” Amber’s ears quivered. “You can finally be at ease this time… Say, what is it that you keep looking down at?”
Gawain lifted his hand and held up the big book with a hard cover and bronze title that he’d been reading since the start. “A book that is rather popular in the central and southern regions. It is said that 70% of the readers are aristocrat madams and young ladies.”
Amber’s expression instantly became weird. “A book that madams and young ladies like to read? You actually like reading such— Damn!”
 Her comment became an exclamation before she could finish it. It was because the title of that book was truly eye-catching: Gawain Cecil’s Romantic Affairs —— The Story of a Hero and Various Princesses.
 
Then, Miss Half-Elf’s expression became even odder. “This… this interest of yours…”
“What interest? I’m studying my own life biography.” Gawain sighed. “Of course, it’s really a surprise to be able to see such things…”
 The sigh in Gawain’s heart was even heavier: rising from his coffin of 700 years and seeing his own book, this accomplishment was really unreplicable.
Amber immediately leaned over slyly. “Hey, hey, let me see, let me see… Turns out you still have such stories circulating? That bunch of book writers are really… tsk, tsk…”
“It was widely regarded that arranging a heap of romantic affairs for ancient heroes is both a kind of praise and embellishment of their lives. After all, those people were dead. Neither would they jump out to criticize mistakes and give them trouble. Moreover, the heroes who’d been prettified would most likely be very pleased with this. ——When they thought this way, they certainly didn’t expect me to crawl back to the living.” Gawain pursed his lips. “I still admired them quite a bit. I only lived for a total of thirty-five years. I only had one wife in my entire life. They were actually able to arrange more than eighty female soulmates in my thirty-five years into a compact and intense life. How the f*ck did they shove this name list in?”
 
“He’s cursing, he’s cursing, eh he!”


 “Eh he, your foot! Go get Pittman here!”
 Amber was instantly stunned. “This book is his? That old pervert…”
“It’s not his.” Gawain gave Amber a sidewards glance. “I want to ask him what race the ‘sea demons’ mentioned in this book are. ——This is the only one out of numerous biographies that mentioned I had experiences of going out to sea. But in that ‘experience’, it mentioned a species that I completely do not know!”
Chapter 187: What Are Sea Demons

To be honest, seeing some strange variations in the course of reading his life biographies wasn’t outside of Gawain’s expectations. Seven hundred years of time transition was enough for those imaginative scholars of unofficial history to bizarrely make up things about any ancient figure. And Gawain Cecil was a well-established name that the entire continent knew of. Anything related to this pioneer hero’s 35 years of legendary life could be said to be an everlasting topic in the talk of people of all classes. As the saying went —— a highly meritorious and famed person dies an early death. Where would one go to find such a great theme?
At this point, Gawain was even a little glad about the backwardness of this world, glad that the cultural industry of this world had yet to be able to welcome an explosion-like development as it was still controlled by the upper class. If this place was as advanced as Earth, there would be the possibility of him seeing the pioneer forefathers from 700 years ago taking turns to get their character portraits changed and hung in the in-game stores. Charlie I would be gifted once you log in… Duke Wilder would require seven days of logging in, and Gawain Cecil would be inside the first recharge package…
 And there would be new skins launched for this bunch of people every month. Those two granddaughters of his were extremely likely to throw all their money at the game just to admire their ancestor’s new character portrait —— and he, the party involved who rose from his coffin, would remain awkward and embarrassed++ (with more than 200 ‘+’ signs), wishing he could destroy his whole family…
Gawain slapped his own forehead hard, forcefully gathering his thoughts that were starting to run reckless. He sighed and looked at the “popular reading material” full of absurd fabrications. ——Everyone knew the stories in here were fake, but it was the favorite escape literature of the madams and young ladies in the central and southern regions of the kingdom. This sufficiently proved the thriving vitality of popular literature, as well as how boring the daily lives of people in this era were.
However, as the party involved, Gawain caught some implicit truths in those carelessly concocted love stories. ——The stories in here weren’t completely false.
Apart from those female soulmates who were forcibly added in, this book mentioned many adventure tales related to Gawain Cecil. These tales did not appear in any official biographies. Outsiders might, after reading them, group them with those female soulmates as the wonderful imagination of a certain second-rate novelist, but Gawain knew —— at least half of those unknown adventures were real.
 Searching for the ruins of an ancient tomb in the Gondor Wasteland; finding clues about the Spirit of Elements; leading a small number of soldiers to look for a safe passageway when cutting across the “magic scorch mark” and stumbling upon the Gondor Master Mage group that had become crystals; going deep into the mountains during the establishment of the Cecil territory and then communicating with the elements and receiving blessings.
These were another aspect of Gawain Cecil as a pioneer. It could be seen from these experiences that he’d indeed lived like a hacker with a halo… Of course, it wasn’t important whether he was a hacker or not. What was important was that these unknown stories had actually appeared in an absurd Knight novel. This provided much food for thought.
This novel had been circulating for a long time. The original author could no longer be identified. Probably because he had worried about getting beaten up when he was writing the book, the only clue this author left behind was his pen name, “Wandering Minstrel Mr. C”. Gawain had no idea how Mr. C knew about these stories, but that was definitely a fellow who was patient and had enough contacts. He interviewed countless people who had interacted to some extent with Gawain Cecil or their descendants before he could put in order this information. And in all of these adventure tales, one mentioned the story of Gawain Cecil challenging the deep sea.
 
It was written like this: After Gawain Cecil assisted the great founding king, Charlie I, to establish the kingdom, he was deeply worried about the monsters that ceaselessly wandered out from the Gondor Wasteland, as well as corrosion from the Dark Wave that was still spreading. Therefore, he asked for help from the earth, water, fire, and wind Spirit of Elements. The four princesses of the four elemental planes (those things had princesses too?) were convinced by the young heroic Knight; thus, they offered suggestions to him. Gawain Cecil ultimately accepted the water element’s enlightenment and set off towards the ocean to search for answers.
Although he did not have a Storm Cleric as a guide on the sea, Gawain Cecil received the help of sea elves (of course, under the pen of Mr. C, another princess appeared within the sea elves in this process). The sea elves helped the fleet of ships pass through the storms surrounding the continent and pointed the fleet towards the east.


After countless days and nights of sailing, the sea elves suddenly got into a panic and urged Gawain to stop going forward because the sea area further east was the territory of the “sea demons”, and it was impossible for any terrestrial species to contend against the powerful sea demons in the ocean. However, Gawain Cecil did not fear. He insisted on continuing to move forward, thus the sea elves had no choice but to leave the party. Most of the ships in the fleet also left with the sea elves; only Gawain and a few loyal guards continued to drive the ship forward. And soon after, they met the sea demons.
The clever reader Gawain immediately expected —— there was definitely also a princess amongst the sea demons…
 But this story was a little anticlimactic here. Mr. C only sloppily recorded that Gawain Cecil gained the trust of the sea demons and was guided to a “sacred and beautiful” place. The party drank good wine to their fill for three days and three nights and then was directly tossed back to the Loren Continent by a storm.
This was clearly bluffing the readers.
 Intuition told Gawain that this story was the record of the deep-sea navigation that was missing from Gawain Cecil’s memories.
But a peculiar race appeared in here: sea demons.
Gawain was very unfamiliar with the name of this race. The memories that he inherited also only contained that little bit of impression, but all it pointed to were strange and unusual myths and weird tales, completely insufficient to obtain facts from.
Just then, a knock sounded on the door of the study. After the door opened, the Druid Pittman walked in. “Lord, I heard from Amber that you were looking for me?”
 Gawain nodded. After telling the Druid to come in, he got straight to the point. “Have you heard about sea demons before?”
“Sea demons?” Pittman touched his chin. “I’ve heard a little about the legends related to them.”
Gawain’s eyes instantly lit up. The Druids were indeed the occupation that knew the most about the races in the world. Even if what Pittman knew were merely legends and tales regarding the sea demons, the level of detail would certainly be much higher than that of the average person’s knowledge!


“Tell me about it!”
 Pittman twiddled his beard and began unhurriedly. “The legends of the sea demons are mostly concentrated in the east and south of the continent. There is rarely anyone who mentions it here on Anzu’s side. Even if they do, it will only appear in horror stories or similar thrilling, weird tales. It is said that sea demons are one of the oldest intelligent beings in this world. Their history is highly likely to go as far back as the gigantic dragons’. Long before the rise of humankind, they’d ruled the oceans for tens of thousands of years.
  “Sea demons are a race with only females. They live in the depths of the ocean in the far east, almost never interacting with the intelligent races on the continent. They have beautiful looks, but only their upper bodies have the appearance of a human. Their lower bodies are all kinds of sea monsters…
“Other than these, there are also legends mentioning that it is actually not that sea demons do not interact with humankind, but because they possess the ability to transform into human appearances. After they go ashore, they immediately blend into the crowd… Yes, transformation ability. Many legends pointed out that the sea demons have a myriad of forms. They are born without a fixed form like water. Thus, they are able to turn into various forms. A good half of the tales about sea monsters in the open sea is their work.
“In addition, legends have been written about how sea demons make plans to visit land. As they have long lifespans, they treat the observation of the development of short-lived civilizations like humankind as a pleasure. Every time human civilization undergoes twists and turns, rises and falls, they would curiously come to watch. There are also people who believe that sea demons visit land to search for certain things. There are records of interaction with sea demons that someone had left behind in all sincerity and seriousness in certain ancient books of the silver elves. And it claimed that sea demons would interact peacefully with the intelligent beings on land. They would sometimes seek help from ‘land people’, and as long as the ‘land person’ was able to fulfill their wishes, they would receive extremely generous rewards —— sometimes it was rare pearls and jewels from the deep sea, sometimes it was strange, inconceivable magical equipment. It is said that the royal clan of the sea elves have a trident that can release thunder and lightning. It was a gift to them from the sea demons a thousand years ago.
 “However, there have also been legends indicating that the sea demons seemed to have no idea about the value of the gifts they give out. They merely gift some things to land people according to their fancy. Sometimes, when you show them the way, they would give you a whole chest of pearls. At other times, when you’ve been a great help to them, they would only gift you a piece of fish ——and there’d be bite marks on the fish. The records in this aspect were also left behind by the silver elves.”
 Gawain interrupted Pittman’s narration. “If a person encounters the sea demons while sailing in the ocean, how would they treat people who ‘invade the ocean’?”
 Pittman lifted a brow. “You’ve touched my blind spot of my knowledge —— but according to the accounts in most legends, it is extremely, extremely dangerous to encounter sea demons in the deep-sea areas.”
“Extremely dangerous?” Gawain frowned. “Weren’t there many legends that mentioned sea demons interacting peacefully with people on land? They even gave gifts and whatnot…”
 “But that was on land.” Pittman’s expression was very serious. “In the ocean, it seems they would be very aggressive. Especially when lost navigators enter some sea areas that they shouldn’t, sea demons would immediately turn into terrifying sea monsters to expel them, even pursuing and attacking. They are the family clan of the ocean, possessing unthinkable powers in the sea. Even the thunder and lightning summoned by the strongest Master Mage are no match for their storms. ——There are so many horror stories about deep-sea navigation. Not all of them are groundless tales.”
Gawain frowned. “Is that so…?”


 ……
 At the same time, in the eastern deep sea far from the Loren Continent, some elegant and graceful figures were swiftly going past the dark seabed. Their snake tails or fishtails flapped in the seawater, allowing these beautiful and elegant creatures to move quickly like phantoms in the deep sea, subtle and elusive.
They were completely unaware that they’d become a topic of discussion for two humans on the faraway continent. For these deep-sea saltwater fishes, there was still very important work for them to complete.
 A sea demon crossed a “ridge” on the seabed and looked at the sight ahead that snaked and sprawled out following the shape of the seabed. The special “deep-sea vision” allowed her to look out to an extremely far spot even in this dark bottom of the sea.
A startlingly huge cirrus laid across the seabed in front. Layers of corals and deep-sea vegetation covered the cirrus. Large amounts of tattered bits of flesh were scattered around the cirrus. They’d completely lost their vitality, but not the slightest sign of decomposition could be seen.
 
And in a place even farther, at the end of the cirrus that extended out like a small-scale mountain range, an even more massive shadow could indistinctly be perceived. That was the even larger main body of flesh, where the “first excavation-site” was.
The long snake tail of the excavation team leader slapped on the seabed; then the tail was raised up high, rapidly swinging in the seawater like a flag. She gave orders to her team members in a loud voice. “We’ll dig here today! Come on, everyone!”
 The sea demons responded in unison. “Come on, everybody!”
“Don’t play too much with the ‘squid’. Don’t waste time!”
 “Don’t waste time!”
 
 “No eating engine fuel in secret!”


“No eating engine fuel in secret!”
“Start digging!”
 “Start digging!”
Chapter 188: The Sea Demons’ Excavation Plan

As to what exactly the “big squid” was, the sea demons actually couldn’t explain it either.
 About the forced-landing in ancient times, many sea demons’ memories of it were already fuzzy. Although they were ageless and immortal elemental creatures, they couldn’t remember incidents that were too old that clearly. However, the only thing the sea demons could be sure of was that the “big squid” at the bottom of the sea had already existed since the time they were forced to land in this world that had landmasses.
 This was the remains of a lifeform far more ancient than the ancient times. Its remaining cirrus meandered along the seabed like a mountain range. The gargantuan size of the bulk of its body was unimaginable. The sea demons were shocked by the size of these remains at the very beginning and feared this world for a very long period of time —— they worried that this unfamiliar world had such enormous frightening lifeforms everywhere, but soon, they realized that their worries seemed to be unnecessary.
Everything in the deep sea was full of native creatures that were weaker and smaller than them; the “big squid” seemed to be the only exception, and this powerful exception was already dead.
“Big squid” had been killed by some external force; this could be perceived from the broken corpse as well as the remaining metal debris on the seabed. However, the people who killed “big squid” were a mystery. Throughout the ages, the sea demons were never able to find clues about that powerful race or civilization. Despite having scouted the various continents, there were only some barbaric and backward aboriginal civilizations. These civilizations did not even have the ability for ocean voyages; naturally, they couldn’t be the powerhouses that killed “big squid”.
And after learning that the “Dark Wave” that periodically destroyed ecosystems existed in this world, the sea demons gave up the operation to search for that civilization even more completely and, in turn, settled into peacefully leading their lives in this ocean.
Excavating “big squid” was one of their most important jobs. This work was a link to restarting the core engine. —— Although the day of success was indefinite, sea demons were a lifeform that were very insensitive to the passing of time. Just like many elemental creatures, they also had ample patience and a lousy concept of time. Such characteristics allowed them to successfully complete the transformation of their civilization in the extremely distant past, and today, it made them content and happy as they immersed themselves in their work.
The excavation party arrived at the scheduled work site. A huge piece of remnant flesh that had fallen from the cirrus laid quietly in a deep pit on the seabed. After months of a “growing cycle”, this piece of flesh had regrown back to its size at the very start. This meant that it could be dug again.
The sea demons dispersed around the flesh tissue and drove dozens of forcefield enclosing generators into the seabed; a faint blue energy field screen sealed up the entire area so as to prevent the powers emitted by “big squid” from polluting the waters. Then, in groups of three, they carried various types of equipment and began dissecting this lump of extremely strong flesh tissue.
 
The excavation team leader roamed at the periphery, checking whether the forcefield enclosing generators were working properly. This was because these devices were only barely able to operate these days. All sorts of strange and bizarre breakdowns were common occurrences; things would easily go wrong if they didn’t watch them carefully.
But this was already much better than many years ago. At the least, more and more equipment had resumed operations —— though the restart of the core engine still seemed indefinite…


The sea-demon team leader went around to the back of the flesh tissue. This was the objective of the next step of excavation. She moved close to the rough exterior that looked like tree bark with fungi piled on it and started examining the regrowth condition of this part of the tissue.
 However, just then, that body of flesh tissue suddenly squirmed like it had come alive!
 Dark red blood surged out from its wound; muscles and skin followed and grew in a twist. They swiftly bonded to form a small cirrus with strange patterns and glossy edges.
The decorative patterns on the surface of the cirrus shimmered, continuously presenting all kinds of weird forms with its writhing and squirming. Any ordinary mind would sink into madness before these patterns: even the most tenacious valiant mortal wouldn’t be able to escape unscathed after facing them——
The sea-demon team leader watched this cirrus dazedly. After bold assumptions and calm analysis, she decided to greet it too.
Thus, her body instantly disintegrated and reassembled, changes to her form taking place in the blink of an eye. She became a cirrus exactly like the other and also swiftly squirmed and curled on the seabed.
An indescribable tentacle and a tentacle mimicked by a sea demon carried out an ecstatic dance with each other that lasted 10 minutes. Both parties did not reach any common ground, and the three sea demons who had completed their excavation tasks at the side were already swimming over.
One of the sea demons carrying the shock cutting machine used the point of her tail and poked the mimicked tentacle stuck in the seabed. “Captain, you said earlier not to play too much with big squid…”
 The imitated tentacle turned back into a sea demon instantly and appeared to be slightly embarrassed. “I thought it was saying hello to me…”
Another sea demon swung her tail curiously. “Speaking of which, there are often tentacles on the big squid squirming here and there… What exactly do they mean?”
 “Who would know? The deepwater scholars always believed that this is some sort of communication signal. In the end, there’s no outcome after so many years of decoding it. I suspect they’re just wriggling here and there like seaweed.”


   “No, this is definitely communication. Just that, we are unable to understand it.” The sea demon carrying the cutting machine said with a serious look. “If not, why do those people on land appear to be so agitated once they see these cirri? And they would even shout at the top of their voice at these cirri… This shows that there is communication!”
The sea demon team leader thought for a moment; with a flap of her snake tail, she decided, “Who cares? Cut this one down and take it with us —— since it actively jumped out.”
The sea demon carrying the cutting machine switched on the equipment in her hands, but before taking action, she asked rather expectantly, “Then… can we eat a little?”
 “Ermmmm… We should have collected enough of the reactor fuel… Alright, you can eat some, but only a little!”
“Yeah~~”
 The remaining sea demons cheered and charged towards their “lunch”.
 ……
 Meanwhile, in the Cecil feudal lord residence, Gawain and Pittman’s discussion about sea demons had also finally ended.
 Pittman stroked his beard. “Overall, the sea demons are almost a kind of ‘legendary lifeforms’. There are extremely few witness reports, and the records each time cannot be weighed. Their history is older than humankind. Living in the east of the endless ocean, they might come ashore occasionally but would not leave the deep sea most of the time. Neither would they interact with terrestrial races such as humankind. Sea demons in the ocean are dangerous. They will closely protect their territory. Any navigation that goes through their territory will incur their attack. ——But all the deep ocean routes have been canceled, so there’s no need to worry about that.”
Gawain frowned. Looking at the Knight biography in his hand, he let out a light sigh. “Legendary species is it…? If only we could find a sea demon and interact with her. Alright, enough about this. Have you checked those biological tissues that I brought back from the Kant territory? Any progress?”
Gawain took a lot of samples with him when he left the Kant territory, including the flesh of those strange biological tissues connected to the human brains in the underground hall. There were also those soft, fungus-sheath-like dark substances on the rectangular platforms around the stone pillars. Of course, the runes that the heretic of the Eternal Sleepers carved on the stone pillars had also been copied down by him. ——Although Sir Philip had destroyed all the ruins, there were still many stone pillars left; copying down the runes in various spots then putting them together would eventually give them a complete draft.


However, those magic runes were too dangerous, and their mechanisms were unclear, so Gawain did not begin the study on them. On the other hand, those dead flesh tissues still hadn’t decomposed after they’d returned to Cecil territory, so they were handed to Pittman to be researched.
“About those biological tissues, I did a series of tests.” Pittman nodded. “I’ve confirmed that they contain traces of being reformed using magic, and Druid spells played a part. The Oblivion Association clearly has a hand in it —— just like what you were worried about, the Oblivion Association and Eternal Sleepers have collaborated in the field of this ‘technology’. If they have the same kind of collaboration with the Sons of the Storm, then the level of threat that these heretic cult believers pose… would probably exceed many people’s imagination.”
 
“I’ve already written to Francis II. I hope the warning that I personally raised could make that King take things more seriously.” Gawain rubbed his temples. “I’m now most worried that the Eternal Sleepers have already taken control of a large number of aristocrats. Their powers are even stranger and scarier than the Oblivion Association. Once they’ve completed their infiltration, it would be difficult for outsiders to sense their existence again. If it wasn’t because I happened to devour the consciousness of a heretic from the Eternal Sleepers, I’m afraid even I wouldn’t have realized anything unusual about the Kant territory.”
“That’s something the King has to worry about.” Pittman nodded. “Also, I found some clues when I tested those flesh pieces —— although they all contain traces of being reformed using magic, such reformation was acquired. This means that a natural prototype exists in them.”
“Natural prototype?” Gawain instantly realized what Pittman meant. “You’re saying that those strange biological tissues were reformed using some species that already exist in nature? Are there such strange species in the world?”
 “Yes, soul-absorbing octopuses in the western shores of the Dwarf Kingdom, spirit-engulfing demons near the Ancestral Peak, demonic beings with the power of the undead. Similar developed nerve organs that can connect and control the brain tissues of victims exist in all of them. And in those tissue samples that you brought back, I also found original structures similar to those of the demonic beings mentioned, they were clearly a part of the ‘raw materials’. However, the abilities of these monsters are not powerful enough to the extent of being able to connect so many humans together to create a ‘true dream realm’. Moreover, the differences between the respective races are huge. The conventional life-cultivating spell is completely insufficient to blend them together. So, I suspect that the heretic cult believers of the Oblivion Association might have gained a breakthrough in the aspect of life fusion, such that they were able to forcefully ‘piece’ so many demonic beings together, and created a functional product that could be mass-produced.”
“…Such a feeling that the heretic cult believers have grasped core technology, while civilized society has made no progress really doesn’t feel good.” Gawain sighed. “Do you not have any better news for me?”
 
 Pittman looked a little troubled. “I do, but you might not be too happy about it either.”
 “What is it?”
 “Those pieces of flesh taste pretty good after being braised…”
“Bleuurp——”
Chapter 189: The Videos That Selena Gerfen Left Behind

The tenth day after winter set in, the New Cecil Territory’s brick-kiln yard and Magic Crystal Refinery completed their overall expansion.
 Mining machinery being put to use ensured a steady increase in the output of steel, and steady increase in steel output guaranteed successive commissioning of machine equipment in other areas of the territory. In the brick-kiln yard and magic-crystal refinery, an improved tamping machine, a crusher, a tunnel kiln, and a Honeycomb Magic Web that was of higher power output replaced the old equipment and impelled a renovation of these factories in advance. ——Although in the eyes of many, those “factory sites” that took up considerable ground space in the territory were already extremely amazing large-scale buildings, in Gawain’s eyes, they had always only been slightly bigger work sheds. Only when all the factories had been expanded once would they, to a certain degree, carry some traces of the “factories” in his mind.
Changes were taking place in the territory every day. Ample reserves of food and supplies to keep warm ensured the maintenance of personnel labor, while Nicholas Egg’s nature-defying level of metal control allowed the machine equipment to walk out of the blueprints in batches into reality like they were being printed. Gawain would see a big heap of progress reports on his work desk every day. Though reviewing these reports were significantly draining to his mental power, he found pleasure in doing so.
 Reading reports was certainly much more comforting than carrying a knife to go hack heretic cult believers —— the latter only meant there were people being assaulted by those villains, while the former meant that the lives of every person in the territory were getting better and better.
However, apart from reading reports, Gawain also had something else to do.
He had placed the “soul lantern” that he had retrieved from the Kant territory on his desk. The lantern was radiating a weak yet pure white glow.
When they first left the Kant territory, this lantern always appeared to be not too “stable”. It constantly emitted the kind of faint purple light fog that was like starlight, and so long as a person came into contact with it, he would hear indistinct weird sounds, let alone other influences such as triggering illusions and nightmares. In addition, it could not be activated and put to use according to the method in Gawain’s memories. It seemed that even after leaving the “user” Lilith Kant, the negative power entrenched in the lantern still would not dissipate. Thus, Gawain had no choice but to seal this item up temporarily and left it in a certain storage shed in the mountain vault.
However, the soldier keeping guard suddenly reported yesterday, saying that the lantern’s purple starlight had faded.
 It had returned to normal —— at least, that was what it looked like on the surface. It seemed that the kind of evil rituals that the heretic of the Eternal Sleepers carried out could not accumulate energy for a long time. So long as the ritual had ended, the forces of nightmares in the lantern would swiftly decline too.
 
Gawain lifted the lantern and carefully examined its crystal outer case as well as the exquisite brass base. Through that translucent crystal case, extremely complicated ruins could be seen slowly moving inside. Everything was similar to how it was 700 years ago.
This lantern wasn’t a product of the ancient Gondor Empire. In fact, its techniques came from the Dwarf Kingdom in the west of the continent. Those stumpy mining enthusiasts often gave one a boorish feeling, but in actuality, they were experts in working on sophisticated articles and were especially skilled in combining crystals and metals into unbelievable magical tools. The “dream lantern” was the proud work of a well-reputed dwarf craftsman then.


In Gawain’s memories, other than strengthening dream theurgies as well as protecting the consciousness of the user, it also had some peculiar little functions.
He placed his hand on the lantern and slightly infused magical power, yet not completely activating it. And in this process, he sketched out the figure of Selena Gerfen in his mind and silently recited her name in his heart.
A few seconds later, some messy and broken images began to emerge in his mind.
 He “saw” himself floating in a position about one meter above the ground. His vision swayed slightly. From his peripheral vision, he spotted a female figure dressed in a moon white priestess robe, and slightly farther, objects resembling tents and simple houses could be seen.
Excitement surged in Gawain’s heart: this information indeed had yet to disappear!
 This was the unique function of the “dream lantern” —— upon infusing suitable magical power, it could be used to record some images and sounds, and through a particular method of retrieval, it could reproduce the record in the user’s mind. Back in those years, Selena Gerfen often used this function to record images on the way during the journey of pioneering, and for a few times, she’d even successfully passed on crucial intelligence using such a method.
The only thing Gawain worried about was whether the new owner had also activated this function after Selena Gerfen’s death —— in this case, Selena Gerfen’s “videos” would have been overwritten by the new user’s. But now, it seemed that it was indeed only Selena and himself who knew of this secret function.
 The very first images were scenes of the pioneering journey. These things were present in Gawain Cecil’s memories too, so Gawain quickly skipped past them. Soon, he found the records near the end.
He hoped that Selena Gerfen retained her habit of recording images of significance at any time and recorded the scenes that he wanted to know most badly.
Finally, another image appeared. Gawain “saw” Selena Gerfen walking on a rough mountainous path, and many solemn-looking “pilgrims” dressed in priest garments or church armors could be seen ahead and behind.
In the next image, Gawain saw an open space at the peak of a mountain. A huge altar had been set up, and many priests and church Knights stood silently around the altar. In the distance, cloud and mist could be seen lingering; the mountain range in ups and downs were partly concealed in the sea of clouds.


It was the Ancestral Peak! That ceremony 700 years ago where the higher ranks of the respective sects pooled efforts to communicate with the gods!
“I’m a little nervous. Everyone’s expression is very tense. I hope everything goes smoothly.”
   Gawain suddenly heard a fuzzy yet soft female voice in his mind. After faltering for two seconds, he then realized that this was Selena Gerfen’s voice —— the dream priestess seemed to be doing a voice recording, taking down her feelings at the actual scene of the ceremony.
This was also a habit of hers.
 Then, the image swayed for a while; Selena seemed to be moving and when the image stabilized, Gawain saw a familiar figure beside the large altar in the middle of the empty space.
 He saw the Pope of the Church of Holy Light, the Pope of the Sect of the God of War, the Archbishop of the Church of the Holy Spirit, as well as each and every bishop and saint…
They were the top leaders of all the sects.
At this point in time, the “religion peace agreement” or the “ancestral peak agreement” had not been signed. The various sects were still in an opposing state, but this scene on the Ancestral Peak was totally not as blustering and aggressive as the outside world had guessed. Although the air around the various leaders was tense and solemn, it was in greater part due to this ceremony itself and not their religious standpoint.
It seemed that before reaching out to the gods, these religious leaders had arrived at a consensus of peace? Even the Church of Dreams, Church of Storms, and the Druids who later fell to become dark sects had also agreed?
 All sorts of guesses emerged in Gawain’s mind, and in this process, he saw a religious leader step out from the crowd.
 The person was dressed in sombre black robes and wore a wooden mask painted with designs of constellations and eyes. Gawain hesitated briefly before he recognized that this was the Pope of the Church of Dreams 700 years ago —— Megal III.


This Pope stood before the altar and then removed his mask and robes, standing there in only his shirt and casual clothes. And he began receiving the blessings from the leaders of the other sects, and what happened next had Gawain puzzled:
After the other religious leaders blessed Megal III, there were actually several Archmages who came forward. ——These non-priest spellcasters began releasing spells one after another at Megal.
 They were all kinds of protection; almost all the protective spells that Gawain could name had been released on this dream pope. From the magic robes that those Archmages wore and their dispositions, each of them was extremely powerful. The effect of those protective spells would be unimaginable then.
After receiving the support of these protective spells, Megal III started putting on a set of unusual “clothes” with the help of the others. That clothing didn’t have the resplendence and elegance of a priest’s long robes at all. Instead, it could only be described as ugly. It had a thick and multi-layer structure and connected gloves and shoes. Everywhere was tightly covered, and incomparably complicated magic patterns could be seen on every layer of fabric.
Only when Megal III put on an odd-looking, crystal ball-shaped helmet did it finally strike Gawain what that was:
 It was a magical edition of a spacesuit!
 
 Selena’s voice sounded from outside the scene simultaneously. “…The Pope has already accepted the blessings and magic support. He has also put on the protective magical suit that can withstand the might of the divine realm, specially tailored according to the ‘god-sent’ hints. To be honest, that clothing is very ugly, but it has all the functions it needs to have. Hopefully, everything goes smoothly…”
Alongside Selena’s soft prayers, Gawain saw Megal III walk onto the altar, and at the same time, another two people stepped out and stood at the spots of two special nodes on the outer edge of the altar.
 They were the Pope of the God of Storms, and the Druid Archbishop of the Church of the Holy Spirit.
They seemed to communicate something to the Pope of the God of Dreams who stood in the middle of the altar, but their voices weren’t in the recording. Due to the angle of the image, Gawain was also unable to read any information from their lips; he could only judge from the shape of the altar that those two church leaders would be participating in the subsequent ritual and might shoulder certain risks.
 Then the ritual began.


 
 The runes on the altar lit up one after another. The majestic energy released by the theurgy circle had the surrounding air all slightly warped. Megal, who was shrouded in the spacesuit, lifted his hand and waved hard to the popes, bishops, and saints around the altar.
 Following that, a white light descended from the sky, and Megal III’s figure vanished instantly in the white light.
 And the image sank into darkness at the same time —— the recording ended.
 It seemed that a certain powerful force had ended Selena Gerfen’s “recording” ahead of time.
Chapter 190: Heidi’s Work Arrangement

Gawain rubbed his eyes before exiting the dream lantern’s magical connection.
 When the image of the Ancestral Peak ended, the lantern didn’t put on any more new images.
 Perhaps it was because Selena Gerfen had turned into a dark priest afterward. Due to the great change in personality, she might have lost her habit of making regular recordings. It was also possible that she had an unnatural death shortly after the recording. No matter what the reason was, the clues from the lantern had ended here.
 However, these clues were already enough to reveal countless facts.
 Gawain had around 90% confidence in determining that Megal III was wearing some kind of “spacesuit” back then. Furthermore, he had received all sorts of magical enhancements, allowing him to stay in an outer space environment (or some similar environment). As for the objective of the entire ritual, or should it be Megal III’s “destination”… If Selena’s “voiceover” was trustworthy, then the attempt for the mysterious communication with the gods was actually to send a pope to the god realm?
So the god realm was situated in space? Or could it be that a space journey was required before reaching the god realm?
 What kind of truth did those religious leaders obtain 700 years ago?
 Selena mentioned the “god-sent” hints in the voiceover. Those religious leaders seemed to have received information that involved the god realm from the god-sent hints and also understood the environment condition of the god realm. They then used that information to design a protective suit that was similar to a spacesuit. The god-sent hints seemed to also come from the Eternal Stone Slate… It also meant that those religious upper echelons who could have direct contact with the Eternal Stone Slate wouldn’t just be able to learn knowledge of theurgy, they could also “see” the god realm?
 Gawain stood up and muttered as he paced around in the study. Right now, he was the most curious about that final outcome of the ritual… Did Megal III succeed? Did he reach the god realm? Did he return? What did he see or hear? What did he bring back?
 
 After the conference at the Ancestral Peak, there were several factions that degenerated into the evil dark cults. Among them, the strongest, most mysterious, and completely corrupted factions were the Oblivion Association, the Eternal Sleepers, and Sons of the Storm. Furthermore, the leaders of these three factions just happened to be standing at the altar…
 Right at this moment, a knocking sound interrupted Gawain’s thoughts.


 Gawain was instantly able to determine that it wasn’t Amber standing at the door… Because that half-elf young lady would definitely jump in through the window or emerge from the shadow realm. It wasn’t Rebecca either as she would normally use her hand to blast the door open before recalling that she should knock first. He shook his head to temporarily put the complicated thoughts aside before he cleared his throat and said, “Come in.”
 When the doors were opened, Heidi, who had a pair of dark circles around her eyes, walked inside while carrying a large stack of documents that were arranged orderly. Her magic staff was floating right beside, which she had used to knock on the door.
 “Ancestor, the steelworks’ production report and the exploration report of the land at the northern bank have been delivered.” Heidi carried the documents to the work desk and placed them on the table carefully. She let out a breath and said, “There is also the development of the forest in the next season, the production and expansion of the mines, the construction of the new residential area, the expansion of the night school, the construction of the gravel factory, the recruitment of apothecaries, and the nurturing proposal. Please take a look!”
 After the eldest granddaughter blabbed out a whole list of proposals, and when those heavy documents slammed on the table, Gawain felt a slight shock. He had an astonished face as he asked, “You specially accumulated a stack before looking for me?”
 Heidi had a face as though she was excessively overworked. “Of course not. I have been arranging everything for nights, and each of these projects were urgent. Previously, you instructed me to bring these proposals to you once they were ready.”
 The proposals were the sequential development prepared by Gawain. Heidi had to admit that these proposals could greatly increase the overall efficiency and also the execution accuracy. However, when dealing with these proposals, Heidi recalled the suffering days she went through back when she was learning magic and how she was force-fed and forced to memorize the information. However, there was a minor difference between then and now… When she was young, if she was overly pressured when she was learning magic, she could use her magic staff and fight with her mentor. Right now, even if she felt overly pressured by these proposals, she didn’t dare to fight with her ancestor…
 As such, she could only use eyeshadow to draw dark eye-circles before coming. She hoped that the old ancestor would notice that she was overworked and could reduce some of her workload…
 Gawain could also feel the intense complaints in Heidi’s tone, and when he carefully pondered, it seemed like he impulsively instructed her to prepare all these huge tasks. Therefore, he could only smile wryly and said, “Cough, cough. It is rather good. You did a good job. After all these things are done, you may rest for two days…”
 As Gawain spoke, he lowered his head and took a rough glance at the topmost reports. Heidi took this moment to let out a sigh of relief and casually looked across Gawain’s table.
 The first thing she saw was the dream lantern and paid a little more attention to it. However, her specialty wasn’t in such theurgy support items; thus, she shifted her eyes away and saw a knight’s biography at the corner of the table. As such, she curiously picked it up and read the title on the cover.
 <Gawain Cecil’s Romantic Affairs —— The Story of a Hero and Various Princesses>.


 Heidi’s expression immediately turned strange. “Ancestor, is… is it fine for you to read such books?”
 Gawain looked up and took a glance, only to see Heidi holding a book that had a topic which was rather sensitive. He felt extremely embarrassed. “Goddamn it, I forgot to keep it… Cough, cough. It is just a novel. It’s fine…”
   Halfway through his explanation, he suddenly realized something and looked at Heidi suspiciously. “…How do you know what is written in the book?”
 Heidi was startled and had frozen for a few seconds before cold sweat started to drip down her face. After a long moment, she gave a vague explanation, “I merely guessed the contents after reading the title of the book…”
 Gawain sized up Heidi and said, “If you were to say so earlier, I might have believed you, but your expression now is too unconvincing.”
 Heidi: “I… I accidentally read it! After all, the book is rather popular among noblewomen. Moreover, this… this is a romance novel, and the contents are rather straightforward… Sorry, Ancestor, I was wrong!”
 Gawain’s mouth twitched as he looked at “Madam Heidi”, who was reputed in noble society for being “mature, earnest, graceful, and wise”, as she was bowing and apologizing like a young lady who had done something wrong. Her face was so red, and her forehead was filled with cold sweat… If it was anyone else, they would never have been able to see her current expression in a lifetime. How should it be said? It was rather interesting.
 To be honest, it felt like an accomplishment to occasionally tease the usually (and overly) stern Heidi. Gawain knew when to stop and gave a slight cough before speaking seriously, “Alright, alright, why are you so nervous? I have read the book, and although most of the stories are made up, it is merely a regular romance novel of knights marrying princesses. Although, marrying over eighty princesses is indeed a little too many… Mmm, there isn’t anything carnal.”
 Heidi nodded forcefully and said, “Ancestor is right!”
 Gawain curled his lips and looked at Heidi. “But I have to inform you about something.”
 Heidi answered with reverence, “Please say it, Ancestor!”


 “Your dark eye-circle makeup has shed off.” Gawain looked at this great-great-great… granddaughter helplessly and said, “They have started to fade due to the sweat.”
 Heidi: “…”
 Subsequently, Heidi bowed to the bottom this time and shouted, “Apologies, Ancestor! I was wrong!”
 Gawain’s eyes twitched a little as he was worried that he might have put too much work pressure on Heidi, causing her to buckle under the heavy responsibilities. Heidi was starting to gradually reveal Rebecca-like thoughts… After all, they were both flowing with the same bloodline, and after looking at Rebecca’s behavior, Gawain knew that it was more or less related to her bloodline…
 The more Gawain thought, the more possible it seemed. He sighed as he didn’t know whether to cry or laugh and said, “Alright, your work pressure is indeed a little too much recently… But it is fortunate that the most important winter construction sites have already been settled, and the craftsmen now have their own leaders, while those clerks and internal-affairs apprentices should be capable now. You can have a short rest… I shall give you a two-day break.” build
 
 Heidi blinked her eyes and was pleasantly surprised but also rather apprehensive. “No… Ancestor, I am actually fine. It is now the crucial period of the territory’s construction…”
 “Every single day of development is crucial, but no one can continue without rest. Even Nicholas Egg has a specific break to bask in the sun. You should just rest.” Gawain smiled at Heidi who was conflicted. “But after your break, I hope you can quickly conduct a test for the apprentices from the various departments and show me the test result. If it is useful, then we can consider putting in the administrative structure that I have drawn up a few months ago.
 All along, Gawain had been striving to implement a complete, scientific, and efficient administrative structure for the new Cecil territory. However, due to the lack of intellectual personnel in this era, it was hard to fulfill the conditions. The crucial departments like agriculture, internal affairs, military, and medical were all fully managed by one or two individuals. It could also be said that the management of the entire department’s supervisors down to the workers was placed on a single person. Even though such division of labor was already superior to most of the management systems in the noble clans’ territories, it was still very far from what Gawain imagined.
 As a result, whenever literate “intellectual personnel” appeared in the territory, Gawain would immediately pick out the excellent ones and assign them as subordinates for each of the department supervisors. These people never had any contact with the concept of management in advanced organizations; therefore, they had to start as apprentices. Even the unconventional scholars and poor knights hired from Tanzan Town would have to start from the role of apprentices first.
 It was also due to the complex conditions of these apprentices, Gawain didn’t believe that all of them would be able to successfully “transform within the organization”.
 
 Especially those poor knights and scholars.


 Now that the “intern” period was over, those apprentices who couldn’t withstand the pressure and adapt to the new system should already be on the brink of absconding. Gawain felt that it was time to conduct a test for them and to select the talented people that were truly useful and to allow the territory’s management to advance.
 Heidi seriously accepted Gawain’s arrangement. Before leaving the study, she suddenly recalled something and spoke with uncertainty, “Ancestor, earlier on, I saw the Grade-2 Arcanist from the royal capital pacing around the feudal lord residence. Do you wish to call him in?”
 Gawain was startled for a moment before he pondered carefully. “…So there was someone like that?”
Chapter 191: Santis Seid

Santis Seid was standing in front of the feudal lord residence in a reserved and uneasy manner. He repeatedly inspected his buttons and clothes; his messy hair and bloodshot eyes indicated that he didn’t have a good sleep for the entire night. This was the result of being extremely nervous.
 “I have to show that I am confident. I have to show my profound knowledge of magical theory. I have to answer each question promptly. I cannot cough loudly or speak in an unclear manner. I cannot behave inappropriately in front of the feudal lord…”
 The Grade 2 Mage was muttering something as though he was trying to memorize the crucial points for questions in a test. At this moment, the doors of the feudal lord residence suddenly opened. A young girl wearing a female servant dress ran out with rapid speed. She ran out of the door and through the front yard. She then used a dangerous posture, seemingly about to fall over, and stopped in front of Santis Seid, giving a shock to the latter.
 The little maid Betty looked around before staring at Santis’s eyes and asking in a sharp and pleasant voice, “Have you seen any suspicious person loitering secretively around in the vicinity?”
 Santis was awakened from his repeated chants and didn’t react in time. “Ah? Suspicious person? I don’t see any…”
 “Okay, thank you!” Betty bowed in an exaggerated manner and ran back inside with the same speed she used when she ran out. She left behind the Arcanist who was stunned and didn’t know what had happened.
 Two seconds later, Santis finally understood something… Could the suspicious person that the female servant was looking for be him?
 Then again, how could there be such a bold and forthright female servant in this world…?
 Just as he was feeling dumbfounded, someone opened the doors of the feudal lord residence again. That energetic little maid ran out again and arrived in front of Santis to ask, “Are you that suspicious person who had been loitering around secretively?”
 
 “Erm… I was loitering around just now, but I am not secretive or someone suspicious.” Santis tried to explain, but he felt that this little maid didn’t have a very good mind and was afraid he might say something wrong that might let her have the wrong ideas. The maid might not have a very high status, but if she could run here to relay the message, it meant that she was able to contact the feudal lord directly. It was best for Santis to speak carefully. “I wish to see the feudal lord. It is—”
 Before Santis could finish, Betty yelled out with a delighted face, “Oh, then come in. Master is looking for you!”


 Moments later, Gawain met with the royal capital’s Grade 2 Arcanist, Santis Seid.
 Gawain had already recalled the time he saw Santis Seid’s name. He was that Grade 2 Arcanist who was part of the 100-men assistance from the royal capital. A Grade 2 Arcanist was considered a rare “higher-ranked talent” within that group. According to this era’s status ranking, a person with an occupation would definitely have a higher status than regular craftsmen. Spellcasters were considered nobles among the occupation holders. A Grade 2 Arcanist might only be a low-ranking occupation, but due to the convenience of magic and the extensive knowledge that Mages had, this Arcanist was considered among the elites of the group. As such, when he first arrived, Gawain had arranged for Santis to work at the Magic Crystal Refinery and was responsible for testing the various types of compatible crystal products.
 After making those arrangements, Gawain had completely forgotten about Santis Seid.
 On the one hand, Gawain was indeed very busy, and he wasn’t able to have any peace with all the affairs happening within the territory and the disturbance of the heretics on the outside. On the other hand, Santis Seid wasn’t very prominent, and he didn’t strive to have better treatment or status, nor did he have any outstanding contribution. After he was arranged to work at the Magic Crystal Refinery, he had been quietly staying at his post. According to what Heidi found out, this royal capital’s Arcanist had been “mixing around with those kiln workers every day, and it was impossible to differentiate him from the workers as they were all covered in dirt”. If Santis Seid hadn’t come over here spontaneously, Gawain might have completely forgotten that the territory had this spellcaster.
 Now that Gawain thought about it again, he used particularly curious eyes to look at this royal capital’s mage… Santis had disheveled hair, reddish and sunken eyes, and a skinny and tall body. He was wearing old mage robes that were washed so much that it was turning pale. He stood in the center of the room in a reserved and nervous manner while his hand subconsciously fiddled with the button on his clothes. It seemed like the button was about to be pulled off by him.
 “Santis Seid, Grade 2 Arcanist, you come from the Royal Mage Association, right?” Gawain looked at the nervous young mage for a moment before asking, “Why are you looking for me?”
 “Ah, I… I am here…” All of the mental scripts that Santis had prepared had instantly vanished. He spent a lot of time before stating his purpose for coming here. “I heard from Miss Jenni that you are recruiting teachers…”
 Gawain was stunned as he had already put out the notice to recruit teachers for over a month ago, and he had also disseminated the information to the 100-men aid team. There were a few literate craftsmen who had already applied to become temporary teachers at the night school. However, he didn’t expect a Grade 2 Arcanist to also be attracted by this information. “Indeed, I am recruiting teachers… Could you be interested?”
 “Yes… yes, I am.” Santis Seid exerted strength and finally pulled the button off his shirt. “I… I can… I hope I can serve as a tutor in your residence. I am good at arcane magic and the fundamental theory of magic. I also know heraldry, Anzu history, and noble etiquette. I might not have a high status, but I am good at teaching others. You can be at ease to hand your heirs to me—”
 “Hold on, hold on.” Gawain knew that this Arcanist was only halfway through the explanation, but he couldn’t help but interrupt. “I think you have mistaken the objective of this recruitment… I am not finding a noble tutor for my heir.”
 Santis’s expression was at a complete loss as he nervously rubbed the button in his hand. “Ah? Isn’t it?”


 “Don’t you know? I only have two heirs now, Heidi and Rebecca. The former has already graduated a long time ago, while the latter is well-versed in both the literate and the martial. Both of them have mage ranks higher than yours. Rebecca might possibly need etiquette classes, but you are obviously not a match for her… unless you are proficient with weapons and also adept at long-distance running and assault?” Gawain spread his hands and said, “Anyway, I am not looking for a tutor for my granddaughters. I am looking for night school teachers.”
 “Night school?” Santis continued having a blank expression. It seemed like he didn’t know about this at all. “I… After receiving the task, I have been staying in the Magic Crystal Refinery.” Santis revealed an ashamed expression. “Apart from work, I have been reading in my dwelling, and I don’t really pay attention to other things. If Miss Jenni didn’t tell me about this matter, I might not have known you were recruiting teachers.
   Gawain didn’t know if he should laugh or cry when looking at this reserved, nervous, and a little sluggish Arcanist. He was thinking that Santis was truly worthy to be among the elite talents picked out by the nobles in the royal capital. If they didn’t have any personality flaws, they wouldn’t have made it into the 100-men aid team. “The night school is catered for the commoners and also the serfs and slave workers on the territory, do you understand? I am not looking for a top-class teacher to educate noble descendants on etiquette and heraldry. I am looking for a person to teach commoners how to read.”
 Santis’s mouth was wide open while he was at a loss for a moment. It looked like this was really his first time hearing that Gawain was wiping out illiteracy among the residents. Furthermore, he couldn’t understand why. Just as Gawain thought that the now-enlightened Arcanist was about to bid farewell, the latter suddenly nodded and asked, “Will you also issue the same additional reward according to the recruitment notice for being a night-school teacher?”
 “Are you willing?” Gawain was surprised. “You know that you are going to teach a group of commoners that only knows a few words and can only count until a hundred?”
 Santis let out a reserved smile and said, “I have taught magical theory to incompetent and ignorant descendants of merchants in the royal capital. I feel that it wouldn’t be too difficult… I think.”
 After confirming that the Arcanist was truly willing to take up this job, Gawain couldn’t help but smile.
 There was finally an official spellcaster who was willing to teach at night school. Before this, he had attempted many times to recruit mages from Tanzan Town and the Kant territory. He had even tried to recruit mage apprentices to be night school teachers at the territory, but when they learned they would be teaching a group of “lowly commoners”, every single one of them refused. It seemed like in their opinions, commoners and serfs were lacking intelligence innately, and they felt that the commoners and serfs’ brain structures were entirely different from mages and nobles. Therefore, they didn’t believe they would be able to teach profound knowledge to the commoners and weren’t even willing to accept this challenge…
 They didn’t just refuse because of their arrogance, but they had also assumed that they wouldn’t be able to teach anything to those “lowly commoners”, so they refused to fail.
 However, there was actually a Grade 2 Arcanist that took the initiative to apply. The process and the expectation might be different, but this Santis Seid seemed to be willing to take up this job.
 “Are you lacking money?” Gawain might be very happy, but he still had to ask. Gawain could see that Santis was tempted because of the additional reward every month. “Mages shouldn’t be in need of money, right?”


 “Actually, mages are often short of money too, especially those who are born as a commoner.” Santis Seid was embarrassed to say it. “I need to send money back to my home. My family is still at the royal capital…”
 Gawain raised his brows. “You were born as a commoner?”
 “Yes… my father is a chef of a noble family in the royal capital, and my mother is a herbalist.”
 Yes, commoners. But there were also wealthy commoners and those who had a status. Such families were indeed able to make a push and send their children to learn magic and hope they would be able to rise to the upper-class of society. Santis who was already an official Grade 2 Arcanist had actually gotten rid of his commoner status and was qualified to be in the upper class. However, from his appearance… it was impossible to tell.
 When Gawain asked of his doubts, Santis’s expression looked even more awkward and had a trace of shame. “I indeed have my qualification as a Grade 2 Arcanist, but my magic capacity is innately flawed. Everyday… I can only release three to five spells.”
 
 Gawain was enlightened… As expected, there was a flaw, and that’s why he fell into poverty.
 Santis’s spellcasting flaw was similar to Rebecca’s, but they were fundamentally different. Rebecca had powerful spirit energy and magic capacity. She could throw out a hundred Large Fireballs and not feel tired, but she could only construct one spell model. Santis was able to construct multiple spell models and could learn the most profound and complicated arcane spells, but he had extremely weak spirit energy and magic capacity…
 Rebecca might have flaws, but she was a noble, and even if she was inferior in the clan, she was still a noble. Therefore, she could still stay in the castle and live a liberal life as compared to any commoner. However, Santis was born a commoner, and he had painstakingly become an official spellcaster, only to find out that his magic capacity was innately flawed. As a result, he was kicked out of the upper class of society, and his family owed huge debts of favors and money.
 He had participated in the 100-men aid team probably because of the allowance given by the king.
After finding out everything, Gawain was finally left without any more doubts about Santis’s choice.
 
 “Then, I shall welcome you to become an honorable teacher.” Gawain stood up behind his desk and nodded to the young mage with a smile. “The classes you are going to teach… shouldn’t just be restricted to ordinary literacy lessons. I have other arrangements for you.”


 Santis bowed in a great rush and said, “Ah, yes, Your Excellency.”
 Gawain: “I am going to talk about the first thing… Put the button in your hand down first. You are already going to create a blister from all the rubbing…”
 Santis: “…”
Chapter 192: Fish, What a Huge Fish

When the morning’s first ray of sun basked on the ground, Pea had already woken up.
 The first thing she had to do was to head to the plaza at “Knight Street” to draw water.
 “Knight Street” was one of the earliest districts constructed on the territory. It was said that this place was originally the old barracks for the soldiers that garrisoned here. Initially, there were unending and orderly military tents and multiple warehouses to store military supplies. However, half a year later, this place now had two rows of neat and tidy brick houses and also a plaza at the end of the street.
 The soldiers of the Cecil army would mostly reside in this district. On one side of the street was the new barracks, and the other side was the feudal lord’s residence and the offices of a few important departments. As such, Knight Street could also be viewed as the innermost defense line of the Cecil territory.
 To be able to stay here seemed to be the dream of many of the territory’s young people.
 This meant that the soldiers possessed the most reputable status, and they could also wear awe-inspiring magic armor and could also wield the legendary heat-ray gun that was very powerful. Furthermore, their job qualified their families to enter as “city residents”.
 Pea arrived at the territory when brick houses on Knight Street were halfway through the renovation process. She had personally witnessed the workers on this land using astounding efficiency to tear down the tents and wooden boards before building firm and secure brick houses. The front of each house was also fitted with a magic-driven magic crystal lamp, allowing this place to be even brighter and more beautiful than some of Tanzan Town’s most prosperous streets. She accompanied her foster father, the territory’s Chief Knight Byron, and entered one of the first few brick houses that were already built on Knight Street. Right now, she had the status as the Chief Knight’s daughter and also the “mute young lady” of Knight Street.
 To Pea, the changes in life didn’t seem to overly affect her. Perhaps, it was because no one was able to figure out what this mute girl was thinking in her heart. She was unable to speak, and such “silence” would give others an easy reason to make wild guesses. Therefore, she used to work silently and finish the tasks she was given silently. She wouldn’t be curious nor would she attempt to make contact, and she wouldn’t invite trouble to herself. This was the life wisdom that Pea had accumulated from her past life experiences. Even after shifting to an unfamiliar place, even after residing in a firm and big house, it was still the same.
 However, as she continued to stay in this place, she realized that this place was indeed different from the environments she was familiar with.
 
 After closing the doors, Pea carried the water bucket and walked on the path to the plaza. On the sides of the road were neat and tidy rows of two-floored brick houses. These houses that combined the classic Anzu style and Duke Cecil’s “pragmatic” style were houses that couldn’t be seen anywhere else. At the very least, residents in other places couldn’t possibly be so extravagant as to embed magic crystal lamps at their doors. On the streets, there were basically no men; only married women would be working at the front of the doors, and only while doing their chores.
 The men of Knight Street were mainly soldiers of the Cecil territory. Even if they weren’t soldiers, they would be workers in the various factories. The former would spend most of the month in the military camps or standing at lookout posts as sentries. The latter would need to work during the daytime. As such, only women could be seen on the streets during this period of time.


 Madam Myelin was sun-drying the fish jerky at her doors when she saw Pea. This plump madam was one of the fortunate survivors from the old Cecil territory, and her husband was a veteran soldier; she also had quite the prestige in this street. After seeing Pea holding the water bucket, the prestigious madam immediately yelled out and greeted, “Pea, are you drawing water? Do you want help?”
 The difference between Cecil territory and other towns: someone would help me.
 Pea let out “ah ah” sounds and shook her head to Madam Myelin as an indication that she was fine on her own.
 “You are such a fine young lady.” Madam Myelin was a person that loved to talk with others. She was so good at this aspect that she could have a long conversation with a mute person. “Is Sir Byron still not back yet? Or has he gone out again?”
 Pea was holding onto the water bucket, and after thinking for a long time, she didn’t know how to reply to this complicated question and could only shake her head in an apologetic manner.
 Madam Myelin wasn’t really concerned if Pea was able to answer or not as she started saying, “Hey, I heard that he is scouting the ancient fortress in the mountains. My husband had also gone with him previously but didn’t say anything to me after he returned. Tsk tsk, men always have secrets… Pea, are you going to visit Miss Betty at the castle?”
 Duke Cecil didn’t build a traditional “castle”, but it was obvious that everyone was still used to calling the feudal lord’s residence a “castle”. In their plain and simple minds, the feudal lord had to reside in a castle.
 After mentioning Betty, Pea finally smiled and nodded happily.
 The difference between Cecil territory and other towns: even the chief maid in the feudal lord’s castle was a good talker. She would also bring a newcomer like me on a tour of the territory. She also shared sweets that were bestowed by the feudal lord with me.
 Even though it seemed like the feudal lord only had one maid…
 Subsequently, Madam Myelin continued talking about many things, from the weather after winter to the rumblings of the workplaces, from those mystical machines to this year’s particularly great harvest. It was fortunate that she still remembered that Pea had to draw water, and when the conversation topic was extended to how much bigger Viscountess Rebecca’s Large Fireball could become, she stopped decisively and said, “Hey, once I start talking, I can’t seem to stop… Hurry up and draw the water! When you return, come over to my place to eat!”


 Pea then bowed to Madam Myelin and carried the bucket and walked to the plaza at a fast pace.
 Along the way, people would constantly greet her. Most of the people would call her directly by her name “Pea”, while there were a rare few that called her “Byron’s Young Lady” or “Young Lady Kirk”. The latter was due to Byron Kirk’s family name. Pea would respond to each greeting seriously, and a rather relaxed smile would gradually appear on her face.
 The difference between Cecil territory and other towns: the people here would call her by her name and not call her “mute” or “thrash”.
   Initially, Pea assumed that it was due to her “status” as she had a foster father who was the Chief Knight; therefore, everyone had no choice but to respect a little mute. However, she quickly realized that such an attitude could be seen throughout the entire territory, and everyone treated each other the same way. After staying here for a period of time, she heard a statement from her foster father that came from Duke Cecil:
 Most of the bad habits and objectionable practices were due to the lack of food. When people were able to eat to their fill, they would start to consider morality. It might not be absolute, but it was probably the case.
 Up until now, Pea still couldn’t understand the feudal lord’s wisdom, but she could feel the reasoning behind this statement. When she was hungry, she had also stolen things, and there was once she suffered lashing from public-security officers for stealing a piece of bread. Furthermore, the public-security officers had declared in public that she had a “habit of stealing that was innate and came from her bloodline”. Right now, when she picked up something that didn’t belong to her, her first reaction would be to hand them to the patrolling soldiers.
 She too believed that the soldiers wouldn’t hog the things that she handed to them. On multiple occasions, her foster father had talked to her about how strict the feudal lord was when managing the soldiers, and she trusted her foster father wholeheartedly.
 Pea carried the bucket and arrived at the plaza. The plaza was currently very quiet, and she could see the workplace opposite the plaza that was making preparations before working. That place was the new residential area, and the last batch of homeless people that arrived after Fog Month were currently transporting the materials and were given tools under the supervision of the soldiers and foremen. Their faces still had vacant and numbed expressions and seemingly couldn’t understand why they still had to work during winter. However, Pea knew that these people would be buzzing with excitement soon enough. Once they understood the “Cecil housing system” that would be read out by the soldiers, they would understand that they were currently building the houses that they would be residing in themselves.
 Pea arrived at the well in the center of the plaza. This well’s water was actually connected directly to the White River. The feudal lord might have talked about the concept of “supplying water to the houses”, but no one understood the meaning of it. Everyone in this district would be drawing the water from this well, and in Pea’s opinion, this was already very convenient.
 She put her bucket by the side and started to pull the well pulley. She then tossed the wooden bucket that was tied with the rope into the well…
 There was a strange “clatter” sound that came from the well, and Pea couldn’t help but be startled. Immediately after, she heard the normal splashing sound of the wooden bucket and was at ease.


 Could the wooden bucket have knocked into the wall of the well earlier?
 She used two hands to grab the well pulley and used strength to pull the bucket back up.
 However, there wasn’t any movement.
 Pea tilted her head and tried to push it, but there was still no movement.
 The young lady was troubled. She had never encountered such a situation before. She might still be a child, but she had been doing chores since a young age, and her strength was normally sufficient. Furthermore, with the recent addition of a nutritious diet, her body was being nurtured well, and her strength was much greater than before. Drawing a bucket of water couldn’t be so strenuous.
 Pea approached the well and carefully held onto the frame of the well pulley before looking down. However, it was pitch-black on the inside, and she couldn’t see anything.
 Right at this moment, a voice echoed from the side. “Isn’t this Byron’s young lady…? What’s wrong?”
 Pea turned to look and saw a carpenter that she knew. The carpenter was probably passing by, and when he saw Pea looking over the well, he came over to ask. The carpenter was accompanied by his two apprentices.
 
 “Ah… ah ah!” Pea let out some vague noises while pointing and gesturing at the well, indicating that the bucket was stuck on something in the well. The carpenter and the two apprentices looked at each other and quickly understood what she meant.
 “Just watch by the side. We will help you to bring the bucket up.”
 Pea obediently stood by the side while the three grown men used their strength to turn the handle. The well pulley frame that was made of firm iron pillars and hardwood was actually echoing with creaking sounds. It seemed like there was a huge person on the rope below. No matter what, the rope was finally moving up.


 “It is coming up! Don’t loosen your grip!”
 The carpenter yelled, and when he finished his statement, Pea suddenly heard a giant splash from the well.
 
 Splash!
 A figure rushed out from the well along with splashes of water. One could vaguely see the upper body of a human and the tail of a fish.
 Pea looked at this figure with a blank expression.
 The difference between Cecil territory and other towns: fish would leap out from the well, and it was a very big fish…
Chapter 193: Lost in… the Deep Sea?

In front of Gawain was the newest batch of investigation data about the remnants in the mountains delivered by the messenger soldiers. This file contained a detailed description of what Sir Byron had seen and heard in the remnants with a relatively thorough map and handwritten descriptions of some unfamiliar objects attached.
After winter set in, Sir Byron’s mission of exploring the remnants in the mountain still hadn’t ended. He continued to spend half of his time every month wandering in the especially large-scale facility in the mountains, searching for more corridors, hidden passages, and rooms, and drawing a map on the way. Every three days or so, he would dispatch a soldier to send the newly collected data to the territory.
At present, these were all conventional information; there were no new discoveries of research facilities related to the gods’ secrets. However, the map itself that was being continuously expanded was already enough to amaze Gawain considerably —— the actual scale of these ruins had challenged his expectations time and time again. The scale of those corridors and halls had reached the extent of a small-sized city. Even after exploring for such a long time, Sir Byron had yet to cover the main level he was on. And not too long ago, Byron and the exploration team had even found two big staircases leading to upper and lower levels. More and more clues proved that there were still whole new large areas in the ruin waiting to be discovered.
Gawain could understand having an upper level —— perhaps it led to a certain observation deck or lookout structure on top of the Dark Range, but what would the lower level lead to? The middle level of the ruin had nearly emptied out the entire body of the mountain, could the lower level actually be extending underground?
Even as an ancient facility researching the mysteries of the gods, this scale was really a little too big.
But regardless of how big its entire scale was, complete exploration and mapping of fairly large areas in its middle level had been done. Byron confirmed the safety and sturdiness of those places. The next step in Gawain’s plan was to shift a part of the things in the territory into the ruin in the mountain.
Those spacious ancient halls could not be wasted; their sturdiness and covertness were of great value. They planned to shift the newly assembled heat-ray-gun production line, press-molded-armor production line, and rune-base-plate productions in there. In addition, other objects that needed to be kept secret or that would endanger the environment or were slightly noisier could also be shifted into the mountains. It was a research facility of the ancient Gondor Empire, there existed advanced protective structures and sound-proofing effects, definitely much better than the brick factories that the territory could build at present.
Gawain picked up the dip pen at the side, preparing to leave some notes on one of the files. But just then, hurried footsteps suddenly came from outside the door.
Knocks sounded. After getting Gawain’s response, Betty pushed open the door and walked in.
 
“Lord!” The little maidservant pattered to the desk and bowed with her signature pose that looked like she was about to flip herself over and then said in a clear and sharp voice, “Someone caught a big fish at the public square on Knight Street!”
 “Big fish?” Gawain was taken aback at once. He didn’t expect that this young lady had come running so urgently to report such a baffling matter. “Is there a need to report the catching of a big fish—— send it directly to the kitchen.”


Betty straightened up and thought blankly for a moment before shaking her head hard. “Too big. It can’t fit in one pot!”
“Did you people catch a shark?” Gawain broke into laughter. “A fish from the White River had probably gotten into the well at Knight Street through the water diverting channel…”
 “It doesn’t seem like those in the White River, because half of it looks like a human…”
 “…What?!”
 Gawain dashed over to the Knight Street’s public square, and this area had long been cordoned off by the patrolling soldiers who reacted in time. A young Knight-in-training wearing a commander’s armor was maintaining order at the scene, while those residents kept outside of the cordon were curiously looking on at the happening from the corners of the streets and lanes.
Gawain recognized that young commander because he had personally awarded this soldier a medal. ——During the first Cecil Defense Battle, this young soldier called Krim had been especially courageous and thus gained recognition. Not only did he receive a promotion in his military rank, he also accepted Byron’s guidance as a Knight-in-training.
“Lord!” Krim immediately went forward with a bow when he saw Gawain. “The situation is already under control. That… creature is still beside the well.”
“What exactly happened?” Gawain frowned. “I heard you people caught a half-human, half-fish… female?”
 Krim shook his head. “It wasn’t caught. Miss Pea found it when she was fetching water. —— At that time, that half-human half-fish creature seemed to be hiding under the well and was subsequently pulled up under the joint effort of carpenters and apprentices who were passing by.”
 The “book”1 — cough, cough — Knight biography about himself that he had read a few days back suddenly appeared in Gawain’s mind, and he was reminded of those “sea demons” mentioned in the book… biography.
 Could things be so coincidental?


 He was expectant yet could not believe that he would be this lucky. However, his feet were already striding out; he led Betty past the cordon of the soldiers and saw several people surrounding the well in the small square that was temporarily enclosed using wooden fences.
Pittman, Rebecca, Amber, Heidi… almost all the well-informed ones were here. Three craftsmen being questioned by the soldiers also stood at the side, along with a young girl holding an empty pail; that was Pea.
An unknown female sat languidly on the edge of the well. She had a head of beautiful sea-blue colored long hair, wearing a blue “jacket” of a strange style made of a material that resembled leather on her upper half. Scale-like structures could be seen on her cheeks and exposed parts of her arms, while her lower body… just as Betty and Krim had described, was a gorgeous fishtail of faint gold color and blue patterns.
 Gawain’s heart jolted, and he quickly went forward on quick steps.
  Rebecca and others were surrounding this unknown female in curiosity. Heidi was analyzing those beautiful patterns on her tail that resembled magical runes with a solemn look, while Amber was inquiring about her origins and purpose for visiting this place. However, the half-human half-fish female maintained a languid manner, with no reaction to the majority of the questions.
“What kind of situation is this?” Gawain asked out loud, and only until he spoke up beside them did those few people inextricably immersed in the seafood finally notice his existence. Rebecca was the first to leap out. “Lord Ancestor! This mishmash of human and fish seems to be the type of ‘sea demon’ you went around asking about previously!”
 Look at her—— using “mishmash”! This instantly summarized the fusion of two creatures…
 Pittman also turned his head over; there was a rare soberness on the old Druid’s face. “Lord, I’m afraid this really is a sea demon—— but we don’t know how she came here. Earlier, she showed extreme vigilance and hostility when she saw us, but after we expressed that we mean no harm, she then became… rather inactive.”
 It really was a sea demon?!
 Gawain controlled his agitated feelings and looked curiously towards the “Miss Mermaid” seated on the edge of the well. Then the latter also lifted her eyelids to survey him curiously. The two stared at each other for some time. Miss Mermaid’s tail suddenly slapped the edge of the well, and she then let out a pleasant but lazy voice. “I seem to have seen you somewhere?”
Gawain faltered; then he was overjoyed, to the extent of feeling tempted to do an ecstatic dance.


Had this sea demon been thrown from the sky by the Goddess of Luck, specially for him to solve the mystery?!
“You’re a sea demon?” Gawain only calmed down after taking in two breaths. Following that, he immediately burst out eagerly with his question. “If you are, perhaps we’ve really met before. —— My name is Gawain Cecil. Did we meet seven hundred years ago?!”
“Gawain Cecil? Ahhhhhh…” Miss Mermaid let out a big yawn and rubbed her eyes. “Seven hundred years ago… I think I have some impression of it. Such a human did seem to have appeared at that time, but I didn’t really make contact with that human. You’re saying that was you? Can you humans live seven hundred years?”
Gawain was at a loss of how to explain it for a moment. “Uh… I came back to life only recently.”
 Miss Mermaid batted her eyes. “You people developed a new function?”
“…Not quite.”
 “Never mind, I don’t know you well anyway.” Miss Mermaid swayed her head, her sea-blue long hair shining with an intriguing luster under the sunlight. “I’m so sleepy. I was woken up by a hit from a pail when I was sleeping earlier. Say, who was it who threw the pail?”
Gawain awkwardly darted a look at Pea who wasn’t far away at once but quickly reacted. “Of course you’d get hit when you were sleeping in our well… What’s your name?”
“Tiel,” Miss Mermaid mumbled her reply. “So the place where I was earlier was a well?”
 
 It could be seen that she really wasn’t too keen on speaking to people yet was a little interested in Gawain, so the two were considered to have reached an exchange, and this bit of interaction was enough to have the others around marveling. Rebecca watched with a look of almost worship as her ancestor reached an understanding with a fish. She couldn’t help but blurt, “Lord Ancestor, you’d even done fishing back in those days?”
 He had absolutely no idea how she came to that.


 Gawain found it both funny yet annoying as he glanced at Rebecca; then he looked at the sea demon calling herself “Tiel”, unable to restrain his curiosity. “Where did you come from? Why did you come here? Do you need our help with anything?”
 “Me? I came from the deep sea.” Tiel swayed her body lightly on the edge of the well. “How would I know why I came to humankind’s land…? I was still battling another group of humans in the sea a few days ago. ——Then I got separated from the main unit. I swam towards home by myself but somehow ended up in this place. The moment I opened my eyes, I saw humans all around. I thought I’d fallen into the enemy’s lair. Gave me a big scare.”
“Battling another group of humans in the sea?” Gawain sharply caught the main point of her sentence and then was quickly aware of another. “You mean you wandered here when you were swimming back to the sea demons’ territory?”
 
 Tiel nodded. “Yeah.”
 If the legends and elven records were correct, sea demons were a kind of intelligent beings who lived in the open sea in the west of the continent…
Gawain’s expression became odd. “Miss Tiel, if I have not guessed wrongly, you… probably swam the wrong way, the opposite in fact…”
 “Huh?”
Chapter 194: Sea Demon Tiel’s Big Adventure

The sea demon, Miss Tiel, was discernibly not too pleased about herself having “swam the opposite way”…
And Gawain also finally understood how this deep-sea creature had foolishly come to humankind’s continent through his conversation with her.
According to her claims, the sea demons had a battle with a group of humans a month ago, and it had been at the Endless Sea in the east that was far from land. They were “a group of crazy humans, dressed in long black robes and tunics, and could use strange spells”. The battle did not last for a long time. Although those humans had formidable spells, they were isolated and helpless on the island, and they were numerically disadvantaged. The sea demons broke through their defenses with just two summons of lightning storms and several tsunamis. The humans escaped in a hurry.
 Miss Tiel lost contact with the main unit during the latter half of the battle —— the spells that those humans used might have interfered with her judgment (she said so herself), resulting in her being unable to distinguish the directions. She was originally swimming towards the sea demons’ territory but ended up at the humans’ continent as she swam on and on…
 “I still found it odd at first —why the landscape of the seabed looked increasingly unfamiliar.” Miss Tiel sat on the edge of the well, her fishtail beating the ground on and off. ——Gawain was very curious about the composition of her fishtail; it could actually bend to such an extent. “As I swam, I saw land and a large river’s estuary… I thought that I had rounded to the back of our landmass.”
“Your landmass?” Gawain was stunned. “You people have a landmass there as well?”
“We do.” Tiel nodded. “But you can call it a slightly bigger island too… I’m not familiar with the situation on land. We stay in the sea the majority of the time.”
Another useful fact!
 This sea demon was definitely a heaven-sent surprise. Gawain felt that his knowledge of this world would be greatly improved with Tiel’s supplement. He could not help but continue questioning closely, “Do you all know the background of the humans who battled with you?”
 
“How would I know. They suddenly came to our territory and even occupied an island, wanting to hold some ritual —— that was in a danger zone. There are very strong and unstable energy fields at the bottom of the sea. Ten to one, a mishap would happen if they messed around there. So, we sent people to remind them not to do so. In the end, those humans, without a word, rushed over shouting ‘the storm is rising’ and was beaten up by us…” Tiel tilted her head as she recounted, as if rather lost with the illogical thinking of creatures like humans. “We don’t have many dealings with humans, but it was really our first time seeing those mad fellows…”
“It’s the Sons of the Storm!” Pittman immediately guessed the identity of those people from Tiel’s descriptions. “That’s right… Other than the Sons of the Storm, who else would appear in the sea area so far from land? That bunch of lunatics have kept clear of human territories after their degeneration, 80 to 90 percent of them have all gone to the sea.”


As he spoke, the little old man could not help but twiddle his beard. “Who would have thought, who would have thought…? Not only had that bunch of fellows run to the deep sea, they actually also fought sea demons there…”
 Heidi also looked towards Tiel. “In that case, your people wanted to remind those mad humans not to take the risk. They refused to listen, and that’s why you all fought?”
Probably because she had said a lot, though Tiel’s languidness was still present, she had started to answer the others’ questions. “Yeah. Otherwise, who would be so idle as to go fight you humans? —— We’re very busy every day, alright?”
“Do you know what those humans were holding the ritual for?” Gawain frowned and followed with another question.
 “I didn’t understand, couldn’t read it. The spells of you humans are too strange. I couldn’t figure them out at all.”
 Gawain sighed, thinking to himself that nothing could be done about this. The two races have almost zero exchange of knowledge; to have a sea demon clearly explain what those human heretics were doing specifically would be truly imposing.
Meanwhile, Rebecca had become curious about Tiel sleeping in the well. “Have you been hiding in our well the whole time?”
 “It wasn’t the whole time. It hasn’t been long since I reached here.” Tiel yawned. “I swam for so long and was exhausted. Then I found a spot where the water flow was relatively gentler, so I planned to get some sleep… I never expected to have my head struck in the middle of my sleep. Say, who exactly was it that hit me with the pail?”
Gawain: “…”
 Don’t fish only have seven seconds of memories? Why was it that this sea demon still remembered this!
“Don’t mind who hit you with the pail.” The corner of Gawain’s lips twitch. “Who would know there would be someone sleeping in the well?”


 Tiel looked at Gawain curiously. “Is sleeping in the well against the law with you humans?”
   Gawain faltered instantly, feeling that this question had touched the blind spot of his knowledge. After pondering carefully for a long while, he then explained hesitantly. “Sleeping in the well indeed isn’t against the law here, but it’s considered suicide…”
Tiel stretched herself hard, her tail flapping on the ground as she exerted force throughout her body. “Then I’ll sleep somewhere else.”
“Eh, hold on.” Gawain jolted and abruptly reacted. “Are you planning to go around the human world like this?”
Tiel paused for a moment and only seemed to notice then that she looked rather different from the people around her — as well as the soldiers who cordoned off the scene and their curious glances. Miss Mermaid let out an “oh” belatedly. “Oh… I forgot you people don’t look like this!”
 Just as her voice fell, Gawain saw a sheet of mist disperse instantly before his eyes. When the mist re-condensed into human shape, Miss Mermaid’s appearance had changed —— the scales on her cheeks and arms vanished; her fishtail also became a pair of human legs; even the leather clothing on her had become a long light blue dress!
 The style of that dress was clearly very much like the one Heidi was wearing; only the color had changed. Undoubtedly, this was a product she had created using a certain magic or innate power after observing the way humans dressed.
Gawain watched this scene in amazement, unwittingly recalling the legends about the sea demons that Pittman had told him previously. “This race possesses the ability of unending change. When they are active in human societies, they can transform to look like humans. That is why legends about sea demons moving on land have been left in the world…”
It was also the first time Heidi, Amber, and the rest standing around saw such a miraculous yet convenient “spell”. This was much more convenient than human Mages’ “transformation spell” or the Druids’ “animal morphing”. Rebecca couldn’t resist exclaiming, “Wah! So impressive!”
 Then her thoughts unfolded, “If I were to master this, won’t I have countless new clothes to wear…”
Amber glanced at the doofus scornfully. “Come on, you couldn’t even learn a Repulsion spell…—Using your staff to hit someone is foul play, I’m telling you!”


Gawain blocked out these two clamoring girls and looked at Tiel who was not too skillfully standing on two feet and preparing to walk uprightly. “Your transformation spell is pretty good, but I suggest you do not walk about as you please before adapting to the land environment. —— If it is possible, do you want to be a guest of the Cecil territory?”
Tiel familiarized herself with the feeling of walking upright while looking towards Gawain. “…Is this a ‘capture’ that is slightly more tactful?”
“No, I’m offering out of goodwill,” Gawain said very seriously. “As you know, I’ve had contact with the sea demons seven hundred years ago. I could more or less be considered your race’s old acquaintance? In those years, your people helped me in the sea. Now that a sea demon has come to land, I naturally ought to reciprocate in kind. I do not know what the sea-demon society is like, but the human world is extremely complicated. There are lots of countries that differ in customs and culture, and innumerable forces and races whose ideologies are entirely different. I cannot be sure what the humans of other lands feel about a sea demon. ——Especially in the situation where you’ve yet to adapt to human society, you will easily be met with their hostility.”
 Tiel thought for a while. “Mm… your words do make some sense.”
 
 “I am the feudal lord of this land. At least within the Cecil territory, I am able to guarantee your safety ——and can also keep your race and origin a secret,” Gawain stated with a smile. “Of course, this is merely an invitation. If you’re really unwilling to, you may leave anytime. Just remember to try not to sleep in wells in the future.”
“Ah, walking on land feels even more troublesome.” Tiel stepped out and briefly took a few steps. She seemed to have missed Gawain’s ending comments and instead waved her hand lazily. “In any case, I don’t plan on leaving anymore. I’ll stay here. Do you have a place to sleep here?”
Although communication with this fish was a little difficult, it seemed that his objective had been achieved?
This sea demon held all new knowledge that Gawain had no clue of. He wanted to keep her at the territory by all possible means, and so long as she was willing to stay, providing a comfortable living environment wasn’t a problem at all. Gawain smiled at once. “Of course there are places to sleep. —— Feel free to raise whatever requests you have.”
“I don’t have too many requests. Just sprinkle some salt.” Tiel waved her hand. “I don’t need you people to change the water either. I can purify it myself.”
 
 Gawain was lost for a long while before he realized that the other party was asking for a saltwater pool… Of course, a fish tank or water basin should work too, as long as it was big enough.
Although Gawain believed that his authority could ensure that whatever he said would be executed thoroughly in the territory, there was no telling how useful his authority would be on this saltwater fish. In order to avoid Tiel committing shocking acts that do not conform to human values (for example, suddenly bringing her fishtail out and then fighting with fishermen) when no one was watching, he decided to have her in the newly completed feudal-lord residence.


 Though he did not build a huge castle like those extravagant conventional aristocrats, the newly completed feudal-lord residence was still a very big building: there were plenty of empty rooms that had yet to be put to use. Setting aside one for this sea demon wasn’t a problem at all.
It happened that Heidi and Rebecca had moved into the new home recently; he’d just let Tiel live next to the two of them.
Chapter 195: Information Brought by Tiel

The sea demon Tiel moved into the Cecil feudal lord’s official residence, becoming neighbors with Heidi and Rebecca.
To this Miss Sea Demon who’d always been living in the deep sea, the human world was novel and fascinating —— although sea demons do go ashore occasionally to travel around, that was something that only the exuberant and overly curious among them did. As for Tiel whose favorite hobby in life was to hibernate to her death, she clearly wouldn’t have such thoughts that were an extreme waste of time —— if she hadn’t swum in the wrong direction, she probably wouldn’t have come to his land located on the west of the ocean for her whole life.
But now that she’d already arrived at this place by some strange chance and seen the human world, Tiel suddenly felt that… moving about outside once in a while seemed pretty interesting too!
These houses of humankind built on the dry land, the crops growing between the air and soil, queer culture and traditions — all indeed seemed more interesting than staying at home and sleeping.
And Gawain had arranged for Miss Sea Demon a “bed” that fulfilled her demands.
In a guest room in the residence, Gawain had ordered men to move in a huge wooden box that took up a third of the room and had Heidi further reinforce it using magic. Then, they filled the wooden box with clear water (of course, salt was also added). This naturally couldn’t compare to the actual ocean, but Tiel was already quite pleased with it: as Miss Sea Demon was only obsessed about sleep itself, it worked as long as the place was large enough for her to stay.
“Not too bad. This is enough to sleep in.” Miss Sea Demon stirred the water in the wooden box with satisfaction. “Thank you.”
Gawain surveyed the decor of the room. As such a massive “fish tank” was put inside, the amount of space that could fit furniture had naturally shrunk. Right now, other than a set of table with chairs and a cabinet, there was only a small single bed left. He had specially left this single bed behind. “Actually, you can also try sleeping on the bed —— it will probably be a unique experience.”
“I will, I will.” Tiel waved her hand impatiently and then in front of Gawain, did a backward dive into that big wooden box filled with clear water. Water instantly splashed in all directions in the wooden box. Amidst the splashes, a long tail emerged from beneath the water surface and briefly swayed in the air. “But I still like sleeping in here~”
 
Gawain was taken aback once he saw the tip of the tail—— That wasn’t the fishtail he’d seen earlier, but was a tail that seemed like a sea snake!
At the side, Amber could not help exclaiming, “Wah—— Why has your tail changed?!”


 “Oh ya?” Tiel faltered for a moment; turning to look at the sea-snake tail that was swinging behind her, she was pretty surprised too. “Seems like I got it wrong… Never mind, it doesn’t matter. I don’t have to swim everywhere here anyway. The snake tail is more convenient for moving around.”
“So the tails of you sea demons can be freely changed?!” Gawain felt that he had grasped some unbelievable new knowledge once again (though such knowledge seemed to be absolutely useless). “I’d thought that the upper half of a human and lower half of fish was the standard form of sea demons…”
“The outlook of people on land is really narrow.” Tiel pointed at Gawain using the tip of her snake tail. “That is because your imagination isn’t strong enough—— I can even turn my upper half into a fish and lower half into a human! If you don’t believe it, I’ll do it on the spot for—”
 Before she could finish, Gawain had imagined what a sight it would be having a bighead fish with a pair of long fair legs running around. Three layers of goosebumps instantly flooded his skin. “Stop, stop, stop. No need, no need. It’s enough knowing that you sea demons have myriad forms…”
“…So easily frightened.” Tiel flipped her hair and submerged herself into the water, only leaving her head floating above it, while watching Gawain. “Do you have any other questions? If not, I’ll be going to sleep… I swam from the Endless Sea all the way here at one go. I’m dead tired.”
“Last question.” Gawain quickly spoke up before she fell asleep. “About seven hundred years ago… do you know what experiences I had at the sea demons’ sea area at that time?”
 “You have to ask me about something you went through yourself?” Miss Sea Demon glanced at Gawain in surprise.
 “I slept for a very long time. After waking up, I found that my memories didn’t really match reality,” Gawain explained casually. “Besides, there’s a difference in the world views of humans and sea demons. What I experienced might have another look in your eyes…”
“Seven hundred years ago…” Tiel rolled up her eyes, making it seem like she was in thought, her tail unconsciously dangling lightly on the edge of the wooden box. “To be honest, I’m really not too clear. Although you did go past our sea area, you only had a little contact with us. Besides, I was busy heading home to sleep, so I only took a glance at you on the sea surface from afar, then left. At that time, you were searching for something called ‘revelation articles’, but to the end, you and my sisters didn’t seem to communicate clearly what those so-called ‘revelation articles’ were. Therefore, my sisters brought you to an area wrapped in strong magnetic fields according to your request. As for what exactly you went through at that sea area… I’m not really sure.”
Revelation articles? Sea area wrapped in strong magnetic fields?
 Gawain felt very rueful that Miss Tiel was unable to provide enough information, but from her descriptions, even if the sea demons that Gawain Cecil had directly interacted with back then were here, they probably wouldn’t be able to tell anything more: the sea demons had merely showed him the way that time. The truly crucial information were these two key points that Tiel had mentioned!


Was that sea area wrapped in strong magnetic fields the legendary Sea of Eternal Darkness? Then what connections would the revelation articles have with the tall tower under the starlight that reached the sky? Could it be referring to those crystals that could help strengthen the satellite signal? The crystals that Gawain Cecil brought out from the tower were the revelation articles?
“As for that sea area enveloped in strong magnetic fields, are you all familiar with it?” Gawain asked another question, slightly unresigned.
  Tiel thought for a while. “It is outside of our sea area. Though not far away, we never go there. —— The strong magnetic fields there are only a small problem. The greatest trouble is that there is some being called the ‘ancient guard’ lingering there. It will randomly attack intruders. Honestly, we’d thought you were mad when you insisted on entering back then. To think you actually came back alive… and you’d even resurrected?”
 Now even an ancient guard had come along…
 New information that streamed in continuously had Gawain swelling with the urge of heading out to sea immediately, but he knew very well that the productivity and technology of the present could not support him through such an impulsive venture to the deep sea—— Moreover, there also existed an “ancient guard” whose combat ability was extremely strong in the Sea of Eternal Darkness. But he still added, “If we get a chance in the future, I hope that you can bring me to that place again.”
“You humans are really a type of creature that loves taking risks, huh?” Tiel yawned languidly. “But let’s see about it when there’s a chance. ——I don’t plan on returning for the time being. I had a hard time swimming so far to find this place. It’d feel like such a loss to return right away.”
As she spoke, Miss Sea Demon lifted her eyelids and glanced at Gawain. “And swimming is so tiring. I want to rest~”
 The unspoken words behind these were that she couldn’t be bothered to continue answering questions.
“Alright, have a rest first. We’ll chat later when there’s time.” Gawain nodded and took half a step back. “Tell Betty if you need anything, or you can come to me directly. I’ve shown you around this place earlier.”
 “I got it, I got it.”
 Tiel flapped her tail impatiently; then she did a good stretch in the water, straightened her back, flipped her belly up, and closed her eyes to sleep.


Soaked in the water with her belly up, she was sleeping like she’d suddenly passed away. —— It was also fortunate that she now had a snake tail; it would really be rather terrifying if it was a fishtail.
Gawain left Tiel’s room with Amber and the rest. Only when they’d reached the corridor did Heidi break the silence. “Ancestor, what do you think about this… sea demon that suddenly appeared?”
 “What do I think?”
 “Sea demons are a species of mysterious yet ancient intelligent beings. Although there is no proof, the majority of the legends related to them all contain descriptions of ‘dangerous, peculiar, mysterious’. Do you think this sea demon… can be trusted?”
 Gawain rolled his eyes. “Do you think her behavior is associated with the three adjectives above?”
 Heidi: “…”
 
 “Of course, I understand your worries too.” Gawain changed the topic. “We cannot judge a person by appearances. The same goes for a fish—— Oh, and also a sea snake. Regardless, this sea demon carries knowledge and information that I urgently need. I have an obsession with the deep sea. It isn’t easy explaining such an obsession to all of you for now, but for that reason, I have to keep Tiel here. In addition, I’ve also studied those legends about sea demons carefully. I found that almost all of them came from the coastal fishermen or sailors of the Typhon Empire and Silver Empire. These two groups… To put it bluntly, even if they’d caught sight of a slightly bigger fish out at sea, they would be able to come up with a heap of tales about gods and ghosts. The legends they left behind contain too much exaggeration and cannot be trusted, not completely.”
“I understand.” Heidi nodded. “Since you’ve thought it through, I no longer have any questions.”
 “Mm. But you still have to remember, pay more attention to Tiel’s movements. On the one hand, it’s necessary vigilance and precaution, and on the other, it’s to stop her from doing anything shocking. —— She comes from the deep sea after all. Her worldview is highly likely entirely different from humans’.”
 “Yes.”
 “Another thing, have the witnesses and soldiers maintaining order at the square today been spoken to?”


 
 “They have.” Heidi nodded. “The explanation to the outside is that an old friend of a different race whom you got acquainted with seven hundred years ago rushed over for a meeting as she’d heard news of your resurrection. This has been told to Miss Tiel too, and she is willing to cooperate.”
“The convenience brought about by the identity of a legendary hero, is it…?” Gawain chuckled. “It feels like no matter how many bizarre and strange incidents occur, as long as it has something to do with me, the laymen would easily believe them.”
Amber rolled her eyes. “You could do something like opening and rising from your coffin after all. What else isn’t possible.”
 Gawain: “…”
Chapter 196: The First Church

There was now a mysterious new guest at the territory, but this was merely a small part of the chit chat after dinner for the majority. In fact, the impact it had on the civilians couldn’t even compare to a newly built house in the xx area. Especially right now —— many people were paying attention to a new building on the east of Knight Street.
The Cecil territory’s first church was finally being built.
 Cleric Wright used more than two month’s time and finally passed the feudal lord’s appraisal, attaining permission to preach on the Cecil lands; as well, a piece of land was allocated to him, along with materials, equipment, and personnel needed for the construction of the church. This Cleric was clearly delighted and erupted with immense enthusiasm and work efficiency at once, making this small church spring up at an astonishing speed —— of course, this also had to do with his adept skill from carrying bricks for two months at the territory.
 The newly completed little church looked very simple from its outer appearance. Although it also consisted of spires, a small tower, a prayer hall, and various facilities necessary for a church of the Holy Light, everything revolved around practicality and adequacy. The kind of extravagant style of putting gold and inlaying silver on the walls in the churches of the central region was absolutely nowhere to be seen, but it could still be described as a beautiful new building. With the church itself, together with the small public square in front, as well as the neat brick houses of Knight Street in the background — the territory’s first street that could be described using “modern town” finally took shape.
And before the church officially opened its doors, the feudal lord even specially arranged for a small “launch ceremony” for it.
This was a rather bizarre arrangement in the eyes of the civilians —— the great figure of the territory coming forward personally and organizing an activity for the launch of a building. This was very rare in the past.
At other places, there wouldn’t be any solemn ceremony with the appearance of a new facility. Usually, there were only some crass customs established through repetition from the people: a jar filled with ale would be smashed at the entrance before a craftsman shop was opened; on the one hand, it was for celebration, and on the other hand, it was using the aroma of ale to publicize and notify people that a new shop had been opened, while the priests and clerics of the various churches would organize some religious activities after a new church was completed. The clerics would preach at the entrance and give out wheat cakes. Whereas, when racecourses, theaters, and the like established by aristocrats were completed, there would be some celebrations, but they were all balls and cocktail parties for the upper-class figures, nothing to do with civilians at all.
The ceremony known as “ribbon-cutting” that Gawain had arranged was novel and baffling to the people.
However, the civilians of this era would not think deeply about matters that appeared to be unrelated to their lives. In any case, the feudal lord’s arrangements were simply right, and to them, novel happenings in the territory were something to be happy about —— especially when this was a church that could bring convenience to their lives.
 
Lots of crowds were gathered at the small public square in front of the church. They curiously watched the church doors that were still tightly shut, as well as the feudal lord and company who stood in front of the doors: Gawain, Heidi, and Rebecca stood right there, and beside them was the Cleric Mr. Wright, who had a distinctive presence. Apart from them, the rest were just some soldiers responsible for maintaining order at the scene.
 For the sake of adapting to the aesthetic taste of the masses and conventions of this world, and to create an even more important “symbolic significance”, Gawain redesigned a new set of so-called “ribbon-cutting” procedures. He gave orders to attach a symbolic colored knot on the doors of the church and to also set up a blocking rope on the steps leading up to the entrance, representing that this building was still sealed. And when the sun rose to the highest point, he would appear here and open up the church as the feudal lord.


 Amidst the countless curious and reverent gazes, Heidi took a step forward. With the support of magic, her voice that was gentle but loud enough to ring through the crowd entered every person’s ears. “Today is a day worth celebrating. —— The missionary of the God of Holy Light, Mr. Wright, has brought the morals of the Holy Light for everyone. Our feudal lord, Duke Gawain Cecil, believes that the way of the Holy Light is beneficial to the territory and as such, approved the construction of this church and personally sent his congratulations for the implementation of the morals of the Holy Light. —— I will now read out the feudal lord’s decree:
“Through the application of the missionary of the Holy Light, Wright Awiken, I, Gawain Cecil, feudal lord of the Cecil territory, have ruled that spreading the way of the Holy Light on this land is legal and beneficial. I hereby permit missionary Wright’s preaching and approve the construction of one church.”
Following that, with the civilians’ gregarious and spontaneous applause, Gawain cut the blocking rope, while Heidi and Rebecca undid the colored knot on the doors of the church.
Cleric Wright watched the full course of this ceremony with curiosity. He felt that there was some significance in this ceremony, yet he ultimately wasn’t a “true clergyman” who was good at scheming. As a missionary who was considered to have been thrown out with a kick by the central region church, he had been spreading religious doctrines according to his own understanding and way the whole time, so he quickly stopped thinking on it —— it was a good thing so long as he could preach without a hitch. The feudal lord even came personally to give his congratulations; that was something even better. As for the matter about “the God of Holy Light needing Gawain Cecil’s permission to construct a church on his land”… it didn’t matter, since the church had already been built.
To be honest, Wright even felt that the Cecil territory suited his own tastes even more: at other aristocratic territories, he needed to approach the local feudal lord for permission too. Although essentially every feudal lord would agree, there was never a place that was formal and solemn like the Cecil territory. Instead of saying that the feudal lords of other aristocratic territories had permitted him to develop on their territory, it was more like they completely blithely took on an uncaring attitude. The so-called “feudal-lord permission” was merely a show of going through the formalities; it was a mutual compromise between the church and aristocratic influences and a show of respect on the surface. However, here at the Cecil territory, this “permission” seemed much more formal.
Wright liked such places where the rules were clear and definite because he had seen too many instances where chaotic rules had led to the suffering of the people —— many people would complain that it was because the feudal lord set too many rules that caused life to be difficult, but few people realized that what led to a hard life weren’t the rules, but carelessly and constantly establishing rules that even the feudal lord himself did not plan on abiding by.
  Here, such situations clearly did not exist.
 “Everyone interested in the way of the Holy Light can drop in. The space in the preaching hall is really big! People who do not believe in the Holy Light but have minor illnesses and injuries can come too. Healing holy water will be provided here every day!” Wright stood happily on the steps before the entrance of the church, his loud voice so resonant that the whole square could hear him. “But those with major illness and injuries have to inform me in advance. Holy water is processed from river water. Its effects are limited. Healing spells should still be used for major illnesses…”
Gawain stood at a side and watched as the continuous stream of believers of the Holy Light, or civilians who wanted to collect some holy water, walked into the church. Listening to Wright’s loud greeting, he suddenly couldn’t help but chuckle: it was his first time hearing a Cleric actively admit that the raw material of holy water was river water, and he even reminded people that the healing effects of holy water weren’t good…
 Meanwhile, Heidi stood beside Gawain. She had already perceived some deeper significance from this ceremony today.
 When she saw that there were occasionally civilians thanking the feudal lord while walking into the church of the God of Holy Light, she asked in a low voice, “Ancestor, are you putting religious authority into your own control?”


“I actually have no intention about holding religious authority and whatnot, but I dislike being controlled by religious authority even more,” Gawain said coolly. “The church is a good thing. Theurgies, holy water, sacred objects, and war clerics are all good things. But if these things have their own system and will, then they’re not quite good anymore.”
“A good number of aristocrats would be on guard against the overdevelopment of churches, but there was never anyone who’d thought of using such a method to ‘cage’ it.” Heidi revealed a thoughtful expression. “You used explicit laws to stipulate that all religious activities had to be approved by the feudal lord and ritualized actions to show everyone who to listen to when the feudal lord and the gods are put together, and you also expressed the feudal lord’s support for the church… Ancestor, your handling of matters is always unpredictable.”
Yet Gawain shook his head. “It’s not that no one thought of using laws and power to repress the church, Heidi. I’m not the only smart person. —— It is only because all of them do not have the resources to. We are very lucky that the southern border is an uncultivated land with many years of regress. Many things could be constructed starting from zero, and Wright is also really devoted to the way of the Holy Light, instead of being a scheming ‘true believer’. That is why I was able to lay this foundation, but in the central and northern regions where the power of the church is already deeply ingrained, I would not be able to do so at all. ——Just like how you were able to perceive the significance behind my actions, those shrewd bishops would be able to do so as well.”
 
Heidi faltered for a moment. She had to admit that Gawain was reading this matter very clearly, but she was also a little curious. “If we were at those places, what would you do?”
“Very simple, it would work so long as your fists are bigger than theirs,” Gawain laughed. “Sometimes, problems that cannot be solved using the brain are instead the simplest. Just competing with fists would do.”
Rebecca listened to Heidi and Gawain’s discussion at the side. She essentially didn’t understand a single word of the earlier half, but she understood Gawain’s last comment and was especially in favor of it. “Lord Ancestor is right! Problems that can be fought out aren’t problems!”
 Gawain helplessly darted a look at Iron-Headed Girl. “Could you listen more completely? I emphasized on using brains before fists!”
Heidi was just about to follow and teach her a lesson, but an Amber crawled out of nowhere. “She’d realize that her brains weren’t enough after using her brains…”
 
 Before this ultimate disgrace was beaten up, Gawain moved and held down the person’s head. “Your skin will itch if you do not provoke someone every day, huh? —— Why are you here? Don’t you dislike the Church of Holy Light and places like it?”
“I’m here to watch the fun—— Let go, ay, let go.” Amber struggled vigorously under Gawain’s hand. In the end, she simply shifted into the shadows and escaped the devil’s clutches. “Let me tell you, actually this cleric feels pretty okay to me. He’s not as nasty as those clerics of the Holy Light that I met previously…”
Gawain knew this half-elf very well. Only after she was done complaining did he ask, “Other than watching the fun, there should be another reason why you’re here?”


“Tch, an old cured meat, but your eyes are pretty sharp…” Amber pursed her eyes. Then, before she was beaten up once more, she swiftly sputtered, “Pittman is looking for you. ——Said he made a breakthrough in the research on mass-producing Druid potions!”
Chapter 197: Inversion Circle

Even though large-scale construction of brick houses in the territory had commenced, and despite all the previous tents being replaced and large numbers of wooden huts being demolished and rebuilt in batches, Pittman’s residence was still that wooden hut he had since the very beginning. —— This had nothing to do with the little old man’s laborious style of work (in fact, he didn’t have this attribute at all), nor was it Gawain targeting this little old man’s indecency; it was simply due to a considerable amount of Druid spells being related to the organic environment. Druid spell laboratories required large amounts of wooden base to serve as magic-conducting materials, and wooden houses were also more convenient for them to reform and catalyze using magic. Thus, this wooden hut remained in use till today, and it seemed Pittman satisfactorily planned to continue using it like that.
In reality, although the wooden hut was still wooden, through Pittman’s magic transformation over the past few months, it had a completely changed look —— those felled wooden boards that had originally lost their vitality gained a certain kind of “activation” under the permanent infiltration of Druid spells. Vines, branches, and leaves grew out from the gaps between the wooden boards. While making the wooden hut even tighter and more solid, they also greatly beautified its appearance. And the interior of the wooden hut became warm in winter and cool in summer due to the effects of natural spells. Gawain believed this was a rather comfortable lodging.
Otherwise, that old rascal — who peddled ointments all day long and scrounged for free meals everywhere, drinking and playing cards, with no ends to his bad habits — would’ve long approached him for a change in housing… Pittman wasn’t the kind of fellow to willingly be poor; otherwise, he wouldn’t have gone so far as to becoming an antique appraiser because being a Druid wasn’t profitable…
 Walking into this already renewed (and taking on a new look every day) house, Gawain caught the old Druid who had his head bowed and was busying about beside the laboratory bench at first glance. The latter had clearly already noticed the arrival of the feudal lord but still didn’t lift his head. “Lord, please hold on for a moment. I’ll be done here right away. —— Spell experiments cannot be interrupted. The equipment is slightly worn. I’ve got to watch them carefully to—”
At the side, Amber exposed him without the slightest hesitance. “Stop pretending. That pile of vessels of yours hasn’t started reacting. —— Such a respectable style of being engrossed in academic research and responsible to the truth! Being too occupied to attend to the feudal lord doesn’t suit you.”
Gawain heard the truth exposed by Amber midway, though feeling touched due to Pittman’s rigorous and earnest working attitude. He instantly examined Pittman from top to bottom with doubt, and the latter straightened up from beside the laboratory bench. He scowled and glared at Miss Half-Elf. “I just wanted to cheat and get some experiment funds. Do I have it easy?! Whose side are you on?”
 Amber rolled her eyes. “Duh, I’ll be on the side of whoever pays me.”
“Cough, cough”, Gawain quickly cut off the topic of conversation that was about to digress with a dry cough. “I’m here to look at your experiment results. ——You seemed to have settled the most critical step for the mass production of potions?”
 Pittman put down his old and worn alchemy tools that he used to cheat for funds upon hearing him. He straightened up triumphantly and led Gawain towards another alchemy platform on the other side of the laboratory. “Come look at this first!”
 
 Gawain walked over curiously. He saw a series of connected flasks, retort, condensing tube, distillation kettle, and other equipment placed on the alchemy platform. All these were commonly used items when metallurgists concocted potions. Although they were rather complicatedly assembled together, there was nothing too special compared to when Pittman concocted the potions previously. What was truly particular was the complex magical runes carved on the surfaces of two of the vessels, as well as an unfamiliar rune formation in the middle of the platform.
Gawain could be sure that there were no such structures on normal alchemy platforms and alchemy vessels.


“What are these?” Gawain asked curiously.
 “This is the ‘Druid theurgy circle’ used to replace the spellcaster’s participation.” Pittman blinked and said rather proudly.
“Druid theurgy circle?!”
 “Yes.” Pittman nodded. “As you know, the biggest problem we encountered when we wanted to mass-produce Druid potions previously was the necessity of a spellcaster participating in the last step of ‘enchantment’. Only Druid spells could catalyze these potions.”
At this point, Pittman paused before going on, “Druid spells were born from the ancient nature theurgies, entirely different from the present conventional magical system, so there isn’t a set of perfect ‘spell mold – rune formation’ corresponding conversion system. In other words, many Druid spells cannot be converted into magic circles. This led to the inability to rely on carved magic circles on external materials to replace the spellcaster like how we did with the Magic Web or heat-ray gun… Thus, this restricted the mass production of alchemical potions because the number of Druids is limited, and the total magical power of an individual is also limited.”
Gawain looked at this little old man whose usual performance was rather frivolous in surprise. “So you successfully converted Druid magic into magic circles?”
 “Strictly speaking, it’s the ancient Druid theurgy circles —— the ‘theurgy circles’ back when the Druid faction was still the Sect of the God of Nature and Druid magic was still theurgy,” Pittman clarified in a low yet solemn voice. “For this, I went through large quantities of ancient books and records. —— I spent a total of one hundred and twenty gold coins buying the books, and the total cost of the errand fee from asking someone to buy the books is—”
“It’s not suitable to talk about this in such a solemn atmosphere. I’ll reimburse you later.” Gawain cut him off directly. “But I remember that the Druid theurgies have all become invalid. Those ancient theurgy circles could actually still be used?”
“Of course they cannot if they are being used directly, but look at these runes… Don’t you find them familiar?”
   With such a reminder, Gawain then noticed that those magical patterns on the surface of those vessels and the alchemy platform were indeed a little familiar. Regarding the combining of the elemental runes and sacred symbols together, there was an even stronger feeling of déjà vu…
A few seconds later, it then suddenly struck him what this was: in the ruins in the mountains, in the shadow realm, that large fused magic circle used to confine the flesh of the gods! That magic circle had been drawn by combining elemental runes and sacred symbols!


 Gawain revealed a surprised look. “It’s the skill dug out from the ruins?”
 “That’s right.” Pittman nodded. “The various kinds of magic circles that you discovered in the ruins at that time have been copied down, but regarding the theurgies, Madam Heidi was stumped studying them, so she got me to help. —— Although Druid theurgies are already lost, as an ancient occupation that attaches extreme importance to legacy, we kept those sacred symbols as pure academic materials the whole time and handed them down. Madam Heidi got me to help with identifying the meanings of those symbols, and through this process, I discovered a daring endeavor of the Gondor Empire…”
“Daring endeavor?” Gawain frowned. From Pittman’s tone, he got a sense of foreboding that this probably wasn’t any simple secret.
Of course, this could also possibly be the little old man’s new attempt to cheat for funds. If that was the case, it’d be even easier to resolve: giving him a beating would be enough. —— He was a 700-year-old coffin spirit and a 7-million-year-old satellite spirit. No matter who he beat up on this land, he wouldn’t have to worry about being criticized for being disrespectful to the elderly…
Of course, if someone insisted on saying that him beating up an old man was considered child abuse, then he could only accept it.
 Fortunately, Pittman really wasn’t cheating for funds this time. “They were attempting to ‘search for the interface of divine power’.”
As he spoke, the little old man pointed to those magical patterns carved on the vessels and alchemy platform. “Unless religious doctrines are strictly adhered to, divine power cannot be used by humankind. This is considered a shackle universally acknowledged by the world, but the Master Mages of the ancient Gondor Empire were clearly intending on doing something revolting. Their objective behind designing such a fused magic circle was to bypass some kind of ‘prohibition’ set up by the gods, so as to utilize the powers of the gods through the forces of magic. Judging from the clues you found in the ruins, they had evidently succeeded, or rather, a portion of their work was successful —— they found the ‘access point’ of using magical runes to control theurgies. Although given our current technology, we are unable to restore the original set of the complex fused magic circle, nor are we able to create a source powerful enough to drive it, we can still draw lessons from the reasoning of rune arrangements…”
Not only were the contents of Pittman’s speech astonishing, they also seemed rather promising, but Gawain could not help but feel uncertain. “I remember someone had once attempted to use the forces of magic to utilize theurgies, but it all failed. A priest of the Holy Light was even devoured by the Holy Light as such… Are you sure there are no risks to this technique?”
“The risks definitely exist. All magic has risks, but controlling the risks is a compulsory lesson for us.” Pittman nodded. “I also know about those failures you mentioned. We’ve discussed them the previous time. At present, in my opinion, their failures are actually having gone the wrong way.”
 
“Gone the wrong way?”
 “That’s right, gone the wrong way. Those people who attempted to use magic to control theurgies but failed were merely forcefully replacing the symbols in theurgies with elemental runes through the translation of elemental language and the method of substitution. It is just like forcefully replacing every individual word in the elven language into those with similar meanings in humankind’s common language and attempting to translate an elven book using such a method. Although all the individual words have been changed, due to differences in language and morphology laws, the product of such replacement can only be unreadable rubbish.” Pittman shook his head. “Whereas the Master Mages of the Gondor Empire have done much more brilliantly. They realized that they could not ‘translate’ divine power using humankind’s ‘language’, so they created a kind of ‘interface’. This interface did not try to forcefully translate the symbols in theurgies but drew theurgy circles. Then it would set up magical runes used for control at every critical position and use materials that are both spiritual and magic-conducting to serve as ‘transfer mediums’ at the input and output stages. Through such a method, they indirectly changed divine power from a ‘rigid energy’ that can only work through strictly adhering to religious doctrines into a ‘flexible energy’ like magical power that can be easily used by mortals.”


For some reason, when Gawain heard Pittman’s description about forcefully using elemental runes to replace theurgy symbols, what emerged in his mind were the two words, ‘machine translation’.
Was this the otherworldly version of machine translation making people miserable…
 Gawain shook his head, casting those unreliable associations about ‘machine translation’ out, then looked at Pittman, and asked, “So, you’ve grasped the skill of such ‘interfaces’?”
 
 “I cannot say I’ve completely grasped it. After all, what you had copied back were only some magic circles, and not the Gondor Empire’s primary research data. I still have to properly dig into those magic circles before I can figure out the specific theory behind such interfaces.” Pittman was not careless in such areas that involved professionalism and risks and answered honestly. “Right now, I’ve only found some ways of utilizing it and attached it to the Druid’s ancient theurgy circle.”
Pittman stroked his beard when he came to this point, a smile appearing on his face. “Strictly speaking, what I’m doing on the Druid theurgy circle is the opposite of what the Gondor Empire Master Mages had done —— they were drawing powers from theurgies, but the Druid theurgies had long become invalid, so the theurgies are no longer able to release energy to the outside. Therefore, I reversed this process, using magical power to ‘charge’ the theurgy circle, thereby allowing the latter to operate. Of course, there is a measure of waste in this process, but it isn’t too big. Under the support of the new Honeycomb Magic Web, the energy waste caused by such inverse change can totally be accepted.”
 The old Druid lifted his hand and pointed to a certain corner of the set of apparatus on the alchemy platform. “You should have noticed already. It has an interface to connect to the Magic Web left. So, we just have to connect it to the Magic Web, and the power of the Magic Web would convert into energy for the theurgy circle through this ‘divine-power inversion circle’ on the alchemy platform and as a result, catalyze the potions in these two vessels, just as if there’s an ancient Druid priest casting spells on them, turning the ordinary herb juice in the vessels into magic potions…”
 After ending the explanation, the old Druid exhaled deeply and turned to Gawain. “Lord, this is the avenue for mass production that I found.”
Chapter 198: Height of the Technique

The theory that Pittman recounted wasn’t complicated. Regarding the connection of theurgy circles and magic circles, in Gawain’s understanding, it was actually just a process of “frequency conversion compatibility”.
Although the structures of the two differed, and the rune system and effectual mechanism were also different, theurgy circles and magic circles were essentially a kind of system that consumed magical power and produced effects (energy accumulation magic circles like the Magic Web actually did not produce magical power either. It only concentrated and compacted the dispersed magical power already existing in nature. There was also the loss of its own waste energy in this process). Such systems had the innate possibility of being connected: so long as a suitable transfer pathway was found.
In general, elemental runes and theurgy runes could not be mutually compatible; the only outcome from forceful mutual replacement would be the spell going out of control —— those priests would explain this as the gods being supreme; thus, the powers bestowed by the gods were also above the spells that mortals used. Low-level spells naturally could not be mutually compatible with high-level theurgies. However, in Gawain’s surmise, he believed that this was only due to the two’s challenging compatibility or “common frequency region being overly narrow”.
This surmise did not come without cause, but a rational guess that emerged because of the historical facts of the transition of Druid theurgies to magic, as well as the fused magic circle discovered in the ruins in the mountains —— now, it turned out that his guess was correct.
The so-called divine power wasn’t superior to magical power. It was only because the connection of theurgy runes and elemental runes wasn’t as easy as that between elemental runes, and in the situation where theoretical guidance was absent, finding the correct permutation amongst the vast number of runes was like looking for a needle in a haystack. Thus, the scholars believed that these two systems were incompatible.
The Gondor Master Mages from 1,000 years ago seemed to have found this “needle”.
 The Druids’ theurgies were already invalid. After the source of energy that was derived from the gods’ “gift” vanished, they had to draw magical power from nature to utilize the former “theurgies”, and theurgies became magic in this process, while theurgy circles gradually became ineffective historical heritage as reasonable remodeling ways could not be found. However, the “interface” that Pittman found gave the ancient abandoned theurgy circles the possibility of operating again. In Gawain’s opinion, the mysterious veil of theurgy circles had been completely uncovered right at this moment.
They were actually magic circles; sacred runes were actually some kind of special magical runes (independent of the elemental rune system); only its energy could not be derived from nature but required a layer of “filter” or “conversion” before it could be used. The inversion circle was the key to carrying such conversion.
 Gawain’s reasoning extended—— he thought of those mysterious gods. What role did those gods assume in this process?
 
Perhaps… they were the earliest and also biggest inversion circle.
 The gods purified and extracted nature’s original basic energy to transform it into the so-called “superior energy” that could release theurgies: for example, the forces of nature, the Holy Light, divine war power, and more. Then, with strict religious doctrines as the “authorization standard”, they allowed those mortals who carried out religious rituals to borrow these secondary energies that had been transformed. If this was on Earth, it would be equivalent to a developed country monopolizing the entire world’s fossil fuels, solar energy, wind energy, and all primary resources, as well as the corresponding electricity generation technology. Then, the country converted these resources into electricity and exported it to a certain primitive country —— the latter would, therefore, enter the age of electricity in one swoop, but so long as they did not find the way to generate electricity, they would forever be stuck in this state —— leading a life of electric lamps and telephones on the surface, but a primitive and backward life in reality.


Because they were missing the technology of the most important “conversion step” in the middle.
Humankind was the only intelligent race on Earth, and the disparity between people was limited; thus, such monopolization was difficult to achieve. But in this world, the gods possessed powers that far exceeded the imagination of mortals; therefore, they succeeded with such a monopolization.
The “White Starfall” 3,000 years ago was the beginning of the breaking of the monopoly. On that day, the God of Nature worshiped by the Druids disappeared for some reason. Consequently, the refinement authority of nature’s divine power was released, and mortals obtained the ability to use the magic of nature. The Master Mages who studied the flesh of gods in the Dark Range a thousand years ago further reinforced the breakup of the monopoly. They used an even more aggressive method to bypass the “authority lock” set up by the gods and achieved success.
However, the overall monopoly still could not be broken. The gods, who stood in great numbers in the world, were still present. Mortals, still, could only obtain the corresponding divine power by praying to the gods, but the key to breaking the monopoly was already held in Gawain’s hand.
As Gawain’s mind calmed down, he looked fixedly at Pittman and asked, “Do you know what this ‘inversion circle’ signifies?”
 The old Druid smiled. “I do. To be honest, I’m pretty proud of it.”
“The entire world will see us as their arch enemy,” Gawain warned slowly. “Ninety percent of the clergymen will come huffing over.”
Pittman batted his eyes, revealing a trace of slyness in them. “Not just those priests, there’s also the ‘gods’ behind them.”
 Yes, there were also the gods behind them.
 Although the Eternal Stone Slate divulged the information that “the gods were dead”, the fact that divine power still existed in the world was irrefutable. Gawain had no choice but to beware of those “gods” hidden behind the scenes. Were they the resurrected gods? Or some kind of “usurper” who took advantage of the empty position and took the role? Regardless of what was responding to the mortals’ prayers, they probably wouldn’t like to see their monopoly being broken.
“Do not use the inversion circle technique on any other theurgy circles other than those of the Druids for now,” Gawain said solemnly.


 He did not know how sharp the gods’ eyes were. He could only assume that they would jump up even if one leg hair of theirs was plucked.
“I understand.” Pittman nodded. He evidently didn’t dare to mess around in this aspect.
  “This technique, we need to package it.” Gawain took a breath and went on, “This was an attempt to convert Druid magic into ‘magic circles’, and due to the origins of Druid magic, ancient theurgy symbols naturally existed in the magic circles. This happened naturally. Do you understand?”
“Of course. I am merely a low-ranked Druid. How would I know the technique to steal divine power?” Pittman stroked his beard with his eyes narrowed. “I’d merely copied the ancient Druid theurgy circles from books, then connected the Magic Web recklessly. As for the so-called inversion runes… given the brains of the majority of the spellcasters and clergymen of this era, they would only pay attention to whether the item was usable or not. Who would care about the theories and functions?!”
Gawain detected deep disdain and even a hint of resentment towards conventional spellcasters from Pittman’s tone. He knew that there was definitely a story there, but he only gave the other person a long deep look and didn’t pursue further.
 He nodded. “These deluding statements are just to be on the safe side. So long as we do well in keeping the technique confidential, we do not have to worry about the dangers that would occur after it has been leaked. There are only the three of us present here today. Before I believe that the time is right, we will be the only ones aware of this secret, and at the most, the core technicians added in in the future. Understand?”
Pittman nodded lightly, while Amber suddenly stared at Gawain with a terrified look. “You can’t be thinking of killing me to silence me, right?”
 Gawain casually knocked on this half-elf’s head. “Are there any normal operations in your brain?”
“Damn, silencing a person still isn’t considered normal?”
 Gawain helplessly darted a look at Pittman. “To be honest, how did you and your old mate educate this lass back then?”
“Sigh, we didn’t expect her to grow up into this,” Pittman sighed dejectedly. “Her adoptive father and I worked conscientiously the whole time to earn money and raise the kid. We taught her stealth, poisoning, grave digging, exhumation, swindling and bluffing, pilfering, and even got the best shadow mentor for her. We were so serious in our education. How did she go astray…?”


Gawain: “…”
 Damn it, how could she not go crooked with this education? That Amber only had some faults of pilfering till now was already considered having a naturally good soul, huh?!
“…I’ve got to properly rectify your values.” Gawain resignedly waved a hand at Amber and turned back to look at Pittman. “Sort out the new flow of production and technical requirements of the various equipment into a detailed file. I will arrange for the industrial department to start designing the corresponding equipment and workshop. It is just nice that it’s winter right now. If we complete it within these few months, it can be used just in time when spring comes. In addition, I remember you recruited a batch of apothecary apprentices. Can they be put in important positions?”
According to Gawain’s directive to “increase talents”, Pittman recruited a group of apothecary apprentices in the territory to impart the way of nature —— those plots in stories where a child randomly taken from a poor family possessed unusual talent and became a nature-defying genius with some nurturing did not happen. Not a single one of the dozen had Druid aptitude; only two or three possessed the weak ability to sense magical power but found it strenuous to even be a Mage apprentice. Fortunately, there weren’t only spells in Druid knowledge; knowledge about all sorts of potions, animal domestication, and plant cultivation could be picked up by laymen. Thus, these apprentices were considered to have grown swiftly under Pittman’s lead. At present, they were doctors and apothecaries of the territory, and when needed, they would also help Pittman concoct those catalytic potions required for agriculture.
“Saying they can be put in important positions would be flattering those young fellows, but they’re considered hard working. Their fundamental alchemy skills are alright.” Pittman touched his beard. “You have arrangements?”
“Using the reaction vessels to prepare magical medicine is a technical job. Laymen who haven’t been trained won’t be able to handle them. After the pharmaceutical synthesis factory has been completed, on top of workers doing the chores, we also need technical personnel who know the ropes in there. Select a few reliable and steady apprentices. We’ll let them manage the factory.”
 
Pittman was a little surprised. “I thought you would have wanted me to manage the factory.”
 “What you ought to be managing is the research and development system that’s at an even higher level, and not a concrete factory.” Gawain darted a look at Pittman. “There won’t only be one pharmaceutical factory in the territory in the future, and the Druids’ ancient theurgies… aren’t only used to concoct medicines either.”
“It seems you’re thinking very far ahead.” Pittman nodded. “I understand. I will pick a few suitable apprentices to train and get them to go to the steelworks and mechanical research station to familiarize themselves with ‘factory production’.”
Gawain let out a breath. “Then… apart from completing these tasks, I think you ought to consider the next research project .”
 Pittman blinked. “Next step of research?”


 
 “That is to study ‘why’.” Gawain looked at those theurgy runes and elemental runes on the alchemy platform, as well as the “inversion circle” serving as the conversion interface. “Why can the inversion circle convert primary magical power into so-called ‘divine power’? Why must secondary energy that has been converted be used to drive theurgy circles? What exactly is the difference between magical power and divine power?”
Gawain eased his tone, but his expression was especially solemn. “Conventional spellcasters rarely pay attention to spell theories at a deeper level, and you’ve also mocked this point earlier, so we absolutely cannot be like them. Especially with the inversion circle technique —— it is a technique that was excavated, a property of the ancient Gondor Empire. It isn’t some god bestowed item that cannot be analyzed, but something that ancient Master Mages who were also humans studied and came up with. And very luckily, we happened to have the chance to study it. We definitely cannot let go of this opportunity.”
Pittman faltered for a while before he suddenly broke into a smile. “Whenever I believe that I’ve thought far enough, I’d always find that you’re already standing somewhere even further, waiting for me to catch up…”
Before Gawain could respond, Amber had already voiced what he was about to say for him. “This is the wisdom of the elderly.”
Chapter 199: The First Lesson

“Following the time” was originally a characteristic and privilege of the aristocrats because only the aristocrats held the tools and methods to accurately calculate time. Whether they were magic timers or mechanical clocks from the Dwarf Kingdom, all of them weren’t items that civilians could possess. Thus, the aristocrats viewed “following the time” as a part of upper-class society, treating it as an etiquette and rule, while civilians simply relied on the sun and astrology to roughly gauge the time and arrange their work using that. This was a normality at any aristocratic territory other than the Cecil territory.
However, in the Cecil territory, everyone’s lives would strictly follow “time” — which hour and minute to start work, which hour and minute to end work, what time the mess hall served meals, what time night classes began. Everything had a precise timescale, from the territory officials to the common people; that was the case for everyone.
This was the change that Gawain brought. It was a change made to reverse the chaotic, primitive, and inefficient production model; only an exact timetable could ensure that factories could operate smoothly, and only an exact timetable could have people aware of the importance of efficiency. Initially, many civilians were rather puzzled by such a requirement; only because of the feudal lord’s great prestige did they confusedly follow this newly set rule. However, at this point, “punctual” had become a familiar term in the territory: even young children understood the necessity of punctuality.
This was because they had to come to school punctually for lessons — even earlier than the adults — and study longer than the adults; the requirements for them were even stricter.
Gawain had yet to implement full-time schooling for the time being, so the children of the Cecil territory currently had to spend half of their day helping their parents with manual labor at home. After lunch, they had to report to the “Cecil General Academy” located in the south of the territory.
This was a brand new school constructed using bricks and cement. Its main building was the territory’s most stylish building, with the largest area other than the various factories. And the Cecil territory’s flag fluttered above the square by the school, the huge and prestigious emblems of Cecil and Anzu printed on the walls —— Gawain was firmly convinced that the sense of honor and belonging had to be fostered from a young age. Compared to the adults whose worldview was already solidified, having children develop knowledge of this aspect early was even more important. Moreover, the distinct and dignified symbol of the school also helped in raising the civilians’ enthusiasm about “enrolling in school”: receiving education arranged by the feudal lord in such a stylish facility, this would become something very honorable in the eyes of many.
Even if they could not sense honor, Gawain wanted to instill in them the thinking that doing so was very honorable.
 The adults’ night school began after work had ended in the evening, whereas the children attended lessons in the school from the afternoon. They would learn here until the sun set, then have a free dinner with the teachers (this dinner was also one of the motivations for adults being willing to send their children to school), and then continue learning after dinner. When the adults’ night classes ended, the children would return home together with their parents.
 The mindset of adults was typically solidified: accepting new knowledge would become something rather difficult. Thus, Gawain’s demands for the majority of the adult workers in the territory was simply being able to read and count; at the least, they would be able to understand the operating instructions of the machines in the factories. On the other hand, children were precious “blank papers”: they had yet to be polished and numbed by life and could still accept liberal new thoughts and new knowledge. Therefore, Gawain always attached great importance to the children’s education.
 
At the beginning of the territory’s construction, there were almost no children in the entire town. This was because those who fled from the old Cecil territory were basically all robust adults. Although women and children were given priority during the evacuation, under the Dark Wave’s corroding environment, more than half of the children who had weaker constitutions weren’t able to survive. —— Only until several population expansions later did the Cecil territory finally have a juvenile generation once more. Some were slaves sold here together with their parents (if not for Gawain’s liberation system, these children and their descendants would be slaves for generations). There were also the homeless rescued by Joan and Tom. Even though these children still had to live in the buffer camp with their parents, there were arrangements for them to come for lessons at the academy every day.
Today, they were adding a special new course.


 Santis Seid nervously tidied his clothes in the staff room. The staff room was very simple and unadorned, but there was a full-length mirror. A maxim that the feudal lord bestowed to the teachers of the academy was pasted on it: Be a mirror.
Santis straightened out his slightly worn magic robe, smoothing out the creases on the robe a little clumsily. He saw the maxim on the upper section of the mirror; there was wisdom in the feudal lord’s words, yet he still couldn’t quite understand why this maxim would appear here. Only, compared to understanding this phrase, he was more worried about whether he would be able to smoothly cope with this first lesson.
He was going to teach a group of poor children, getting them to learn knowledge that even children of wealthy merchants and Knights might not be able to take in. Could this really be done?
 He had once worked as the family tutor of some merchants or small aristocrats; those children of the wealthy could more or less be considered “the future upper class of good upbringing”, but teaching them to study was still a chore, and now, he was about to face a bunch of children of serfs, slave laborers, contract slaves, and freemen. This young Grade 2 Arcanist literally didn’t dare to imagine how he would begin this first lesson with them.
But the bell for lessons was about to be sounded. Through the window, he saw the hunched old man responsible for sounding the bell already walking towards the brass bell hanging in the courtyard with a small hammer. Any more hesitance at this moment was meaningless.
Santis Seid tidied his collar one last time. Then, with a determined expression, he picked up the rough draft and lesson plan that he had prepared at the side, pushed open the door of the staff room, and strode out on wide steps toward the children’s classroom.
After pushing open the door, he saw two apprentices who were cleaning the room stare blankly at him —— he’d gotten the wrong door.
“Sor—sorry!” The haughtiness and imposing manner of an occupational spellcaster was completely absent in the young Arcanist. He nervously apologized, his face flushed due to embarrassment. Without waiting for the two apprentices to respond, he had returned to the corridor like he was escaping.
 The bell for lesson had already sounded, but Santis consecutively pushed open the wrong door twice in the corridor before he found the classroom where he ought to be holding his lesson. He pushed open that door almost frantically. Upon seeing a room full of disorderly, dirty children of staggered ages dressed in patched clothes, he finally heaved a sigh of relief.
 The children who rushed to lessons were making a din. Despite this not being their first time entering the school, the word “discipline” still hadn’t entered their heads. These children of different ages who came from different places treated the classroom as a place for gatherings, making it noisy and chaotic. Their parents could be serfs, freemen, slaves, or even refugees, but they’d yet to grasp the concept in this aspect, so all the children were mixed together, a complete, utter mess.
Usually, the teachers who taught the general-studies lessons could use loud voices to intimidate these children, but Santis Seid did not have such a loud voice (or the courage that corresponded with a loud voice). When he’d just pushed open the door to step in, the classroom had indeed gone quiet for a moment, but that was merely the children temporarily pausing their racket due to curiosity. Soon, the noise returned, and this time, the children’s focus of discussion had changed from dinner to the magic robe on Santis.


 “Look! A new teacher!”
 “A new teacher wearing a magic robe. That must be a magic robe!”
 “The new teacher is a Mage lord! He must be able to conjure a dragon…”
 “Shh, you’ll be dead if he gets angry!”
 “That magic robe is so old…”
   The slightly older children still knew to look at Santis’s magic robe and the short staff at his waist with fear, but those younger were completely fearless. They had yet to learn to immediately bow humbly upon seeing Mage lords, like their parents would. —— Similarly, Santis had also failed to grasp the “guts” of the common Mages who would casually toss out a small fireball when they were offended by rude lowly commoners and cripple them.
He could only release that few arcane bullets a day.
Hence, he could only open his mouth futilely, his voice so soft that even the first row could barely hear him well. “Be quiet… Everyone, be quiet. It’s time for class…”
No one listened to him, just as he had expected: the children of civilians were even harder to handle.
 Santis felt perspiration oozing out on his face. He felt that his first lesson might have failed, but a handkerchief was suddenly handed to him from the side. —— He looked over in surprise and saw a girl with big eyes holding the handkerchief, looking at him.
This girl was slightly puny but was dressed in a very clean and neat cotton dress; there was also a small hairpin on her head. This showed that she probably came from a rather well-to-do family. She held the handkerchief forward again, opening her mouth to make “ah ah” sounds.


“Than—thank you…” Santis didn’t think that there would be a child this sensible. He immediately said his thanks while he took the handkerchief, wiping his perspiration and smiling. “You didn’t scream and shout like the others. You’re really sensible…”
His words had just fallen when a boy suddenly shouted out, “Because Pea is a mute!”
The girl with very big eyes immediately glared at the boy. The latter quickly shrunk his neck. “Sorry, Sister Pea…”
This girl was called Pea, and she was a mute?
 Santis faltered for a moment. He recalled that he had indeed seen the odd name, “Pea” previously in the student register, but he didn’t expect to actually have a mute amongst his students.
 And within two seconds of his daze, Santis suddenly caught, through his peripheral vision, a small hand poking out from under his desk. This hand was holding a slate used for writing; several words were crookedly written on it: Use a magic, sir. 
Then, this slate was swiftly retracted. Santis didn’t even get a clear look of who it was from.
 He was stunned for a moment and finally responded. Then, he briefly lifted his right hand. —— He only had a few precious chances of spellcasting everyday, and he was using one on his first lesson.
 A small arcane energy ball flew out from his hand, all the way to the middle of the classroom; then it exploded with a pop. The magic sparks that scattered in all directions looked as if a firework had been lit up in the room.
All the children quietened down at once.
 They watched their new teacher in awe, as if they’d only finally realized now, finally confirmed that —— this was a true Mage.


Just like Madam Heidi, he was a Mage.
 
 The children gazed speechlessly at one another, while Santis finally knew what he ought to do.
 “Children.” The young Grade 2 Arcanist put on a smile. He tossed his former experiences of tutoring the young aristocrats and merchants to the back of his head, throwing away those meaningless ostentatious opening remarks, throwing away those “etiquette of first contact” and rules, and said what he most wanted to say right now. “Let me tell you how to distinguish runes, as well as the basic theory for them to be effective.”
These children might not be able to release one spell using their own hands all their lives.
 Santis turned around and used chalk to write down the title of the first lesson on the blackboard.
No one in history had considered imparting all the secrets of magic to every single person without reservation.
 
The fundamental runes for earth, fire, wind, and water were transferred from the tip of the chalk to the blackboard, followed by the derived runes of frost, lightning, and various others.
However, these children could use their brains to remember this knowledge, using paper and pen to calculate this knowledge. Miss Jenni had already proven the value of such “calculations”; the feudal lord also believed in these values.
 Santis turned around. What he saw were dozens of curious and intent eyes —— they were capable of paying attention.
“Let us begin the first lesson.”
Chapter 200: Rune Research Center

In front of Gawain was the blueprint of a new type of processing facility that he was envisioning.
 If it was a few months ago, Gawain would think that he was delusional for trying to design such a machine in a society that was so backward. He would have felt that he was not respecting reality and forcing the advancement. However, recent experiences made him understand one logic: he still had to further adjust his thoughts and to get rid of the experiences left behind by his previous life. It was to prevent him from making a wrong judgment due to those experiences.
 It was a machining lathe that had various magical equipment: It used the Scorching Ray base plate that could constantly release a heat ray as a cutting head. It used the repulsion apparatus, which could conduct complicated quick activations and quick shutdowns, as the moving mechanism. It used the control cores of the magic puppets as the central control. —This operation was temporarily left out… Gawain had yet to design a simple rune trigger to fix on the complicated puppet core.
 This was entirely a “blueprint machine”, and it was impossible to construct this at this juncture. However, Gawain was certain that the direction of the design was fine. He had temporarily drawn the impossible design on the blueprint. In recent days, he had been arranging the necessary actions and rewards that happened over the past few months and had developed some ideas that were uncontrollable during the process.
 There were footsteps that could be heard from the hallway, and Gawain lifted his head to see the door being opened by someone. Rebecca made a ruckus as she ran inside. “Lord Ancestor, I heard from Betty that you are looking for me?”
 After Rebecca ran in while making a ruckus, the white-haired Jenni then walked into the room carefully. The Runemaster had a helpless expression, and it was obvious that she was embarrassed by all the inevitable accidents and commotions whenever she moved together with Rebecca. She took a glance at the proud Viscountess and greeted Gawain with her head lowered. “Your Excellency, do you have instructions?”
 Before Gawain had time to even speak, Rebecca had already noticed the blueprint on the table, and she yelled out, “Hey, Jenni! Look! My ancestor drew a new blueprint~!”
 “Your Excellency, are you designing a new machine or weapon?” This time, even the respectful and well-behaved Jenni couldn’t hold back her curiosity and approached. She looked at the concept machine on the table with surprise. Looking at the distinct and prominent components’ designs that were beside the machine’s blueprint, she could vaguely guess the function of this machine. “This is… a kind of equipment to cut materials? No… it isn’t just meant for cutting. It seems like it can also mold or sculpt? It is using the Scorching Ray as a cutting tool?”
 Jenni was looking at the blueprint on the table with fervor and curiosity. She had a peculiar feeling of reverence towards Gawain, and it wasn’t just because of Gawain’s social status or hero status. It was more so for his “concept of thinking” that was far beyond an ordinary person’s mind. Gawain would always be able to propose some bold yet feasible designs, and when those designs were made into reality, ordinary people like them would discover how deep his intentions were with each step of the design.
 
 It was like this when he was governing the territory, and it was the same in the field of magic… Gawain might not be the inventor of rune logic, but he was able to find the proper method to use it. Those interchangeable base plates and ideas for mass production were things that a Runemaster like Jenni had never thought of.
 This time though, Jenni felt that Gawain’s design for this equipment was truly… far too advanced.


 “Your Excellency, please pardon me for speaking bluntly. Many structures on this machine… are probably unable to be produced in reality for now. Putting other things aside, just talking about the magic-puppet-core portion, we do not have any technical personnel for it. This is the profound technology that belongs to the northern Violet Kingdom…”
 “I know. This machine isn’t a mission for you two.” Gawain knew that these two young ladies had already gotten the wrong idea, but he still allowed them to finish observing the blueprint before he broke his silence. “I am going to give the two of you a special and long-term task.”
 “A special and long-term task?” Rebecca’s eyes widened before she got delighted and asked, “Ancestor, are you asking us to be in charge of another project?”
 “This time, it isn’t as simple as a project.” Gawain smiled and said, “I want to establish a new department.”
 Jenni asked cautiously, “Will it be… like that mechanical research station?”
 “Similar.” Gawain nodded. “I am preparing to establish a department that specializes in the research of rune logic and to use rune logic to achieve simplification, optimization, and generalization of all sorts of magic circles. This department will belong to the recently established, ‘Magical Technology Department’. I shall name it ‘Rune Research Center’. Jenni, you will be the person in charge of the Rune Research Center. Of course, the territory is lacking in talented people now, and this so-called research center is only a framework. For now, you will not have any subordinates or assistants. As for your new assistants, it will depend on when you are able to nurture the first batch of students from the rune-logic classes in the school.”
   “I am in charge?” Jenni pointed at herself with surprise and quickly shook her hand before pointing at Rebecca beside her. “I feel that the Viscountess is much more suitable than me! I—I only know rune calculation, while the Viscountess already knows rune calculation, and she even knows the knowledge of official mages. She also knows the principle and functionality of various magical equipment. No matter how I see it, she is better than me—”
 “Of course I know that.” Gawain smiled and interrupted Jenni. He obviously knew that everything Jenni said was true, and it wasn’t because this Runemaster was trying to be humble. In fact, this foolish one was indeed a genius in her specialized field, and she was the only person in the territory who was able to flawlessly fuse the magic and mechanical fields together. “That’s why she has something else to do. I am preparing to make Rebecca in charge of the Magical Technology Department. This department doesn’t just have to be in charge of rune logic, it would also have to research various things about magical technology.”
 Rebecca was blinking while she listened to everything before she suddenly lowered her head and calculated something with her fingers. She then lifted her head and looked at Jenni with surprise. “Jenni! I have a higher position than you!”
 Jenni looked at Rebecca with a strange expression and said, “You… are already holding a higher position than me…”
 Gawain also looked at his youngest granddaughter with a strange expression and asked, “Did you forget that you are still a Viscountess?”


 Rebecca was stunned and exclaimed two seconds later, “…I really forgot about it… No, I didn’t forget, I just didn’t mind it normally!”
 Gawain took a deep sigh and was thinking of this child’s head being slammed by a door when she was young. Her head might have been slammed by the city gates… Subsequently, Gawain quickly tossed this problem aside and continued to say, “Of course, due to the new organization structure and the lack of talented people, even after establishing these departments, the two of you will still be conducting research together. In addition, I have another research project for the two of you.”
 
 The duo immediately shut their mouths and listened to Gawain’s arrangement in a serious manner.
 “I want the two of you to start from Grade 1 and create a collation of all the common spells that could be turned into magic circles. In short, I want you to list down and file away all the traditional magic circles. At the same time, use rune logic to carry out a corresponding simplification and optimization before designing a rune base plate. After each magic circle has been ‘generalized’, file them into the archive. As for those magic circles that are unable to be optimized for now, or have unknown fundamental principles, or are considered ‘technological black boxes’ — they will all have to be listed accordingly. Record the reasons why they couldn’t be optimized and the current status before storing them for future research.”
 Jenni and Rebecca both had their eyes wide open, but the former was exclaiming in admiration of the “great scale” of Gawain’s plan, while the latter was already simulating the prospects and developments in her mind.
 A few minutes later, Rebecca couldn’t help blabbing. “Lord Ancestor, are you preparing to make a general archive so that it will be convenient for future researchers to refer to and also to make custom orders to the factories at any time? Ah right… this archive can also be released to the school for those children that just started studying mathematical logic and runes to use as reference materials… I heard that Mister Santis has already started lessons? Oh, oh, also, we might be able to make a summary of the law of changes for the Grade 1 to Grade 9 spells. We might even be able to backward research those ‘technological black boxes’ afterward…”
 Was this silly-looking granddaughter really not a transmigrator?! How many points did she invest in ‘Inspiration’ and ‘Advanced Foresight’ in order to achieve such a level of thought?
 
 Gawain looked at Rebecca with a shocked expression before he immediately lowered his head and coughed to cover up his loss of manners. “Cough, cough. Everything can be put to use. Rebecca, Jenni, you have to remember that establishing a foundation and framework is the greatest part of all projects. In the beginning, you might only be rearranging those Grade 1, Grade 2, or even apprentice-grade magic circles, but if those magic circles are used appropriately, it will produce enough drive to advance the entire territory.”
 Gawain added on immediately after, “The task I am giving the two of you is long-term and arduous. Don’t think about completing it in a short period of time. Go back and slowly ponder, while not lagging behind on the research of the new generation Magic Powered Engine’s repulsion-magic-circle formation, the compilation of these ‘teaching materials’. The power from two individuals is ultimately limited. You will only be able to complete this task earlier by nurturing more talented people.”
 “Yes, we understand.” Jenni nodded. She didn’t even question the problem of “a Grade 3 Mage and a Grade 4 Runemaster trying to decipher those high-grade magic circles.” Firstly, she knew that this world had so many spells, and it would take an extremely long time to collate all the magic circles that were below Grade 3. It was basically impossible to get the high-grade magic circles within a short period of time. Secondly, she knew about the essence of rune logic; it was an art of calculation that was established on pure mathematical logic. In this hall of maths, individual spellcasting ability was merely a supporting factor. Even though the Viscountess was only able to cast Large Fireball, she would still be able to calculate optimization plans for middle-grade or even high-grade magic circles!
 “Then, I shall hand this important task to the two of you.” Gawain then leaned on the chair while looking at the two young ladies with eyes of expectation and praise. “I am looking forward to your results.”
Chapter 201: Catching a Cold

When Rebecca and Jenni left, Gawain stood up from behind the table and walked to the large french window. He then looked at the opposite plaza and at the new building that was being constructed.
 That was the headquarters for “public security”. A group of native militia who went through training and thought education would become the first batch of professional “police officers” or “public security officers” on the territory to replace the soldiers from the Combat Corps who were currently patrolling the streets.
 Gawain wasn’t thinking about the implementation of the new system, he was paying attention to the construction process of the new building.
 Wherever a new facility was constructed, the Honeycomb Magic Web would be laid down. As such, before the Public Security building began construction, the foundations in the vicinity were already installed with the honeycomb units and the output points. These magical energies would become an important support for the construction site. Before starting the constructions, the craftsmen would use the blueprints distributed to them and draw out the simple Weight Reduction magic circles, heating runes, elemental support runes, and others on the magic web’s output points. The construction materials delivered from the cement and brick factories would be processed in the areas with the simplified magic circles. Some of the materials would go through the heating and solidification process, and some would receive the elemental support to prolong the material’s lifespan. Most of the materials would go through weight reduction to make it convenient for transport and installation.
 An inferior Weight Reduction magic circle drawn with cheap materials could produce a weight reduction effect that would last for one hour. During the time limit, the construction materials would be transported to the suitable position, like the roof beams and pillars. The intelligent craftsmen had gained experience during the process, and they knew how they should make use of the materials that had their weight reduced and to ensure that there wouldn’t be any conflict to the building structure when the weight was suddenly reverted to normal. Instead, they made it so that it would be securely connected with the other building materials. Throughout the entire territory, the blending of magic and traditional craftsmanship was progressing quickly in the construction work. The craftsmen in the construction were considered the first to quickly adapt to the use of magic in their daily work.
 The involvement of these simple spells allowed the new Cecil territory’s construction efficiency to reach an unbelievable rate. In fact, it was beyond Gawain and Heidi’s initial prediction. They were both surprised that magic could actually bring so many changes to the commoners, while Gawain was rethinking whether his judgment of this world was correct…
 Was it just the Anzu Kingdom that was in its medieval period, or was this entire world truly “lagging” in technology?
 Gawain frowned while he thought about the task he handed to Rebecca and Jenni, and also about the things that he had seen and heard during the past few months.
 The communication ring from the Mithril Vault, Heidi’s Levitation and Weight Reduction spells, the Eternal Sleepers’ human-brain array, the Oblivion Association’s biological reformation…
 
 If Gawain was to judge from the angle of “if a goal could be realized” or “if a technological method existed”, this world wasn’t lagging at all and was unimaginably advanced.
 Long-distance and short-delay communication technology existed in this place in the form of the magical communication spell or the Mithril Vault’s communication tool. There were also advanced facilities like the magic information towers between kingdoms. In the silver elves’ empire, there was also a flying city called the “Sacred Stars Temple”. The city could cover the entire Silver Empire with long-distance communication signals. It was considered a base station with the highest output of power that Gawain had ever heard of.


 The Scorching Ray displayed a power that was equivalent to a high-energy laser or an ion blast that had extreme heat and extreme concentration.
 The Eternal Sleepers’ technology created a mental-link network. In Gawain’s opinion, the human-brain array was simply a type of black technology, and what else did this technology achieve? It achieved a completely immersive virtual reality… and it could even affect the real world.
 Many years ago, the Oblivion Association’s biological-reformation program had already achieved the ability to conduct organ transplants and DNA fusions between different species.
 The Church of Holy Light’s holy water could already achieve 100% sterilization, while their healing theurgy could allow a human limb to instantly regenerate.
 The Mages could create energy shields, concentrated energy rays, harmful sound waves, and even small-scale man-made weather…
 A roof beam had half its weight reduced and was being shifted to the roof by construction workers using a suspension rope before being easily installed in place. What did this look like in Gawain’s eyes? It was anti-gravity technology!
 The Sacred Stars Temple must be using some sort of powerful anti-gravity device for it to float in the skies of the Silver Empire for thousands or even ten thousand years. If its technology could be used, how many airships would be in the skies?
 Could a world that contained all of these technologies truly be lagging?
 According to normal reasoning, they shouldn’t be lagging and should already have advanced to a stage that could be described as “science fiction”.
 However, in Gawain’s eyes, the world was still considered lagging: Most of the people were living off the land through agriculture. They were still using crude wooden tools and physical power to survive. They were still living difficult lives with barely filled stomachs; a small sickness or a minor disaster would be enough to take their lives. All these things were happening not because their technological standard wasn’t at the required level; rather, it was because while the technological standard might have already been achieved, they weren’t spread extensively.
 This was the usual thing about this world: magic could make all kinds of advanced technology, and it wasn’t being generalized, but it was still utilized by individuals!


 Even if technological advancement was restrained by “not being generalized’, the “high starting point” of magic had already determined that even the most primitive method of its usage would allow people with power to have a rather good life.
 The people of the upper class had the powers of Beyonders, and they could use such powers to live extremely comfortable and convenient lives. At the same time, they had a large quantity of “lower-class people” to order around; therefore, they didn’t wish to spread the power that was maintaining their privileged life. While in the lower-class society, when those people who were fortunate enough to grasp even a hint of such power, they would be immediately absorbed into this world’s societal structure and would turn into a newly promoted noble. They would then become a member that would try to maintain the status quo. Most importantly, before the Honeycomb Magic Web and the rune logic appeared, before Gawain the “third party observer” appeared, no one ever thought about generalizing the knowledge or what the generalization would bring about.
 As such, this world fell behind. Even though there was long-distance communication, energy weapons, biotechnology, virtual-reality constructs, and anti-gravity technology, they were still advancing at an extremely slow pace.
 Gawain believed that even if he didn’t appear, this world would eventually get over such a depraved situation. As long as humans could still ponder and reflect, changes would inevitably happen. Even if a rogue mage was overlooked, someone else would sum up the concept of rune laws and the magic web. There would be an abnormal talent, or even an excessively lucky person, who would achieve all these…
 There wasn’t a need to worry whether this world’s technology would advance as this world didn’t lack technology advancement. It was simply lacking the process of generalization and the guarantee of the generalized power.
   However, since he appeared in this generation, and he didn’t see anyone else apart from himself that realized the importance of generalization; then he was more than willing to personally implement everything…
 Gawain’s mind was filled with these thoughts. When he realized that this world actually had countless advanced technologies waiting for him to liberate, his fighting spirit was blazing again. Right at this moment, a black shadow suddenly flashed by at the plaza below and was rapidly approaching him.
 He casually closed the window as though it was routine.
 “Gawain, I need to tell you something about the Mechanical Manufacturing Facil—” Bang!
 When the half-elf young lady bounced off after the bang, Gawain realized that he seemingly heard the words “Mechanical Manufacturing Facility”. Was this disgrace of all living things actually here to report something proper?
 Gawain then quickly opened the window again. The moment the window was opened, he saw a black shadow climbing at rapid speed before crashing into his body. “You are awful! How can you intentionally close the window when you already saw me coming!”


 Gawain grabbed threatening Amber with a single hand and said, “Who asked you to not use the front door all the time?! Let me warn you, I am going to put mouse traps on the window next time. In any case, you mentioned about the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility. What happened?”
 After Amber made a few more threatening gestures, she realized that she couldn’t get free and quickly talked about the proper matters. “It seems like Nicholas Egg is having a situation. He fell onto the ground earlier, and it is now a mess over there!”
 Something happened to the mother machine?!
 It wasn’t exaggerating to say that Gawain’s head was perspiring with cold sweat. He didn’t hesitate as he grabbed Amber’s waist and clamped her in his arm before jumping off the window. “Hold on tight!!”
 “Aren’t you also jumping out of the window?!”
 “Shut up!”
 Gawain rushed to the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility’s new building in a straight line. When he passed through the residents along the way, they didn’t even see anything clearly and merely felt a gust of strong wind blowing through the streets. In just a few minutes, he had already arrived at Nicholas Egg’s current location.
 The new Mechanical Manufacturing Facility’s workshop was brightly lit. The spacious workshop was already gathered with almost all the craftsmen and apprentices that worked in the facility. Nicholas Egg was quietly “lying” in the middle of the crowd. The giant silver emoji was facing the sky, and it was simply comical…
 Gawain’s mouth twitched a little as he felt that this giant ball of a joke was simply too dazzling and was even able to produce such a comical feeling in such a situation. However, Gawain quickly composed himself and asked, “What happened? Egg Egg… are you able to hear me?”
 “How many times do I have to say it? At least call me Boss Egg!” Nicholas Egg’s body emitted a buzzing sound while his spherical body rocked a little but didn’t seem like it was going to float at all. “Why are you humans always making a fuss about nothing… I am not dead yet…”
 After hearing the metal-ball alien responding, Gawain was relieved. He then looked at the large metal ball and asked suspiciously, “Then you are…”


 
 “It seems like I caught a cold.” Nicholas Egg buzzed and said, “A sudden cold.”
 “Really?”
 “Yes, a cold. Isn’t it normal that I cannot float after catching a cold?”
 “…This isn’t normal for a human!” Gawain widened his eyes as he thought about the differences between species. He then asked with concern, “Why would your species catch a cold? Is it due to your immunity? Or are you infected?”
 “Probably contact with a stimulant,” Nicholas Egg spoke with a muffled voice. “When I am stimulated by a specific energy field or material, I will catch a cold easily… I was processing various new materials today, and there was probably a stimulant among them.”
 
 Gawain immediately shifted his attention to the surrounding craftsmen and apprentices. “What did he make contact with today?”
 A rune craftsman shrank and said, “Your Excellency, the most common item that the Boss processed today should be these…”
 As the rune craftsman spoke, he asked the apprentices to push over a cart that was loaded with “raw stones”.
 “These are the newly discovered ores that the exploration team found in the Dark Range. Madam Heidi said that she could sense high magical activity from these ores.”
Chapter 202: New Ore

When Gawain saw ores being pushed over by the apprentices, he immediately determined that these ores contained a substance that was related to magic.
 These were minerals with stripes that were grayish silver and had a hint of bluish purple. Under a specific angle of illumination, it would produce a metallic texture. When paying attention to the bluish-purple stripes, it would look hazy and illusory. They were distinctive characteristics of magic materials, especially magic materials with high purity and superior magic-conducting properties.
 To discover brand new ores in the Dark Range that could be applied in the magic field was definitely great news, but Gawain was more worried that Nicholas Egg might have a long-term illness after being affected by such “stimulants”. “How long before you recover from your cold? Is this illness… severe among your species?”
 “It is fine. There is no need to worry.” The giant silver emoji buzzed and vibrated. “I will be fine after two or three days. This is a small problem. Furthermore, as long as I don’t make direct contact with the stimulant within this period of time, I will be able to adapt to it later on and will not have the same problem.”
 “…Your species is truly strange…” Gawain muttered softly before putting his attention on the ores again. After observing it, he asked the craftsman at the side, “Did Heidi study these ores?”
 “Madam Heidi has already taken a sample. Her initial analysis determined that there is a great proportion of metal in the ore, so she delivered a portion of it to the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility and wanted Boss to purify it,” the craftsman reported seriously. “But we didn’t expect for Boss to fall on the ground after he touched it.”
 “Alright, I shall personally look for her to find out more.” Gawain nodded and looked at Nicholas Egg who was lying on the ground. “You can have a good rest for the next two days. Since most of the extension machining beds are already online and you also have a batch of proficient workers, while the daily parts production and processing can be completed by the other facilities, you can just rest at ease. Do you have any requests for an environment to recover?”
 The large metal ball merely rocked a little. “Just give me a place where I can bask in the sun. Also, pile up some metallic shards with iron and copper beside me, or the quartz sand is fine too. I can replenish my body…”
 This was truly a very fitting and logical “setting”…
 
 Gawain sighed in his heart before he rubbed his chin and looked at the large ball. “It isn’t going to be easy to shift you to a place to bask in the sun… looking at your size and weight. Wait a moment, I will look for Heidi to put a Weight Reduction spell on you…”
 “Hey, no need, no need. I am not completely paralyzed, and I can still suspend myself in the air, just that I cannot float around.” Nicholas Egg buzzed and said, “Just look for someone to push me. Don’t worry, it is rather easy.”


 Gawain truly had a hard time challenging his world outlook while trying to have a conversation with such a strange-looking metal-ball alien. Gawain was really trying hard not to burst out into laughter while trying to adapt to Nicholas Egg’s strange appearance and special physiology. After painstakingly holding back and twitching his mouth, he turned to look at the craftsmen and the apprentices and asked, “Which of you… will push your Boss out to bask in the sun?”
 Immediately after, two sturdy and strong apprentices stood out and said, “We are willing to take care of Boss!”
 Subsequently, Gawain looked at the two apprentices pushing their round Boss and rapidly rolling him out of the workshop. Behind them, all the craftsmen and apprentices were seeing them off with worried expressions. A craftsman then led his apprentice to pick out metallic shards to nourish their Boss’s body.
Gawain overheard them discussing softly:
 “Does the Boss like sweet or savory things?”
“I don’t know… Do we actually have to sprinkle some seasonings on the iron and copper?”
 “…Let’s just sprinkle some salt.”
 “Pick the smaller ones. It should be easier to ingest.”
 “Then again, where is the Boss’s mouth?”
 “Why are you worried about this…?”
 Gawain: “…”


 Why did it seem like the apprentices and the craftsmen of the mechanical research station had spent too much time with the metal-ball alien? It seemed like their world outlook was transforming…
 He shook his head and didn’t ponder about this matter anymore. After making sure there was nothing major with Nicholas Egg, Gawain ordered the other workers to return to their stations before he left the mechanical research station with Amber. They then headed for the magic laboratory that was outside the feudal lord residence where Heidi was currently at.
 The feudal lord residence might have already finished construction. Heidi’s room and two other normal magic laboratories were also inside the residence, but not all magic experiments could be conducted inside the feudal lord residence. After considering the danger of magic experiments and also the uncertainty of testing new materials and spells, Heidi specially preserved the laboratory she had constructed on the territory in the beginning. She then renovated and reconstructed it to be used as a “testing center for dangerous spells and materials”.
 Like the unfamiliar magic material harvested from the Dark Range which was obviously delivered to this testing center to appraise first.
 Gawain and Amber arrived at the laboratory. When they were about to enter the place, there was a sudden explosion: bang!!
 The explosion sounded like an extremely big firecracker getting lit. It was enough to blow a hole in the laboratory, and just hearing it from the outside was already very frightening. However, the people that were working on the spacious land in the vicinity didn’t react much. It seemed like the people that were around the vicinity were already used to this phenomenon.
   Gawain was a little worried and quickly opened up the laboratory’s oaken door that was carved with defense runes. As soon as the door was opened, a burst of smoke assaulted his face. Before he could see the situation inside, he heard Heidi screaming, “Rebecca! Stand there and don’t move!!”
 Accompanied by the scream, a rather delicate figure rushed out from the smoke. When Amber saw the figure, she got a shock and instinctively dodged to the side and stretched her leg out to trip. As a result, the figure fell over on all fours while letting out a short shout, “Wa!!”
 Gawain conveniently reached out and caught hold of Rebecca who had nearly flattened her face and breasts. At the same time, he looked at Amber with surprise while thinking: it was still understandable for Amber to dodge to the side due to her conditioned reflexes when seeing someone rushing at her, but how could she subconsciously stretch her leg to trip the opposition? It was truly perplexing to understand how someone could be nurtured in this manner…
 Rebecca had only realized what happened when Gawain grabbed her. She strenuously lifted her head, revealing her face which had been smoked into a black patch. “Wa! It is Lord Ancestor!”
 Heidi had also rushed out of the smoke at this moment. “Rebecca, you— Ah, Ancestor!”


 “Are the two of you okay?” Gawain looked at Heidi who also had a gray face and noticed that Heidi’s magic staff was glowing with arcane radiance. “Mm… it seems like you are fine.”
 “An experimental accident?” Gawain put Rebecca down before walking into the laboratory where the smoke was dispersing. He immediately saw a large ice residual on the experiment table. The ice residual must have been the result of Heidi using a freezing spell to prevent the damage from spreading further. “Did Rebecca throw a Large Fireball on the experiment table?”
 At the same time, he felt a little strange in his heart: this foolish girl might have the hobby of throwing Large Fireballs, but she shouldn’t be so reckless…
 Heidi shook her head in response and said, “She didn’t throw a Large Fireball, but when she poured magic into the test sample, she actually blew up the sample! I don’t understand how she can do it?!”
 “Test sample?” Gawain immediately raised his brows and said, “It is the new ore discovered in the Dark Range?”
 Heidi was a little surprised. “Ancestor, you know about this too?”
 “I am here because of it. Some mishap happened at the manufacturing facility. Nicholas Egg touched this new ore and couldn’t float anymore as he caught a cold, but no need to worry, it is just temporary.” Gawain gave a brief explanation for his visit and the situation at the manufacturing facility. “Afterwards, I came over here to see if there was any progress in the research.”
 “Egg Egg fell sick after touching the ores? And he can’t float?” Rebecca asked with a worried expression, “Could these new ores have poison?”
 “That probably isn’t the case. I used a skill similar to Danger Detection and didn’t discover any harmful substances in the ore. It should only be able to affect Nicholas Egg who is a special lifeform, and it should be harmless to humans.” Gawain shook his head and looked at Heidi. “Have you found any harmful effects originating from it?”
 “No, the ores are harmless by themselves. Furthermore, they had quite good magic-conducting properties. If we can purify it, it might become a brand new type of superior magic material.” Heidi summoned a water ball to clean up her face and hair before frowning and looking at Rebecca. Without a choice, she summoned a water ball for her too and helped to wash her niece’s face while replying to Gawain’s question, “However, its magic-conducting properties are very strange… When pouring magic rapidly into it, the magic would also rapidly scatter into the air. But when pouring magic slowly into it, the ‘leaking’ phenomenon wouldn’t appear. Also, I discovered that when magic was poured into two pieces of ores at the same time, the scattered magic would actually form a kind of magic field… The property of the magic field is still undetermined, but it is very unstable.”
 When pouring magic rapidly into it, the magic would also rapidly scatter into the air? When magic was poured into two pieces of ores at the same time, the scattered magic would actually form a kind of magic field?


 Gawain blinked his eyes as he was rather focused on the strange traits of the brand new ore. He instinctively felt that the ore might have some special usage, and not just to be used as a magic-conducting material in the magic circle.
 However, he was even more concerned about how Rebecca was able to make this material explode. “What happened when you poured your magic in and it exploded?”
 
 Rebecca immediately shrunk her neck and said, “I don’t know. When Aunt was testing another set of samples by the side, I merely followed her instructions to pour my magic into the sample. Before I even started, it had already exploded…”
 Gawain frowned. “You didn’t even start?”
 Rebecca’s neck shrunk further and replied, “Yes… I didn’t even start…”
 “It is unlikely that she would lie to me,” Gawain muttered. He then looked at Heidi seriously and said, “The accident should be related to a special trait of the new ore.”
 “Special trait?” Amber was a dabbler in this sphere but pretended as though she could understand and asked, “What could it be?”
 
 Gawain looked into Rebecca’s eyes and asked, “Think about it carefully. Before the explosion, were there any changes to the ore, or was something placed beside the ore?”
 Rebecca immediately lowered her head and tried to recall. “Let me think… Back then, the ore seems to glow a little. Beside it… there, there seems to be a detonating rune base plate…”
 Gawain, Amber, Heidi: “…”
 Moments later, the trio spoke in unison, “Why would you place a detonating rune base plate at the side?!”
Chapter 203: What Did the Dark Wave Bring?

When Gawain and Heidi questioned in unison, Rebecca’s neck shrunk by over two-thirds of the length at a visible speed. Gawain was thinking, if his tone was a little more severe, would this young lady be able to perform a head disappearing act?
 However, no matter how much her neck could shrink, Rebecca still had to give an explanation. Rebecca carefully looked at the two seniors who were qualified to hang her up to beat and spoke truthfully, “It isn’t my fault… Before the experiment on the ore, I was testing the new detonation rune base plate at the Rune Research Center. Aunt suddenly called me over to help with the experiment, and I simply put it into my bag… When I arrived here, I casually put it on the experiment table…”
 “…Don’t you have anything similar to a safety regulation when doing magic experiments?” Gawain’s canthus1 twitched as he looked at Heidi. “Can you actually put such a dangerous thing on the experiment table?”
 In his opinion, Rebecca’s actions were the same as welding a detonator or sawing a lightbulb.
 “Of course we have safety regulations!” Heidi immediately rectified the reputation of the Mages, but she quickly turned her head away with embarrassment. “But Rebecca, she… Since a young age, I never really allowed her near the laboratory. Therefore, her knowledge in this aspect isn’t sufficient. This is a problem with my teaching.”
 “The regulation must be thorough in all aspects. It is especially so for the magic laboratories. Those who didn’t receive proper safety education cannot participate in experiments.” Gawain shook his head and sighed. “It is fortunate that it is only a detonation rune that doesn’t have much firepower…”
 “Logically, it shouldn’t have any danger too.” Rebecca felt a little wronged as she said, “This might be a detonation rune base plate, but before contacting a source of magic, this is only a passive rune array. It is the same as a piece of metal plate that is carved with a pattern. How can it explode…?”
 Gawain frowned in response as he knew that Rebecca was right.
 The detonation rune was different from the Earth’s detonator. The latter had a certain risk of explosion, but the detonation rune… actually wouldn’t explode by itself.
 
 It didn’t have any structure to store energy, and if this thing was required to explode, it would need to be assembled with a component that could store magic. This was also the reason why Gawain felt that the detonation rune was far safer than the Earth’s explosives.
 Since it exploded, there was only one explanation: there was a pure enough magic in the vicinity that could detonate it.


 “It should still be related to the new ore.” Gawain looked at the other corner of the experiment table that was still stacked with untested ore samples. Those ores had been cut into fist-sized shards, and each of them was reflecting the luster of magic materials. “Heidi, have you inspected if they are able to store magic?”
 “It doesn’t have that trait. It might be a superior magic conductor, but it isn’t able to store magic. The rate of magic dispersion is similar to the purple steel and copper.” Heidi shook her head and said, “Could it be the strange magic field?”
 The new ore possessed many strange traits — like how it was able to disperse magic into the air at the same rapid speed as the magic was poured in, or like how a peculiar “field” would be formed when two pieces of ores were placed close together. In the eyes of Gawain and Heidi, it seemed like the magic field had an unknown function.
 Perhaps… it was the magic field that activated the detonation rune.
 “It is very likely.” Gawain nodded. “Heidi, try activating the magic field again. Rebecca, do you have extra detonation runes?”
 “I do, I do!” Rebecca nodded happily and took out a long bag from her mage robes and poured the contents out on the table. A large pile of rune base plates fell out with a “pitter-patter”. She then looked through the pile and said, “Let me see… Scorching Ray, Small Fireball, detonation, detonation, detonation… These are all the detonation base plates!”
 Gawain was flabbergasted as he watched the silly girl taking out a stack of explosives and was immediately perspiring with cold sweat. “Do you always bring these things along with you?!”
 “Not always. I have been working on the generalization of the magic circles with Jenni for the past two days, so I have been bringing these base plates along.”
 “…Before Rebecca enters the laboratory next time, you better search her body first.” Gawain’s eyelids twitched as he looked at Heidi with particularly stern eyes. “Didn’t this child ever blow herself up before since young?”
 Heidi’s expression was rather subtle as she replied, “Now that you said it, it is rather strange. All along, she has been the one blowing people up. She is always playing around with Large Fireballs and has never accidentally blasted herself, not even once. At most, she would smoke her face… It is rather rare as compared to the mage apprentices who always hurt themselves.”
 Gawain’s cold sweat was still flowing while he suggested that the experiment could still continue. However, before starting, he ordered Rebecca to put the rest of the detonation rune base plates at a far-enough place from the experiment table.


 The firepower of the detonation base plate was seemingly very small when it exploded in the magic field as it was only emitting a firework effect. However, who knew if this silly girl would still have any other explosives that might just blast the whole laboratory’s roof off…
 After all the preparations were complete, Heidi placed the detonation rune base plate in a protective magic circle before putting two pieces of the new ores at a specific distance from the detonation base plate. Immediately after, she placed her hands on the two ores and started to pour magic into them.
 The two pieces of ores emitted a faint glow, while Gawain could feel that there was indeed a magic field developed during the process.
 In his magic vision, at the center of the two ores, an “environment” was rapidly taking form, and it was obviously very intensive and had filled up the entire laboratory. In fact, it was possible that it extended far beyond the exterior to the laboratory. The radiance of magic was flickering and erratic: it was obvious that it was very unstable, just as Heidi mentioned.
 After deactivating the magic vision, Gawain looked at the detonation base plate on the protective magic circle.
   There weren’t any changes.
 “There isn’t any reaction?” Rebecca scratched her head and said, “Could this base plate be faulty?”
 Heidi ended the magic release, and the three minds gathered to figure out why the “detonator” didn’t explode.
 Gawain remembered a detail that Rebecca mentioned earlier. “Didn’t you say that before the detonation base plate exploded, you were holding a piece of ore and preparing to pour your magic in?”
 “That’s right, it was also glowing.”
 “That should be the problem.” Gawain nodded. “That additional piece of ore probably activated a special function. Look for a piece of ore, and place it together with the detonation base plate. Put them nearer together.”


 After everything was arranged, Heidi activated that strange magic field again.
 As soon as the magic field appeared, the detonation base plate and the ore turned into a bright burning bundle inside the protective magic circle.
 “This is it!” Rebecca was instantly jumping with joy. “It is a resonance! This is definitely a resonance!”
 “Two of these ores would generate a magic field when magic is poured into them at the same time. If there is a third ore in the magic field, it will develop a resonance…” Heidi frowned slightly and analyzed the traits that were exhibited by these ores. Immediately after, she looked at the stack of remaining samples and said, “But those ores are also within the magic field. Why aren’t there any changes to them?”
 “Perhaps it isn’t a resonance, but some kind of… magic transfer.” Gawain took in a breath to suppress the excitement in his heart before he slowly explained his conjecture. “Only those ores that are connected with the rune base plates or magic circles will have some changes. It is because they have ‘energy-consumption units’ and developed an internal flow of energy in the ores. As for the other ores, they don’t have any energy-consumption structure, and they naturally wouldn’t transfer.”
 “Magic transfer? Are you talking about transmission?” Heidi looked at the unassuming rocks with astonishment and said, “This is truly something… interesting.”
 “It seems like their practicality is very broad.” Gawain looked at Heidi and said, “If this ore can be purified and mass-produced, we might be able to extend our magic web system to an unbelievable scale! The magic transmission range will also be greatly expanded and can reach outside the territory!”
 Heidi frowned slightly and responded, “The magic field generated right now is still too unstable. Detonating a rune base plate wouldn’t need stable magic, but it is different if we want to drive those magic-powered machines.”
 “That’s why we need to continue the research and find a method to make it stable.” Gawain spoke sternly, “Not only must we make it stable, we also need to make sure we can control it. How many of these ores do we have?”
 “According to the estimation from the exploration team, there is quite a lot. The eastern part of the Dark Range has a long section that is eroded by the wind. The loose and weak layers of rock there are filled with these strange and brand new ores.”
 “New ores…” Gawain touched his chin and said, “It is the same when we are smelting the Rebecca Crystals. Only the special limestones from the Dark Range can form those crystals. Pittman had also discovered a lot of medicinal ingredients that had completely unique effects…”


 
 “I remember Ancestor saying that the Dark Wave’s corrosion of the natural environment would cause a change in characteristics to the ordinary minerals and plants,” Heidi said. “You had also guessed that there would be even more new resources on the south side of the Dark Range…”
 “This isn’t the corrosion of the Dark Wave. This is a present from nature.” Gawain corrected in a serious tone before he looked outside the window. Through the window, he was able to see a small part of the Dark Range’s mountain. “I will go to the excavation ground of the new ores to take a look. That so-called Wave of Destruction… might bring more things to the world than what we can imagine.”
 As Gawain, Heidi, and Rebecca were studying the new ores from the Dark Range, another team was working deep inside the Dark Range.
 ……
 Strictly speaking, they were working deep inside the ancient fortress.
 
 Sir Byron and his exploration team had been in this newly discovered place for over one week. They drew a detailed new map and recorded all the new things that they discovered. In between this period, they had dispatched messengers twice to send information about the progress of the exploration and had obtained a reply. Byron believed this exploration already obtained a very good result, and considering the accumulation of pressure due to the long time spent in the underground ruins, Byron judged that it was time to leave this place.
 Just as he was sorting out the accumulated information and preparing to arrange the return trip, two soldiers that were tasked to scout ahead had suddenly run back to the room that was used as a temporary base. “Sir, we discovered a… strange place!”
 “Strange place?” Byron frowned. These two soldiers were veterans, and they were exploring this place with him for quite a long period of time. They rarely used such a vague method to report their findings, and Byron was rather surprised.
 “Yes, there is… a round-shaped hall, and there is a weird stone ring in the middle of the hall…”
Chapter 204: Transition of Magical Power

Holme was a serf ——but he wasn’t a serf from birth. During the time even earlier, he had been a miner in the mines.
Miner, and not slave laborer.
 There were two types of people working in the mines — miners who had freedom and slave laborers who had no freedom. The former were freemen who willingly chose to “dig rocks” in the dangerous mines for the sake of bringing the bacon home, while the latter was the private property of the mine owners, equated to the tools and livestock in the mines. However, there weren’t any differences between the two in some aspects —— they were all expendables that could die in the mines anytime, and no one would care to ask about them even after their deaths.
The process through which Holme lost his freedom was highly dramatic: he wasn’t a miner who “remained in his place”; compared to immutably digging up rocks in the mines, he preferred searching for new objects —— whether they were new ores or plants, so long as they were novel things. On this point, there were often people who teased him, saying that his ancestors might have had a bit of the dwarf bloodline, but Holme had always taken this teasing with good humor. As he worked in the mines, everything that he had in mind all day long was whether he would be able to dig up some extraordinary treasure underground. And finally, one day, he really did “dig” out a “treasure”.
He had run into the scene of the mine owner’s wife cheating with a supervisor in the mine.
It was very easy for supervisors to beat one or two miners or slave laborers to death. They just had to palm it off using reasons such as the mine caving in or the like after the incident, and there would be absolutely no problem. Holme had even personally witnessed such scenes before. Thus, he chose to flee at the very first moment —— once he did, he never returned home.
After being a refugee for a year, he settled down in the old Cecil territory. Viscount Cecil of the previous generation did not expel him, but he had no choice but to rely on selling himself as a serf to seek survival.
In normal circumstances, this would be all to his short yet miserable life —— after being locked to the land, there would no longer be any changes in serf Holme’s life, no more new encounters, or even hope. He would carry the heavy pressures imposed by the landowner and spend his whole life crawling in the soil, living out his remaining 10 to 15 years as a serf. And if he could, by luck (or unluckily) have offspring during this course of things, then his offspring would also inherit the identity of a serf, thus living under the whip of the landowner generation after generation. And his experiences as a miner in his early years, as well as that bit of restless curiosity during his youth, would one day completely vanish from his memories.
 However, after that calamity, everything changed.
 
 The old Cecil territory was gone; the landowner was gone; the land was gone. The new feudal lord walked out from a legendary story, leading the survivors to build a whole new homeland at the foot of the Dark Range. Faced with an all-new land and the Dark Range that was full of secrets, the feudal lord promulgated inconceivable new laws one after another. And the serf Holme was rewarded for his participation in making traps during the “Defense Battle” in autumn. He became a free person once more, even freer than a freeman.
The feudal lord allowed residents to take all sorts of jobs according to their forte and rewarded anyone who worked hard. On the notice board in the center of the town, new recruitment notices would be put up almost every day, and anyone who wanted to contribute more to their family expenses could respond to the feudal lord’s call through to this channel. To people of this era, the feudal lord opening up so many work posts and even providing remunerations for them was practically an unbelievable gift of grace. Moreover, it was winter whereby in former years, they could only stay home to starve and await death. ——Thus, each time new recruitment notices were put out, countless people who were waiting for jobs (or to provide for their family) would swarm forward, searching for jobs that suited them.


The majority of the people in the territory were originally illiterate; they could only wait for the soldiers standing in front of the notice board to read out the contents on it for them. However, the soldiers would only begin reading them out six hours after the new notices were put out. —— In order to understand the recruitment content a few hours earlier, Holme forcefully learned thousands of new words within the brief period of a few months and was then able to stumble through the contents on the notice board.
In night school, people like him who worked hard to learn to read due to similar motivations weren’t few; literate people could know the details of the recruitment several hours in advance and head to the internal-affairs human-resource department to look for clerks to register themselves. By the time those illiterate people went forth to sign up, more often than not, all the posts would already be filled. Those people who did not work hard to become literate at the beginning were all regretting it now.
And Holme was very glad that he had learned words in time. When the feudal lord announced the organization of a new exploration team that would enter the mountains, he signed up at the very first moment. This team did not require many people. Although there were some risks, the remuneration was even higher than for the technical jobs in the factories. Besides, there was also a small team of magic-infantry troops protecting them. How great could the risks be?
The newly organized mountain exploration team entered the Dark Range through a newly discovered mountain path. They saw many incredible mutated animals, plants, and rocks along the way. Because of his former experience in the mines, pretty agile mind, and best literacy, Holme became the leader of this team (of course, another important reason for this was because he’d once been personally commended by the feudal lord; this was a rare honor). Under his leadership, the team found those unusual “raw stones” with a faint purple luster from a stretch of weathered rock with weak cohesion.
 In the process, Holme’s curiosity that had once been slowly worn away by life was gradually revived…
…
 Under the soldiers’ lead, Gawain and Amber found the “exploration team’s fortified point” in the Dark Range. Several simple tents sat in a small empty space in the mountains, while the fully armed Cecil Combatants kept guard around this small campsite. Gawain saw the person-in-charge of this exploration team, a middle-aged man who wasn’t tall but was very robust.
Looking at the person’s tanned face and slightly bent body, Gawain instantly sensed familiarity. The memory of a satellite spirit played its role very well at this point. He recalled that he indeed knew this person: during the Cecil defensive battle against the aberrations in autumn, a serf called Holme had been commended for his outstanding performance. To set an example, he’d even been given public recognition —— the facts proved that he really hadn’t misjudged him back then.
“I remember you’re called Holme.” Gawain nodded to this resident who was once a serf. “You participated in the exploration team this time?”
 “Yes—yes Lord!” Holme didn’t expect that Gawain would actually remember his own name; he was instantly slightly filled with profound respect and humility. “You personally presented a… a medal to me!”
“You’re a little fatter than you were then. Very good.” Gawain nodded with a smile. “You were the one who discovered the ores?”


 “Yes, Lord.” Holme worked hard to manage his nervous emotions. He was someone who’d gone up the commendation stage once; he had to be that bit more composed than the average man. “The location of the initial discovery isn’t far from here. Let me point it to you…”
  On a rock formation not far from the campsite, Gawain saw the few collection points that the exploration team excavated.
Such ores with immense potential value were actually “buried” in such shallow areas.
Gawain came to the collection point. He saw a layer of thick grayish-white porous rock stratum that looked weathered covering those ores, and those ores with faint purple or blue lusters were “mounted” in it, like some kind of condensation nuclei.
“They’re all very small pieces of ores on the surface — the deeper we dig, the better and bigger the quality and size of the ores. I think the veins that truly have exploitation value still needs to be dug deep to find.” Holme explained at the side. “Such a loose weathered rock stratum isn’t too suitable to be dug as a mine—— It will collapse easily, so it would be better to directly make it a quarry. With Rebecca Crystals, blowing up the rock layers wouldn’t be difficult.”
Gawain nodded. “I saw the reports that you sent back. You all discovered many things that the outside world has never seen. Moreover, the animals and plants all show signs of mutation.”
 “Yes, Lord,” Holme replied. “This is the first time an extensive area of mineral ores like this were found.”
Gawain responded with an “mm” before lifting his head to survey the surrounding terrain —— Gawain Cecil from 700 years ago had once led troops to search for paths in this Dark Range. And back then, this area had yet to be affected by the Dark Wave. In Gawain Cecil’s memories, there were no such peculiar things here.
 They had appeared after the Dark Wave.
 Amber pulled out her dagger and curiously picked up a broken piece with a mixed bluish-purple luster from one of the rocks that had been dug out in the collection point. She held it under the sun and examined it. “What a strange thing, old… Gawain. This is what you mentioned — changes to natural substances due to the influence of the Dark Wave?”
“The essence of the Dark Wave is an extremely powerful surge of magical power. Although this portion of magical power cannot be used by mortals, it can still engender a far-reaching influence on the natural environment,” Gawain explained casually. “Do you know that the magical materials that can be found in the ruins of the ancient Well of Deep Blue are even more than the amount found here?”


Amber’s eyes were wide. “How reckless does a person have to be to dare to mine in there!”
 Gawain shook his head but did not answer her question.
 He looked at the ore before his eyes, but what he was thinking about at heart wasn’t just these ores in sight.
 He’d once guessed that perhaps the Dark Wave had not broken out just that one time.
 
The surveillance satellite left in the sky was clearly a kind of early warning equipment targeted at the Dark Wave (or similar phenomenon). The calamity that happened previously at the Cecil territory also showed signs of the Dark Wave making a comeback. And the surveillance records from when he hung in the sky in the past had also shown the phenomenon of all civilization on the continent vanishing entirely for no reason, the whole ecosphere starting from zero like a shuffle and reboot.
In the “satellite era”, his observation of the world was disjointed due to severe “frameskip”, so there were many times when he couldn’t figure out how those earthshaking changes had come about —— in the blink of an eye, primitive man had created magical power cannons; then with another blink, they were living in tree trunks wearing animal skins and line dancing around a bonfire. The geomorphology and distribution of vegetation in his vision were also turned upside down. Perhaps there had been a destructive war lasting decades or possibly 49 days of floods and tsunamis. However, to a satellite spirit who saw one frame per thousand years, this “swift yet brief” moment of disaster was really difficult to capture.
But there was definitely something causing such “shuffling” —— if there weren’t other answers, the only answer would be the Dark Wave.
The Dark Wave would cause qualitative changes in the substances in the natural world. These things in the Dark Range that had never been seen before in other places were enough to prove this point.
 And even if the Dark Wave had retreated, these changed objects would not resume their original form; instead, they would be consolidated to become an all-new material —— the ores found in the Dark Range could similarly prove this.
 
Then, supposing that the Dark Wave had occurred more than once in the world, Gawain would have reason to believe that the majority of the things in this world might have been influenced by the Dark Wave.
He came up with the boldest guess throughout history:


Those magical materials, magical creatures, or the common soil and rocks that appeared to be completely unrelated to magical power had been gradually molded to become what they were at present through the tempering of the Dark Wave time and time again.
The Dark Wave was a “world-shaping phenomenon” that would persistently occur and had not stopped showing signs of recurring, even to this day.
Chapter 205: A Door?

The long period of time hanging in the sky as a surveillance satellite did not change the innate character of Gawain but brought him a distinct perspective on the universe —— when necessary, he could use the attitude of almost a complete bystander to analyze the transitions in this world and sum up some possible rules from the frequent changes that lasted thousands and tens of thousands of years. And these rules, to the species living on the ground (including those elves who had lifespans of a few thousand years), were difficult to summarize.
Precisely because he had witnessed the rise and fall of civilization multiple times, Gawain could speculate that the Dark Wave happened more than once —— even if he hadn’t caught any one of those times, the surveillance images before and after the occurrences were enough for him to guess what had happened in between.
 And in another of Gawain’s guesses, he thought that the scale of the Dark Wave was uncertain.
 A large-scale Dark Wave might cause the civilizations on the entire planet to be remolded, while a small-scale Dark Wave’s effects would be more localized; the annihilation of the Gondor Empire 700 years ago was probably just a “small Dark Wave”.
Although it destroyed the most powerful empire in human history, its range was only the central region of the continent. Forget others, even the elves’ Silver Empire and the western Dwarf Kingdom were barely affected.
 Or… perhaps the event 700 years ago shouldn’t be considered an official Dark Wave but was merely the “prelude” of a real one?
All sorts of guesses and associations emerged involuntarily in Gawain’s mind. Many of those contents were actually from his imagination, coming out of thin air. Beside him, seeing that Gawain wasn’t responding for a long time, Amber finally couldn’t hold back and poked his arm. “Hey, hey, what are you thinking about?”
 “Just thought of a matter,” Gawain jolted and casually replied. “Say, if one day, all the resources in the world that humans are familiar with changed — for example, the properties of all kinds of magic-conducting materials have been altered — what would happen?”
Amber faltered for a moment. “Why is the leap in your thoughts so big…?”
 
 Gawain knocked Amber’s head. “Just say what would happen.”
 “Everything would definitely be a chaotic mess,” Amber answered offhand. “Especially the Mages. They probably wouldn’t be able to find spellcasting mediums all at once, and many spell materials would have to be reviewed…”


When Gawain heard Amber’s answer, he kept silent for a good while before letting out a light sigh. “The civilization of mortals is really weak… isn’t it?”
 Amber’s ears quivered. “You really speak oddly.”
Gawain stood up, turning to look at Holme and the other members who were waiting at the side. These people didn’t dare to come forward to disrupt their feudal lord while he was in thought. Seeing Gawain stand up now, they then came a little closer.
 “This type of ore needs a name.” Gawain nodded at Holme. “I will name it Holme raw ore.”
“Lo—Lord?” Holme, who had still been a serf not too long ago was greatly startled upon hearing Gawain. He repeated with eyes wide in disbelief, “Holme raw ore? This… I… this is not befitting of my status! How can I have this privilege…?”
“In the domain of exploring the unknown, discoverers are forever noble. No need to decline.” Gawain waved his hand. “Henceforth, we might find even more valuable objects on this land. Naming them after the discoverer would be a simple and convenient way —— and it could very well fire up the job enthusiasm of explorers.”
“Yes… Thank you!” Holme abruptly straightened up. For so many years, it would be the first time his back, which was hunched forward due to heavy work, was straightened. This even caused a cracking sound to come from his back; then pain spread throughout his whole back, but he still put in effort to keep his body straight. “I… I…”
This civilian with shallow insight, who would be considered barely able to read and write by noble standards, could not find the suitable words to describe his own feelings, and Gawain wasn’t bothered by this either. He only waved his hand. “Everyone in the exploration team deserves credit. I will have Heidi put this on record and convert them into rewards according to the contribution list.”
 Then, he looked towards the direction of the mountainous path —— earlier, he had already seen a combatant run over. The soldier stopped on the path and had been waiting for him.
“What’s the situation?” Gawain approached the soldier and asked.
 “Lord, I brought the report from the ruins.” The soldier stood straight, bowed, and reported, “Sir Byron found an unusual piece of magical equipment and a strange hall with runes that spread all over in the lower level. He hopes that you can go take a look personally.”


Another new area was found deep in the ruin?!
 Gawain brows knitted together. He immediately gestured to Amber. “Make a trip with me.”
 The two went down the mountainous path, led by the soldier. After a rather long journey, they finally arrived at the deepest part of the ancient facility.
“It’s really big in here…” Looking around at the tall and wide corridor and the dim magic crystal lamps on both sides of it, Amber could not help but sigh. “Even walking in here on a straight path took so long…”
“And this is still the outcome after Sir Byron had cleared the way.” Gawain nodded. He’d noticed that the magic crystal lamps on the two sides of the corridor were newly installed. Considering the problem with cost and the output rate of the portable Honeycomb Magic Web, those magic crystals were fixed with great intervals between them. As such, the overall illumination of the corridor seemed extremely dim. However, compared to the original pitch blackness, this corridor that had regained illumination once more was still much better than before.
In that circular hall, Gawain saw the middle-aged Knight who he had not seen for a long time.
 The many days of exploring the ruins did not make this Knight seem haggard and exhausted: his condition was even unusually good, as if he had found the feeling of being a mercenary in his former days once more. Byron looked to be in high spirits. He came forward once he spotted Gawain. “Lord, you should look at this! I bet that the two sets of writings at the entrance are describing the uses of this room —— but we couldn’t figure out what they meant even after studying them for a long while.”
  Gawain looked over, following the direction where Byron’s finger was pointing. He saw that there was indeed a metal plate that didn’t have the slightest sign of rusting on each inner side of the door to the circular hall. Neat ancient script was carved on those metal plates using a technique that resembled laser etching.
“The left says ‘caution, beware of accidents’, and the right says ‘personnel to lock the door when leaving’. ——What’s wrong?”
 Byron: “…”
 Then and there, Gawain saw the faces of the few soldiers behind Byron become flushed. If it weren’t for the military discipline holding them down, they would probably have the intention of rolling on the floor.


“Don’t go to the trouble of studying things that aren’t your specialty in the future.” Gawain sighed and patted the wily old Knight’s shoulder. “Even Heidi cannot read all of these ancient scripts, why are you joining in the fun?”
Byron’s forehead was covered with cold sweat. He turned around awkwardly and pointed to the center of the circular hall. “…You are right, Lord. You better come take a look at this…”
 When Gawain looked towards the center of the hall —— in fact, from the moment he stepped in, he’d already noticed that intriguing object with a bursting sense of presence.
That was a circular ring vertically set into the ground; about a third of the structure was buried underground. The inner diameter of the ring was about four meters, and a whole bunch of magical patterns and symbols were densely packed on the upper section of the circular ring. Rare metals and magic-conducting crystals were mounted on the various magical nodes. This showed that it ought to be some kind of equipment that consumed tremendous amounts of energy.
Whereas, on the ground around the circular ring were similarly complicated and massive magical symbol systems, as well as multiple metal devices fixed to the ground and connected to the magical patterns on the ground surface. It looked like a control station.
 “This is… some kind of door?” Gawain rubbed his chin. The figure of the ring-shaped object had him involuntarily reminded of things similar to a portal. However, he remained suspicious of the assessment of the “portal” —— even during the pinnacle of the Gondor Empire, the remote transportation spell was still a theoretical product. This world did not possess such a convenient and speedy spatial teleportation magic. If a mature portal did exist in the Gondor Meteoric Era a thousand years ago, it was impossible that none of the information was handed down.
It was more likely a “magic door” used for spatial transformation within a small scope, used to link up different spaces with the same coordinates. Such technology was rather developed in the Gondor era.
“Initially, we suspected that this thing was rock, but in reality, it was a metal. Only, it is of some unknown material,” Sir Byron continued to report. “In addition, we found several sealed off rooms on this level. There were some ingots made of the same material as the circular ring stored in them. It seems like the people here at that time planned to make even more circular rings or to expand it. —— Only, they evacuated subsequently, so these works were shelved.”
“Unknown metal material, is it…?” Gawain muttered to himself. “If it isn’t an ancient alloy, then it could only be that the Dark Wave caused a change in their properties. If the latter was the reason, the trouble with research would be big.”
Sir Byron did not hear him clearly. “Lord, what did you say?”
 “No, nothing.” Gawain waved his hand. At the same, from the corner of his eye, he caught Amber who’d, at some point, wandered over to the circular ring and was using her precious little dagger to poke those dark purplish crystals on the surface of the ring. He immediately called out, “Ay! What are you doing! This thing cannot…”


“Don’t worry. I won’t steal!” Amber instantly glared at Gawain, loudly clearing away the suspicion of her occupational hazard breaking out. “I just felt that the remaining energy fluctuations in these crystals were slightly… familiar.”
“They’re familiar?” Gawain was startled. “You’ve seen such crystals before?”
 Amber examined those crystals mounted on the ring like an expert scholar and used her free left hand to rub her smooth chin. “According to my years of criminal experience…”
Gawain: “…What?”
 “Cough, cough. Work experience, work experience.” Amber had also caught on and quickly corrected herself. Unfortunately, everyone at the scene had heard her, so she went on with thick skin, “According to my experience, such crystals should be the very rare shadow affinity crystals —— the most expensive kind amongst all elemental crystals. And to be honest, its purity is also frighteningly high. Shadow crystals with levels of purity this high are seldom seen these days.”
 
“Shadow?” Gawain blinked. He knew about the existence of the elemental crystals. This type of unique magic crystals was formed by magical power crystals being corroded and reformed in environments with high concentrations of those elements. As the shadow environments in nature were scarce, locations that could sustain shadow environments with concentration levels hitting the criterion were even fewer. Therefore, elemental crystals with shadow aptitude were the rarest and most expensive ones. Although Gawain Cecil was known to be a scholar back then, his main specialties were in herbology, survival in the wild, construction of territories, as well as killing monsters. He did not study much on crystals. But as a thief who dared to pry open the tomb of even a pioneering Duke and was perversely talented with the shadows, it wasn’t odd that Amber had seen such crystals before.
“Could it be related to the shadow realm?” Gawain asked as a guess.
 Amber patted her chest. “Then I’ll go in and check out the situation first!”
 “Hold on.” Gawain grabbed her arm before she entered the shadow realm. “Go in with me.”
 Amber faltered. Abruptly recalling the frightening experience of facing the divine flesh when she entered the shadow realm in the laboratory in the ruins, she instantly broke out in cold sweat and quickly grabbed Gawain’s arm. “Then you’ve got to walk in front later!”
 
Gawain found it both funny and annoying as he glanced at this half-elf who suddenly turned timid. He waved his hand. “Let’s go, let’s go.”


 Amber inhaled deeply, calmed her emotions, then activated her innate gift of shadow affinity.
The familiar trance-like feeling closed in once again; Gawain felt the scenes before him begin to sway. Yet just as he was vaguely about to see the sights of the shadow realm, Amber suddenly called out an “ouch” beside him. Then the two of them “fell out” of the border of the shadow realm.
Amber rubbed her head giddily, only responding after some time. “It seemed like… we were rebounded out?”
Chapter 206: The Shadow Realm’s Big Void

After being ejected from the borderline state of the shadow realm, Amber refused to believe it and attempted to enter several more times. But each time, without change, they would fall back into the real world once they’d entered the borderline state.
 By the fourth attempt, she was really so dizzy that she could no longer take it.
 Gawain was also muddled by this situation (of course, it was also possible that he was just dazed from the multiple switching across the borders). He subconsciously opened his mouth and asked, “What’s going on? Your plug-in has expired?”
“Plug-in? What’s a plug-in?” Amber didn’t understand what Gawain was saying but guessed that it most likely wasn’t any kind of praise from his expression. Thus, she angrily pursed her lips. “There must be a problem with this environment! Hold on, let me take half a catty of shadow potion before we try again—— I don’t believe my shadow affinity…”
“Stop, stop, stop, don’t lose your marbles. Calm down and analyze the situation.” Gawain stopped the half-elf’s act of courting death with a wave of his hand. “Carefully sense the shadow environment in here. Then try to see if the common shadow walk or stealth technique works.”
Amber calmed down with Gawain’s prompt. She took in a breath, and her figure gradually faded in the air.
 After several tests, she released her own shadow state. “The conventional shadow walk and stealth technique both have no problem. Skills like shadow fog and the like can also be used smoothly. It seems that only when entering the shadow realm would I… be affected by some kind of interference and get ejected instantly.”
“Shadow realm… So, is the problem on the ‘other side’ then…?” Gawain offered while thoughtfully looking toward the circular ring equipment in the center of the room that resembled a magic door. Then, an idea flashed across his mind as he frowned. “Isn’t the shadow realm equivalent to a certain kind of reflection of the real world? Try entering the shadow realm outside of this room. Then check out the situation from the ‘other side’.”
 “Let me give it a try!” Amber agreed and walked out with Gawain in tow. “You come over. Protect my eyes…”
 
 Was this person taking him to be the same thing as a comments eye-shield filter1? Specially used to shield the ancient gods’ faces…
Gawain followed resignedly behind Amber. When they were a certain distance from the circular room, the two, as expected, successfully entered the shadow realm.


 Seeing the familiar black and white visual field emerge before his eyes and seeing Amber’s figure switch to an elemental enchantress-like form unique to the shadow realm, Gawain instantly heaved a sigh of relief. “Gave me a scare. I’d thought that your plug-in had really expired…”
“The things you say are really weird. I can’t understand them at all,” Amber muttered and then grabbed Gawain’s arm and walked towards the circular hall in the shadow realm.
 They strode toward that ancient door, yet after passing through it, what they saw was merely a plain circular hall.
 No divine flesh, no concealed research facility. There weren’t even the extra doors and windows and passageways. There was nothing here at all.
 Amber curiously surveyed the surroundings. “Strange… It’s just an ordinary hall. Why was there interference…? And this interference is so funny. We just had to slightly make a bypass, and we could enter…”
However, Gawain immediately sensed an incongruity upon examining their surroundings. “No, I don’t think we were able to bypass it.”
He lifted his hand and pointed to the center of the hall. “That circular ring equipment is gone. There are scratch marks left on the ground.”
 In the hall in the real world, the most conspicuous thing was the circular ring equipment in the center of the room. However, here, the ring that was as tall as three to four meters had disappeared. In its place were ragged marks on the ground, as well as a huge piece of ground that had been dug away in whole ——there was no doubt that something was once there.
“Other than the laboratory where we encountered divine flesh previously, the shadow realm and real world basically maintained a state of corresponding projection, and according to the marks left on this ground, we can tell there also ought to be a circular ring here. But it’s gone now.” Gawain frowned as he moved towards the ground that had been dug away. “Look at the measurements here, they should match the base of the circular ring.”
“Someone came to the shadow realm and stole the door on this side?” Amber’s thoughts on this were intriguing. “Nice skills…”
 “No one would steal a magic door like they have nothing better to do.” Gawain glanced at Amber. “I believe a certain force had torn through here and ‘shifted’ the items that ought to be here to another place. Entering the shadow realm from the circular hall in the real world should have brought us to the side of the corresponding circular ring, and when we walked into the shadow realm from the corridor outside the room, we could only see this empty ‘inner hall’. This is some kind of misplaced projection…”


Amber didn’t know how Gawain had thought of all these either, but after some consideration that her reasoning was impossible, she followed Gawain’s train of thought. “So what does that kind of ‘interference force’ do?”
 Gawain frowned, leaving his thoughts to unravel. “Perhaps it’s for the sake of stopping unauthorized people from bypassing the ‘magic door’ and arriving at a certain place… Only by passing through the correctly matched ‘magic door’ can someone arrive at the correct location. Other than that, it is either one is unable to enter the shadow realm, or one can only enter this empty hall. The Gondor Master Mages back then often used such means to encrypt important treasure vaults.”
“In other words, if we want to figure out exactly where the correct corresponding location is, the only method is to repair that circular ring in the actual world?” Amber lifted her brows. “This is outside my knowledge…”
“Not only outside your knowledge, I’m afraid no one in the territory can interpret such complicated ancient magical equipment.” Gawain shook his head regretfully. “The circular ring ‘outside’ isn’t some simple magic circle, but complex magical equipment including a mix of magic circles, ancient composites, and Gondorian magic techniques. For a thingamajig of this level and depending on the current standards of spellcasters in the territory, I don’t think we’ll be able to deal with it at all.”
Amber stuck out a tongue, feeling that she was truly powerless to render any help in this aspect. Then, she sauntered and casually wandered about the circular hall.
   She glimpsed here and there, pulling out her small dagger occasionally to scratch at the runes on the walls or the ground. However, when she rounded to the opposite end of the hall, she suddenly stopped.
She noticed that there was a black crack on the arc wall —— the crack wasn’t very wide, but branched out to many crevices; the crooked lines covered the entire wall in her sight.
She curiously reached out a finger and touched that crack.
Gawain was examining the residual rune marks on the ground of the hall when he suddenly heard a continuous cracking sound coming from nearby. He lifted his head in shock to take a look, and the scene before his eyes startled him.
Far from the entrance of the hall, an arc wall that was initially intact but now crumbling was covered with extensive black cracks. The sturdy ancient concrete was falling off in pieces, as if there was a boundless abyss outside the hall swallowing up this structure!
 And Amber who stood before the wall seemed to have been frightened by this sight. The ground beneath her feet had already cracked open slightly, but she obliviously remained in the same spot, unmoving!


 “Watch out!”
 At the most critical moment, Gawain dashed forward with a yell and pulled Amber who was in a daze back. The two of them retreated to the entrance of the hall before they stopped, and Amber only exclaimed at this moment, “Damn, the wall collapsed with a poke of my finger!”
Gawain held on tightly to Amber’s arm as he paid attention to the collapse of the hall. He was prepared to retreat anytime, but he quickly realized that the collapse had merely extended to a quarter of the hall and stopped —— though it was massive, it ended unusually quickly.
 However, the sight after the collapse of the wall and ceiling had him frowning hard, and an odd and bizarre sense surged into his heart.
 The outside was total darkness, pitch black as if the world had vanished and the universe was quiescent.
“What… is that…?” Amber was so nervous that even the pitch of her voice had changed, and what had her even more tense was standing by and watching Gawain walk towards the area of collapse. “Hey! Be careful!”
Gawain was indeed very careful. He cautiously came to the edge of the collapse in the hall and looked out into the space outside the wall.
 Behind the wall ought to be the Dark Range’s heavy and thick layer of rock and soil, but there was only darkness and nothingness in Gawain’s sight — complete pitch black filled his vision, as if everything in the world was abruptly broken off outside of that boundary.
But he narrowed his eyes and observed carefully. Finally, he caught some extremely distant and extremely blurred things in the darkness.
He saw that there seemed to be a rising and falling outline of “land on the opposite shore” in the extreme far end of the dark space, while a thread of something faintly glowing could be seen high above in the distance; that was like daylight. Even in the empty darkness, he could still make out some floating things: they seemed to be huge boulders and islands that had lost their gravity and were floating and tumbling in the air.
Gawain finally realized what was with the darkness before him: this wasn’t some “end of all things in the world”, but an unprecedentedly massive “void”.


The scale of this void was so huge that it’d exceeded the distance in which the human eye could still receive light. Thus, it gave one an illusion of “everything vanishing”, but the shadow realm’s unique “illuminated environment” deemed that there wouldn’t be absolute darkness here. Thus, Gawain could vaguely recognize the things in the void.
 
 He casually took out a magic crystal, infused magical power to active this crystal, then tossed it into the distance.
The crystal emitting a bright glow flew forward upon leaving his hand. It was originally capable of lighting up a spacious room, but after entering that big void, it was immediately reduced to a speck of insignificant light —— as the surroundings lacked reflective surfaces, its glow appeared so minute that it was nothing worth mentioning.
This confirmed Gawain’s guess.
“Is this… a cave?” Amber also boldly followed over. She looked at the sight before her in shock and noticed that the thread of daylight that was high up and extremely far away. “It seemed to lead directly to the ground surface up there? This cave… How big is it?!”
“Let’s put aside the size for now. Sir Byron had been burrowing inside the Dark Range for such a long time. The corridors that he’d explored include the corresponding area of this void before us —— in other words, this void absolutely doesn’t exist in the real world’s Dark Range.” Gawain unraveled in shock. “This void is only restricted to the shadow realm… If this wasn’t naturally formed, then it could only be the doing of some forces beyond mortal imagination…”
 
Amber finally came to a realization at this point. “So, I wasn’t able to enter the shadow realm previously, not because of the interference of some magic door, but because this area… does not correspond with the real world. The dislocation here is overly severe?”
“…I don’t know,” Gawain admitted that he was also at a loss right now. “I only know that we probably won’t be able to get to the bottom of this mystery here… unless we can repair that circular ring equipment outside. Otherwise, it would be impossible for anyone to figure out what exactly the ancient Gondor Master Mages had been doing here.”
 Amber rubbed her arms that were beginning to be filled with goosebumps. “Eek… In any case, I can’t stay here any longer. This place is too strange. I think the correct thing to do is to quickly get out of here.”
 Gawain let out a breath. “I quite agree with your opinion this time.”
Chapter 207: Dinnertime for Gawain’s Family

After returning to the real world, both Gawain and Amber looked rather grim.
Sir Byron who had waited for a good while approached them at the first moment. “Lord, are you alright?”
 “I saw the uncanny workmanship of nature.” Gawain let out a breath, slowly getting rid of the discomfort in his heart from confronting the big void. At the same time, he shook his head helplessly. “I hope that was the uncanny workmanship of nature.”
Sir Byron wore a puzzled look; even with his experience as a wily old fox, he couldn’t deduce what exactly Gawain had seen in the shadow realm. But he cleverly did not pursue further —— since Gawain did not actively share about it, it meant that the information could not be made public at the current stage. There were also many ordinary soldiers present, so he decided not to inquire too much.
After calming his emotions, Gawain looked towards Byron. “Other than this new area, are there any more explorations to be reported?”
“Yes, our progress has been smooth-sailing recently. There were many discoveries.” Sir Byron nodded and immediately began to give a simple report of the information that he had accumulated at present. “Where we are at should be the lowest level of the ruin. If no more ramps or staircases appear, then this hall should be the ‘base’ portion of the entire facility. At this point, the entire ruin can be roughly divided into three levels — top, middle, and bottom. The middle level is connected to the entrance hall that we found at the very start. Spacious rooms, structures of the corridors that are perfectly straight and symmetrical, this should be the main area of activity for the personnel back then. The upper level leads to the summit and front of the Dark Range. There are many hidden air vents and probably exits in emergency passageways. However, the majority of the exits have been blocked off due to weathering and collapse of the mountain. They cannot be cleared up for now. Meanwhile, the bottom level is where we’re currently at. It is the smallest of the three areas but has the most complicated structure. There are lots of rooms piled with abandoned equipment and mezzanines with unknown uses, and also this hall that we found. These three areas depend on the ‘big ramp’ located in the center of the facility, as well as shafts and narrow stairs scattered at various spots, to be connected. In addition, there are also some uneven storeys within every area. I’ve sketched out the structural plan of the storeys in detail.”
Sir Byron paused for a moment before going on, “We plan to explore the southern and eastern parts of the middle level next. We found extra connecting passageways in these two places. There was junk piled up in them, but the passageways showed no signs of collapse. When the manpower is in place, we would be clearing up the obstacles and carrying out further exploration. I suspect that the undiscovered area in this ancient ruin is still very big.”
Gawain frowned after comparatively outlining the diagram of this ruin and the overall shape of the Dark Range in his mind. He said slowly, “Southern area… If the entire middle level is a symmetrical structure, then the southern area might lead towards the southern foot of the Dark Range. You must be especially cautious in that exploration. Once you find that buildings have passed through the mountain, immediately seal up the passageway and come forth to report it. You must not casually enter the Black Forest at the southern side of the range. As for the east…”
Amber utilized her limited knowledge of the continent’s geography at the side and suddenly blurted out, “It can’t be leading towards the Typhon Empire?”
 
Sir Byron was startled at once. “Is that possible?”
“Nothing is impossible.” Gawain was rather indifferent about this. “The region where we are located is in the southeastern corner of Anzu, and the Dark Range extends all the way into the Typhon borders. Supposing this ancient facility had really been built by digging out the mountain range… then it is also possible that its tail end enters the Typhon borders. After all, during the Meteoric Era a thousand years ago… there wasn’t anything like the borders of Anzu and Typhon.”


 At this point, he looked at Sir Byron’s eyes, his expression especially serious. “If that really turns out to be the case, you’ve got to be even more careful, understand?”
 Sir Byron was, to some extent, also a Knight —— even if he’d had a midlife career change, he also had some general knowledge about military affairs. He immediately realized what it meant if there was really a passageway in this ruin that could lead into Typhon. Thus, he stood up straight at once. “Yes! I understand!”
After he was done settling proper business, Gawain decided to return to the territory first. But before he left, he patted Sir Byron’s shoulder and reminded, “Your exploration work in the mountains is very important, but the vacation that you ought to have should still be taken. After wrapping up here this time, go home and get a few more days of rest.”
Sir Byron chuckled. “Actually, I’m still alright. Back when I was a mercenary, I dug through all sorts of ruins all day long. Sometimes, when we got inside the crypt, spending half a month inside was also…”
“But you didn’t have a daughter back when you were a mercenary.” Gawain glanced at him. “Pea really misses you.”
 Byron’s chuckling expression instantly stiffened, taking its place was some awkwardness. “Oh… oh… then I’ll go back and spend more time with her.”
Gawain and Amber returned to the feudal lord residence. After being busy the whole day, the sun was already setting by the time they arrived home. It was close to dinnertime.
 At present, other than two temporarily recruited servants, Betty was the only maidservant at the feudal lord’s residence. The young lady was responsible for everyone’s meals and the chores. Gawain’s family, counting the freeloading Amber and newly moved-in sea demon Tiel, was only five people. Though Gawain was a man of simple style, with simple food every day, together with the servants’ food and daily chores, this was no longer a small burden.
Looking at the young lady running around the dining room like a blast of wind, setting out the plates, distributing the bread, Gawain could not help but go forward to help, with Amber in tow. He helped to set the plates while asking Betty, “Can you manage the work every day?”
“I can!” The maidservant answered in a clear and sharp voice while carrying the big bottle containing wine. “Ah, Lord, don’t set the plates yourself!”
  “I am idle anyway.” Gawain wasn’t used to the kind of life where he would sit at the table, and a row of servants would stand and watch him from behind. In fact, even if there was one person specially waiting on him as he ate, he would have indigestion. Thus, he was always trying hard to change such a tone. Unfortunately, it seemed completely ineffective at present. Seeing that he’d snatched her job of setting the plates, the little maidservant looked so anxious that she was about to burst into tears. He could only put the plates in his hand down. “Let me know if you can’t cope. This house is much bigger than the tent in the past. You’re bound to be short of hands taking care of it.”


Gawain did not plan on having a few dozen or even a few hundred servants in his residence like most aristocrats of this era, extravagantly having two servants at each post for even work like planting flowers or raising dogs. However, he also admitted that such a big residence required more manpower to take care of things; having necessary staff at the necessary posts was still required. Betty was a diligent young girl, but she didn’t have the capabilities of three heads and six arms either. It wasn’t right to have the heavy household duties all weigh down on her.
Betty didn’t think that much. She was originally only a low-ranked maidservant assisting in the kitchen; she’d never thought about what to do if she was the only maidservant by the lord’s side. When she heard Gawain now, she stood dazedly and nodded —— she completely had no idea what this nod meant.
Some time passed again. Heidi, who was busy handling the matters for the transfer of personnel, and Rebecca, who was inextricably obsessed with runes, finally returned home too. And by the time they walked into the dining room, Amber was already 70% full from filling herself up with all kinds of appetizers and cheese.
Gawain reckoned that if dinner was started any later, Amber would have mixed the mustard on the table with butter and finished it up… Did this half-elf die from lack of eating foods of sickeningly strong tastes in her previous life?
After his family members had taken their seats, Gawain shared what he found with Amber in the shadow realm.
“You said you found a kind of ‘enormous void’ in the shadow realm?” Listening to Gawain’s description, Heidi showed great surprise. “And that big void doesn’t correspond with the terrain of the Dark Range in the actual world?”
 “That’s right. The scale of the void is such that I’m afraid our entire town at present could fit into it. And it’s very tall. The top has even breached the Dark Range’s peak, such that a part of the sky could be seen. Light inside of the void is exceptionally dim. It’s so dark that it makes one uneasy.” Gawain described the situation in the void. “There is some kind of natural phenomenon inside the void. I saw huge boulders floating in the darkness like they’d lost their gravity.”
 “I’ve heard descriptions from you and Amber that the shadow realm is a corresponding projection of the real world. And besides being black and white and deserted, there are no distinct differences in physics…” Heidi frowned. “Could that big void imply some ‘shadow realm rule’ that is unknown to us?”
“I’m more worried that it is caused by some external forces. That some force that exceeds humankind’s imagination had been active in the shadow realm and had ‘dug’ away a big piece of the shadow realm matter and even changed the physics of that area.” Gawain wasn’t without worry. “What is even more worrying is that… the Gondor Master Mages a thousand years ago had clearly realized the existence of this big void. They installed a device that resembled a magic door at the bottom level of the ruin in the mountain. The other side of this magic door should be linked to the big void or some place related to the big void. Unfortunately, that magic door can no longer be enabled.”
Heidi bowed her head in thought, and Rebecca fought the butter on her bread that couldn’t be spread evenly no matter how she did while casually commenting, “Then will you still proceed with the plan that you mentioned previously about moving part of the territory’s facilities into the mountain?”
 
Gawain watched Rebecca’s act of wielding the butter knife slightly apprehensively —— her imposing manner was as if that slice of bread had killed her whole family. “Easy there, do you need such big movements to spread butter.”


 Then, he answered Iron-Headed Girl’s question. “The relocating work still has to continue. At the very least, the workshops manufacturing grenades and all sorts of explosives have to be shifted out of the territory. Then there’s also the production lines in the military factories —— it won’t do for these things to remain right next to the residential areas. How is the training of the craftsmen team for the laying of the Magic Web going?”
“They’re all learning rather well. Once I said that the remuneration for Magic Web technicians was double that for average construction workers, they became very eager. Moreover, the literacy of all those craftsmen is pretty good. The most outstanding ones among them had even already mastered how to arrange the connection of Honeycomb Magic Web units by themselves according to the target environment and blueprint manual. The success rate is just like that of Grade 1 and 2 Runemasters. Now, they can independently complete the task without needing my guidance.”
Gawain nodded in satisfaction. “Very good, send the most outstanding team into the ruin in the mountains. Begin laying the Honeycomb Magic Web with the entrance hall as the starting point, and restructure the magical power supply inside the facility as preparation for the subsequent admission of the machinery.”
 Heidi let out a heartfelt sigh after hearing that. “To be honest, who would’ve thought that laymen without spellcasting abilities or even the ability to sense magical power could actually use such means to control magical power… Magic Webs, Magic Powered Engines, heat-ray guns, Rebecca Crystals — these things have arrived at the extent of being produced by laymen craftsmen without any input from Mages or only require minor guidance from Mages…”
 
“Right now, they’ve only stopped at the stage of following the blueprints to ensure that there are no errors. This is only ‘imitation’.” Gawain smiled. “And when the Rune Research Center led by Jenni obtains their results for the first stage and the center’s first batch of students in rune specialization graduates, you will see some true laymen’s ‘creations’ in the magic domain…”
Heidi could not imagine what kind of picture that would be. In fact, even Rebecca was unable to.
 But Gawain could vaguely see that new generation —— it would be an era where even without spellcasters, even without magical talent, laymen could rely on their brains and calculations, rely on strict scientific analysis methods and mathematical tools to grasp magic, and even develop and create all sorts of magical techniques.
 At this point, Amber who’d been engrossed in eating suddenly lifted her head and interrupted, “But then again… Where’s that sea demon?”
Chapter 208: The Sea Demons’ Knowledge

With Amber’s reminder, Gawain also became curious. He looked towards Betty at the side. “You didn’t get Tiel to come for dinner?”
 Betty blinked. “I did, but Miss Tiel said she wanted to sleep a while more…”
“Given her almost hibernation-like style of work and rest, if she sleeps a while longer, it might just be tomorrow’s dinner time already.” The corner of Gawain’s mouth twitched involuntarily. He’d originally wanted to make use of this rare free time to look for this sea demon from the outside world to get an understanding of the “outside world” but didn’t expect her to be sleeping for the entire day up till now. “Go get her again. If she still doesn’t come, I’ll go personally ——to prevent her from sleeping to death.”
“Oh.” Betty stood up, preparing to go get Miss Sea Demon for dinner, but she heard that sea demon’s languid voice coming from the entrance of the dining hall once she stood up. “I’m here, I’m here… Yawn… I just slept a while longer. Would I really sleep to my death…?”
 “Sleeping almost twenty hours a day, anyone would worry about you sleeping to death, alright? Is the work and style of you sea demons like this?” Gawain casually asked as he turned to look in the direction of the dining room’s entrance. He happened to catch Miss Sea Demon unsteadily push open the door and “walk” in. —— He saw at one glance that Tiel’s lower body wasn’t in human form, but a long snake tail. Clearly, to this deep water creature, this snake-tail limb was much more useful than humankind’s legs.
 But Gawain’s expression became a startled and stiff one in the next moment: he saw Tiel use the snake tail to move her body into the dining room, but it wasn’t slithering like a snake and entering gracefully. Instead, she entered in jerks, the middle of the tail lifting high up then jerking forward with force…
Although Tiel had already lived here for a few days, she rarely left her room. Secondly, she’d either walked on legs or jumped on her fishtail the previous few times; this was Gawain’s first time seeing her move as a sea snake. How should he put it…? It looked foolish to some extent…
“What’s wrong?” Tiel noticed Gawain’s expression and immediately stood with arms akimbo. “Does my tail not look nice?”
“Turns out you sea demons… move like this on land?” Rebecca also let out a sound of surprise. It seemed that Gawain wasn’t the only one who was startled. She even used her hands to imitate the motion of a snake slithering. “Don’t you walk like this?”
 
Tiel turned and glanced at her own tail, swaying the tip of it. “Ah, all the other sea demons move like the way you said. But there happened to be a sea caterpillar beside me the first time I conjured my tail when I was young. I learned the wrong thing then —— and never rectified it throughout my life…”
“…You’d better get used to walking with legs as much as possible. After all, everyone uses legs in humankind’s world. You can’t go out this way.”


He was too embarrassed to voice his unspoken words: it was mainly because the sight of such a beautiful snake jerking forward was really too stupid, literally to the extent where they could lift and throw her into the temple to receive eternal worship. There were already enough ultimate disgraces of the various races and occupations in the territory. With one more embarrassing article, he was very worried about the average level of reputation of the entire Cecil territory…
Meanwhile, Tiel couldn’t think of such underlying factors. She felt that Gawain made a lot of sense, but she’d thought of an even more brilliant solution. “Tell you what, break my legs in public next time. Henceforth, when I leave the house, I’ll have people carry me, or I’ll simply not go out at all…”
“Do you need to go that far just to not walk uprightly!” Gawain stared agape at this sea demon. “You sea demons are all like this?”
 “We’re not.” Tiel crawled to the table with great effort, pushed away the chair, then smoothly coiled her tail into a heap, and wrapped the tip of her tail around a fork to fiddle with the dish before her. “It’s just that I’m lazier than the others… Oh, there’s quite a wide variety of food on land. It’s another kind again?”
“I hope this food can suit your taste,” Heidi said with a smile —— though her smile had been distorted by that little bit when she saw Tiel’s use of her tail. “Actually, our food here is already considered simple. This territory is in the midst of development. Many things…”
“Doesn’t matter.” Tiel swayed her tail. “I can’t tell. Sea demons have essentially no sense of taste.”
 “You people have no sense of taste?” Gawain asked in surprise. “Then when you eat usually… just directly swallowing the food would do?”
 To humankind, the absence of a sense of taste was clearly a great regret. This meant that one of the greatest enjoyments in life — delicious food — was henceforth kept away from their life. However, the sea demon Tiel was evidently unbothered by this. She used the fork to poke the braised potato before her and then stuffed it into her mouth to chew and swallow it. “Although we have no sense of taste, we can feel textures that are relatively finer. Besides, sea demons in essence are closer to a kind of elemental being. We are the polymers of water elements. ‘To feed’ is not a necessary condition for survival, but more like a kind of… recreational activity. In fact, many sea demons usually don’t eat. At the most, they would take a few bites to test the hardness when they catch unknown fishes and prawns in the sea…”
“How interesting.” Gawain acted like he was extremely interested in the daily life of sea demons (in fact, he really was quite interested). “Then how do your people usually live in the sea? Do you also build cities and need to go to work?”
 “Cities? Our city can give you land people a great scare!” Tiel darted a look at Gawain, as if this was a really absurd question. “Our city is even bigger than your biggest city, even more advanced and even sturdier. Our city could fly, back in those days!”
“A city that could fly?” Heidi’s eyes were instantly wide. She asked with curiosity that was hard to hide. “Is it like the elves’ Sacred Stars Temple, a magic floating city? Ah hold on, do you know about the elves’ Sacred Stars Temple?”


   “I’ve never seen it before, but some of my sisters have. It floats above the straits on the southern side of this continent, the Sacred Stars Temple. It has a floating core that heaven knows which era it was passed down from and a broadcast system that cannot be switched off. Those long-eared creatures known as silver elves seem to be extremely proud of their floating city. Some sisters of mine had gone up to take a look out of curiosity before, wanting to learn their technique of breaking away from gravity, but ended up realizing that the bunch of long-ear creatures actually only knew how to use it. They had no idea how to build it or repair it. The so-called floating core was ten to one something that they stole from some unknown place… Tsk, tsk.”
 Tiel used a rather contemptuous tone to evaluate the floating city that the Silver Empire was proudest of. And these remarks that she casually made caused waves of emotions to surge in Gawain’s heart.
Tiel’s tone didn’t seem to be fake; the personality that she’d revealed the past few days didn’t seem like the kind to be very good at lying either (of course, Gawain couldn’t be sure that he could see through a person within a few days, and it was even the moral character of another species. He could only form a judgment using the information that he’d observed at present). Then, from her few comments, Gawain could conclude that the sea demons possessed extremely advanced technology —— otherwise, it was impossible that they would have such opinions about the Silver Empire, the place where magical technology was the most advanced in the whole continent!
 Now he could also confirm that a small number of sea demons had indeed visited land before and even visited the elves’ kingdom. They carried out observations and appraisals and gained further insight into the Sacred Stars Temple’s technological prowess, and they did so… originally to learn the elves’ anti-gravity technology?
Had a problem occurred with the sea demons’ own anti-gravity technology?
 Tiel seemed to have mentioned earlier that the sea demons’ city could fly “back in those days”. In other words, was it damaged now? It could no longer fly?
 A loss of technology had happened with them too?
 The sea demons’ observation and assessment of the elves were to be disappointed in them. They realized that the elves’ anti-gravity technology was even inferior to theirs. The current generation of silver elves was wholly incapable of recreating another Sacred Stars Temple…
 Gawain still had some understanding of the silver elves. After all, the former Gawain Cecil was one of humankind’s greatest pioneering heroes; he had communicated with every race and force on the continent. In his inherited memories, Gawain indeed knew that the silver elves referred to their Sacred Stars Temple as the “lost ancestral property”. There were many technologies in their aerial sacred land that even they themselves weren’t too clear about…
A break in technology probably occurred for the silver elves too.
 He feared that technological breaks existed for all the species in this world.


 Perhaps it was because of the Dark Wave…
 At this thought, he decided to beat around the bush and inquire about the sea demons’ understanding of the Dark Wave and technological break. “By the way, do you know that a huge calamity happened on land seven hundred years ago?”
 
“A calamity seven hundred years ago?” Tiel thought for a moment. “Ah, I roughly know a little. I heard those sisters who love roaming about mention it before. Something here seemed to have exploded seven hundred years ago. Then the human society was turned upside down.”
“We refer to it as the ‘Dark Wave’,” Heidi nodded and said solemnly. “That was a calamity on this land. Many people…”
 Tiel suddenly cut off Heidi. “Wait a moment, what do you people call that?”
 “Dark Wave, or magical tide.” Heidi was puzzled, but she still explained, “It is where the magic in nature suddenly loses its order, and chaotic magic energy corrodes the real world on a large scale, forming all sorts of fatal environments and destroying the stable structure of the physical world, resulting in monsters and lethal environments spreading everywhere…”
“Na’Salu’Fala.” Tiel suddenly murmured a term. This term clearly wasn’t in human language; it was emitted using a certain unique acoustic mechanism of sea demons. It carried an unusual seemingly resonant-like tone and pleasant rhythm. It even stirred some magical power resonance, causing an unreal sound of waves to briefly ring out in the dining hall.
 
 Amber batted her eyes in confusion. “Ah? What does it mean?”
 “Dark Wave, the ‘Dark Wave’ in our language.” Tiel shrugged. “Your explanation of the ‘Dark Wave’ sounds quite like it. It seems that you people had indeed experienced some kind of similar phenomenon, but to be honest… according to our observations, what a minor Dark Wave that was! It can’t even be considered a gentle breeze and ripple, alright?”
Heidi, Rebecca and the others were all slightly stunned, as if not quite understanding what Tiel meant. Yet Gawain felt a loud click in his mind: all that he knew and was thinking about was much more than any person present.
And Tiel’s voice continued to sound pensively, “The real Dark Wave… is something that could remold the entire world.”
Chapter 209: What Did the Sea Demons Do Normally?

This was Gawain’s first time seeing such a stern and grave expression on Tiel’s face. He originally thought that such an expression would never appear on this deep-sea saltwater fish’s face, which seemed like she could go into an eternal sleep anytime. However, the facts had proven that her indolence had a limit.
 Furthermore, since Tiel used this expression to speak, it was obvious that she wasn’t joking. Heidi immediately followed up with a question: “You mentioned about remodeling the world… What does that mean?”
 “The literal meaning.” Tiel shrugged her shoulders and her tail. “All matter will experience a transformation in characteristics. Some would have subtle transformations, and it would hardly be detected by humans and would seemingly not affect the original characteristics. Some would have thorough transformations, like a rock turning into a magical mineral. There would be transformations to the magical environment in nature too. Places that are overflowing with magic might become magic exhausted. Places that have scarce elements might become a new elemental world. The living beings would go through a large-scale extinction or mutation. New species will be formed in a short period of time, and most of the civilizations would vanish in this overwhelming transformation.”
 “…You are just trying to scare us, right?” Amber listened to the sea demon’s explanation with a distracted look. She understood all the words that were said, but when all the words were put together, there was a hidden meaning that was unbelievable. She stared blankly for a moment before she shook her head and said, “Your statement is the same as those heretics declaring that the apocalypse is imminent.”
 Tiel moaned lightly and said, “There is a difference. They only know that the apocalypse is arriving, but the sea demons know how the apocalypse is going to arrive.”
 Gawain looked at Tiel’s eyes and said, “Have you experienced a real Dark Wave?”
 “All of you should know that the sea demons are an intelligent species that is far more ancient than the land races. Before your civilization even learned how to start a fire, we had been in this world for many years.” Tiel continued using her tail to wrap onto a fork to pick up the bread and potatoes in front of her. She used a very natural tone and said, “It is obvious that we have seen things that you humans have never seen.”
 Gawain continued to ask, “If the Dark Wave is truly as you describe, how did your race survive from the real Dark Wave?”
 Rebecca stopped massacring the bread and lifted her head to look at Gawain with surprise. “Lord Ancestor, do you really believe her words?”
 
 Gawain shook his hand and said, “It is just a casual chat. It is fine to discuss a little.”
 “That’s right, it is just a casual chat.” Tiel smiled and said, “The Dark Wave is indeed very frightening, and most of the mortal beings are unable to withstand it. But we sea demons are rather special. We are… mm… It should be related to our innate elemental biology. The Dark Wave might have a great impact on magic and energy, but it doesn’t have the ‘ability’ to change elements. The sea demons’ biology is based on elements, and most of our magic is also driven by elements. As such, we continue to exist until today, and our civilizations are still intact. Of course, there is still an impact…”


 Tiel stopped here and didn’t seem like she wanted to continue this topic. She merely muttered softly, “Every time, it will have to restart again…”
 Heidi and Rebecca looked at each other with dismay. In their opinions, Tiel’s narration was overly outrageous, and when a rumor was exaggerated to an extent, it wouldn’t feel real anymore. However, Gawain still continued the topic with a serious manner, “Does it mean that the ‘Dark Wave’ that happened on this continent seven hundred years ago was just a ‘small wave’?”
 Tiel replied casually, “Probably. After all, I never witnessed it personally, and I am guessing according to your descriptions.”
 “Do your people know when the real Dark Wave will happen in the future? When is the next one?”
 “I am unable to answer this question.” Tiel shook her head. “We are certain that the Dark Wave will happen after a period of time, but this ‘period’ is very unstable. The deviation would be calculated in every thousand years. It also means that, even if today is the theoretical day for the Dark Wave to erupt, the actual eruption time might be within the next thousand years. It is very hard to say.”
 The atmosphere had already sunk down unconsciously. Gawain noticed that Heidi and Rebecca didn’t touch their food for quite some time and immediately knew that the sea demon’s unreserved words had given them pressure.
 As such, he smiled and shook his head. “Since it is hard to say, then we don’t need to worry. Don’t forget why we decided to establish ourselves at a place like the Dark Range.”
 “Just treat it as if I am telling a story.” Tiel had also noticed that she had ruined the atmosphere; of course, it might also be because she was too lazy to continue the topic. She shook her head and said, “With you humans’ average lifespan, there isn’t a need to worry about such disasters that might happen many generations later. Cheer up and look on the bright side.”
 “Let’s talk about something more relaxing.” Gawain took the opportunity to shift the topic. “Let’s talk about life in the deep sea. What do you normally do?”
 “We sleep.”
 Gawain: “…What about the normal sea demons apart from you…? Furthermore, you can’t be sleeping all the time without doing anything else, right?”


 “We do plenty of things normally. We repair our dwellings, raise jellyfish, conduct transformation competitions.” Tiel used the spikes on her tail to count and suddenly got happy and said, “However, the most interesting thing is still to dig for squid!”
 Gawain was dumbfounded in response. “What is digging for squid?”
   “Digging giant squid! It is a kind of…” Tiel frowned and was working hard to find a suitable term. “Natural resource that can regenerate?”
 Subsequently, she moved her tail around and said, “In short, it is something that looks very similar to a giant squid. It might be the remains of an ancient life form. It is very, very gigantic and covers an entire patch of the sea bed. Its tentacles could grow and regenerate. After it is dug out, it will regrow after a period of time. Furthermore, the giant squid’s tentacles would greet or dance with the sea demons. It is especially interesting! Every few days, we will go and dig the squid. Ah right… Previously, we fought with a group of deranged humans because they put down a foul altar on the sea bed where we dig the squid. That altar would constantly stir the sea bed and mess up our fields. We sent people to negotiate with them, but it was useless, resulting in the battle.”
 This time, even Amber and Rebecca were stunned. To be honest, for a regular human’s world outlook, it was truly impossible to understand what this sea demon was trying to describe!
 “A kind of giant living corpse? It is already dead but it will constantly regenerate?” Rebecca was distracted as she said, “Then… how many individuals can be fed by it?!”
 This young lady might be an unconventional viscountess, but her train of thought was correct. In fact, when Gawain heard of this description, he immediately wondered if it was edible. However, his mind thought a little more thoroughly than Rebecca and immediately realized that a constantly regenerating flesh probably wasn’t ‘safe-to-eat food’. Especially when that thing came from the strange and horrific deep sea. Who knew how much more peculiar and stranger things were down there?
 In fact, the sea demon race was already considered a “peculiar and strange thing” in Gawain’s eyes…
 Even Amber couldn’t help but feel interested in this daily activity as she asked, “What do your people dig the squid for? Do you really eat it?”
 “Mm, it is actually mainly used as a fuel for the magic reactor, but it can also be eaten…” Tiel had a rather embarrassed expression. “The large squid’s flesh has very concentrated energy and a great texture too. We sea demons don’t really have a great sense of taste, right? Therefore, if something is rich with energy and has great texture, it is a delicacy for us. But in normal situations, the giant squid has the priority to supply the reactor. We will normally just take a few quick bites…”
 Gawain continued to be dumbfounded: “It can be used to burn as fuel and can also be eaten? What kind of sick thing is that?!”


 Furthermore, these deep-sea creatures would actually eat the fuel of their homes… Wasn’t it the same as those little brats that tried to sneak a sip of gasoline?
 Just as Gawain expected, the deep sea… did have some strange things.
 Due to curiosity, Gawain followed up with more questions regarding the “giant squid”, while the giant squid’s various traits slowly pieced together in the minds of everyone.
 It was a massive ancient lifeform’s remains. A single tentacle had a length of a few kilometers, and it was just like a small mountain.
 It was dead on the sea bed for countless years, but there were no signs of decay, and it would constantly regenerate. But every time it regenerated a little, the sea demons would dig it up and burn (or eat) it.
 The giant squid’s tentacles would occasionally grow smaller tentacles that would greet or dance with the sea demons. However, the sea demons’ main evaluation of these tentacles were their chewiness.
 
 The giant squid was normally surrounded by deep-sea creatures that were rather aggressive, but they were also rather chewy.
 The giant squid would occasionally attract some creatures from some remote area and make them die in the vicinity of the tentacles while making it as though the creatures went there to suicide. As for the creatures that came from the other sea regions, they didn’t have as much chewiness.
 It was obvious that Tiel judged many of the things in the deep sea based on their “chewiness”… It was unknown if this was her personal habit, or were all the sea demons the same…?
 After listening to Tiel’s descriptions, Gawain’s mind had a sudden doubt:
 What exactly did this group of fish dig up from the sea?


 
 Didn’t they dig out an ancient god?!
 Gawain’s mind wasn’t overly imaginative, but after hearing all the descriptions from Tiel, he couldn’t help but associate it with the god’s flesh that was found in the ancient fortress. The god might be dead, but the flesh wouldn’t decay or disappear; furthermore, it would affect the minds of other lifeforms. This trait was simply too special and distinct, and it was hard not to recall about it.
 The deep-sea “giant squid” would constantly regenerate, but the god’s flesh that Gawain found wouldn’t regenerate. Perhaps it was some kind of suppression effect from the crystal cube that the Gondor Empire’s Master Mages had created.
 However, the giant squid could affect the minds of many lifeforms, but why wasn’t it able to affect the sea demons? The sea demons didn’t just treat the “giant squid” as a fuel, they had also treated it as food… What was this group of fish made of?
Chapter 210: The Way Out from the Dark Wave

The sea demons were a race that was enigmatic. It wasn’t merely because their habitats were in the deep sea far away from land — which developed a physical barrier between them and the living beings on land — it was also due to their totally different world outlook and way of thinking. The things that they described would probably have a gargantuan difference with the way that humans understood things. Take, for example, the monsters that were differentiated by humans according to their grade of magic and aggressiveness, but they were differentiated by the sea demons with their chewiness ranking. It was simply too ludicrous, and it was impossible to have a proper conversation.
 Therefore, Gawain didn’t dare to determine what was the “giant squid” that the sea demons dug in the deep sea. He could only make a bold assumption from the descriptions mentioned by Tiel and describe it as something related to the gods. As for the exact thing… he would only know after seeing it personally.
 It was a pity that there weren’t any opportunities to venture to the deep sea now.
 After dinner, Tiel stretched herself. This deep-sea creature who was constantly preparing to hibernate seemingly didn’t have any concept of a stroll after a meal. She was already yawning constantly when answering a bunch of questions from Gawain. The sea demon lady opened up her tail that was bunched up before waving to everyone and saying that she was going back to rest. She then arched and arched as she crawled out of the dining hall.
 As expected, the crawling posture was still so awkward…
 Betty stood up to pack up the tableware, while Rebecca carried a large stack of rune base plates and scrolls as she returned to her room to continue the calculations. Once Amber finished eating and drinking to her fill, she went into the shadows, and it was unknown what she went off to do. Soon enough, the dining hall was only left with Gawain and Heidi.
 Gawain could see that Heidi was thinking something and had asked first, “What are you thinking of?”
 “Ancestor, do you believe what the sea demon said?”
 Gawain asked in return, “What do you mean?”
 
 “In the legends, the deep-sea creatures were known for resorting to demagoguery and turning people hysterical. There were also rumors from sailors that once their ship leaves the coastal waters, they would be able to hear the songs of the sea demons in the windless night.” Heidi was speaking about the knowledge from the books. “The songs will lure the ships into whirlpools and places with submerged reefs. They would even be able to pull people into nightmares, leaving behind empty and dilapidated ghost ships that drift on the sea.”
 “It is obvious that you don’t believe those legends.” Gawain smiled and looked at Heidi. “Furthermore, those sailors’ superstitions are ridiculous. For seven hundred years, how many ships were able to return alive from the remote sea? How can there be so many sailors with ‘personal experiences’?”


 Heidi shook her head lightly and said, “The legends might be preposterous, but Tiel’s narrations are also deliberate exaggerations to scare people and to waver the hearts.”
 “You are referring to the ‘true Dark Wave’, right?” Gawain knew what Heidi meant and said, “To be honest, I would rather believe that it is true.”
 Heidi frowned and asked, “It is because of the recent discovery of those ores at the Dark Range?”
 “The Holme Ore was formed during the Dark Wave, and we are unable to determine what kind of matter would vanish during the Dark Wave,” Gawain said softly. “The transformations in the Dark Range have personally been seen by everyone. Back in the Gondor Wasteland… we have also seen countless things that had transformations to their characteristics because of the Dark Range’s influence. A large quantity of new magic-conducting materials might be the same as striking gold, but if such a phenomenon appeared in the whole world, it would be a disaster for the mortal civilizations. Can you imagine what would happen if all the generalized magic-conducting materials had a sudden transformation in characteristics or even vanished?”
 “Even the elves’ Sacred Stars Temple would fall.” Heidi laughed bitterly and shook her head before she said, “But the Dark Range still has iron ores and construction materials. The giantwood is still giantwood, while the quartz sand is still quartz sand…”
 “This should be considered as the world’s final trace of kindness for the mortals. The transformation during the Dark Wave might not be 100%, but it seems like those fundamental matters and those with low magic sensitivity are the least affected by the Dark Wave. Even if magic-conducting materials were affected, the transformation wouldn’t be 100% either. However, no one can be certain that it would still be the case during the eruption of a ‘true Dark Wave’. Even if the Dark Wave only affected 10% of the characteristics, it would be enough to destroy mortal civilization’s foundations — the magic circles that are still operating, the magic wells in the various parts of the world, mage towers, the magic-conducting materials in the magical devices. If they were affected by the Dark Wave during operations…”
 Gawain didn’t say the last statement, but Heidi and Gawain understood what kind of scene it would be — the mortal civilizations would instantly explode and spiral out of the sky…
 There was a reason why the Gondor Empire that was unrivaled in power was only able to withstand the Dark Wave for one month before being annihilated.
It was a future that was filled with despair. If the Dark Wave’s true might was as described by Tiel and imagined by Gawain, then the current mortal civilization wouldn’t be able to save itself. Even with Gawain’s two lifetimes of experiences and the millions of years as a satellite spirit, he would never be able to imagine how the current human civilization could contest with the Dark Wave. Who would have expected that the world could lose its foundations and that this world was actually so vulnerable to ‘transformation’?
 However… were there really no other methods?
 It was unknown why Gawain would suddenly think of the statement he had read in the laboratory in the ancient fortress.


 “Humankind shall last forever… Even if we defied the gods.”
 Could it be that the Gondor Empire’s Master Mages weren’t researching a method for eternal life, but attempting to study the god’s power to search for a method to deal with the Dark Wave? During the Meteoric Era over one thousand years ago, the Gonder Empire’s Master Mages already knew that the Dark Wave was coming?
 Therefore they were saying that “Humankind shall last forever” instead of “Humans shall live forever”. The latter meant eternal life, while the former might mean the survival of the entire race and civilization!
   However, during the Dark Wave 700 years ago (the “minor” Dark Wave mentioned by Tiel), the Gondor Empire was only able to withstand one month.
 Did their research during the Meteoric Era fail? Did they give up? Did they take the wrong path? Or… perhaps the situation wasn’t as Gawain had imagined, and the research project in the mountains was actually unrelated to the Dark Wave?
 Gawain’s mind revolved rapidly as he recalled about the “giant squid” that was being dug by the sea demons at the sea bed.
 According to the information revealed by Tiel, the giant squid was already dead at the sea bed before the sea-demon civilization even came. It also meant that the suspected remains of a god had already experienced multiple Dark Waves in the deep sea, but it was never affected…
 Sea demons weren’t affected by the Dark Wave either, or they were only affected to an extent. Although their civilization seemed to have taken a hit, they were still able to continue…
 “Ancestor?” Heidi noticed that Gawain didn’t talk for a long time and had to break the silence. “What are you thinking?”
 “I am wondering if humans have any ways to survive the Dark Wave?” Gawain spoke slowly. “There might not be clear evidence, but I believe a way to survive exists. It is either from the gods or from the elements.”
 “Priests and Elemental Mages?”


 “No, you are just talking about two kinds of spellcasting occupations. I believe the way out is in the characteristics of those powers or… the characteristics of this world itself.”
 As Heidi immersed herself in thoughts after this statement, Gawain couldn’t help but laugh and say, “It is still too early to think about these things now. With our current capability and the entire mortal world’s capability, we are still not qualified to consider such problems. Instead of considering this matter, it is better to return and rest before thinking about the best candidates for the organization.”
 Yes, it isn’t the moment to consider this now. At least, it isn’t the moment for Heidi.
 Gawain consoled Heidi and asked her to rest in her room. At the same time, his mind was still very concentrated as he called out to the observation satellite in space.
 A thermal image-like “magic-thermal topographical map” appeared in Gawain’s mind. Using his position as the center, everything within a few hundred kilometers had been formed into an image of a magic-distribution diagram and topographic map. Dense magic presence started to float and drift in the overlooking diagram. Immediately after, the latest satellite observation information appeared in his mind:
 “Planet energy level decreasing. Switching to low alert mode.”
 “Planet energy level is at a low level. Affirming that Planet has entered a peace period. Alert dismissed.”
 
 “All systems entering low power output self-observation mode.”
 At the very least, there were no signs of the next Dark Wave for now.
 ……
 At the same moment, in the Moss Woods located in between the borders of Duke Franklin’s territory and the western borders of the rest of Anzu Kingdom…


 Adjacent to the Anzu Kingdom was the Augari Tribal Country that was an alliance kingdom. Seven hundred years ago, the human pioneers entered the towering mountains and dense jungle from the west and decided to coexist peacefully with the native factions. With agreements and alliances, the western part of the continent had been established firmly. After 700 years of development, any of the races on this land had already formed a new faction. There were more than a dozen intelligent race leaders that were in this place, and the elves, gray elves, fairies, beastmen, and humans were the strongest races and ones with the most authority to speak. These races’ original habitats were in their various main cities, but with the governing structure of the “Five Kings Council”, they were governing this spacious country together.
 
 Different from the Typhon Empire that was on bad terms with the Anzu Kingdom, the Augari Tribal Country had been maintaining a good relationship with the Anzu Kingdom since 700 years ago. The Franklin Clan of the western Anzu Kingdom had contributions in the area that were significant. This clan that was proficient with plans and businesses was always pleased to deal with the races in the mountains and jungles. They had a long-term business with the gray elves, allowing the Franklin Clan to establish a large trade town, and a few specialized assembly points in the “Moss Woods”, that was the main residence of the gray elves, giving convenience to the traveling merchants. During the process, they might have used all sorts of methods to accumulate wealth and had even forced the merchants to exchange a third of their belongings into Franklin coins, putting down a “decree” for them to use Franklin coins in transactions in order for the merchants to travel in the territory. However, compared to the plundering traders on the roads and those hired bandits robbing the nobles, the Franklin Clan could be considered wise people.
 Today, the wise Duke Franklin encountered something frustrating.
 The trade town at the border of Moss Woods, “Golden Woods Town”.
 The blazing flames illuminated the night as large groups of soldiers sealed up the town’s surrounding junctions. The town’s largest trade house had been surrounded so tightly that nothing could enter or exit without anyone seeing.
Chapter 211: Heresy’s Undercurrent

The soldiers sealed off all the main passages and had surrounded the trade house that was opened by the gray elves. However, this wasn’t able to stop rumors and slanders. Among those rumors were tiny bits of truth that were rapidly brewing in the mouths of these ordinary people. Soon enough, there were countless rumors about dark and bloody sacrificial rituals conducted by evil heretics that started spreading out in the town. The skeletons that were carried out from the trade house deep in the night had already proven everyone’s conjectures.
 Under the protection of the soldiers, Duke of the West, Baldwin Franklin was escorted and arrived at the scene with a low-profile. He frowned as he felt extremely terrible as he looked at the trade house that was still constantly drifting out with the faint stench of blood, while he could also see those ignorant masses that were extending their heads and looking over.
 It wasn’t necessary for a duke to personally visit and pay attention to the happenings of a small town. However, when the incident happened, Baldwin Franklin happened to be in the midst of a winter hunt in the vicinity of Golden Woods Town.
 Recently, the evil heretics had been wreaking havoc at the borders of the kingdom, and the King had also sent information to the duke to be careful of the heretics. The western borders did have plenty of disturbing and horrific incidents that had happened. Duke Baldwin Franklin was worried about this; therefore, he chose to conduct a winter hunt in this secluded place to relax a little. However, it seemed like the evil cults were specially targeting him and had actually revealed themselves in front of him at this critical moment.
 “Your Excellency.” A trusted aide leaned over and whispered, “Do you wish to disperse these lowly commoners?”
 “They are simply ignorant and don’t know what horror is.” Baldwin was feeling unpleasant as he said, “I asked the soldiers to seal the passages in order to protect these foolish people’s lives. Since they are so foolish and cannot understand this point, just let them gather on another street, and don’t let them affect this place.”
 “Yes, Your Excellency. Your benevolence is truly touching.” The trusted aide lowered his head again and asked, “Are you going to enter personally… and take a look?”
 “I am here for this purpose.”
 Baldwin opened the doors of the trade house and was immediately welcomed with a rush of the concentrated stench of blood.
 
 There were dried up patches of dark red blood that could be seen everywhere in the trade house. It was on the floor, the walls, the roof, and every table and chair; every decoration and every window was splattered with blood. It was truly bone-chilling as it seemed just like a lunatic dipping his hand in blood before carefully smearing each surface.
 In between the solidified marks of blood, one would be able to see human-shaped impressions that were of a darker color, and it was extremely eerie.


 “What are these impressions?” Baldwin Franklin was able to sense subtle magic waves from impressions.
 “It is due to corruption, Your Excellency.” An individual in priest attire walked out from the group of people that were sorting out the scene. He bowed to the Duke of the West with the etiquette of a Holy Light follower and answered respectfully, “According to the marks at the scene, people who were influenced or the participants of the evil cult ritual first entered this hall and conducted a frenzied self-mutilation, smearing their blood in every corner of the hall. They then gathered in these locations and started to boil and corrupt their remaining blood with the influence of the evil magic. The blood and flesh that flowed down from their bodies then formed these corrupted impressions. Therefore, when we entered this place, we could only see skeletons.”
 The Duke of the West appeared to be angry as he said, “I do not wish to know so many details, I just wish to know who did it.”
 “This is the classic sacrificial ritual of the Oblivion Association,” the Holy Light Priest replied. “They advocate the mutilation of living limbs and the embrace of death. According to my judgment, the heretics that conducted this evil ritual are among the skeletons collected here. For such a scale of blood sacrifice, the heretics will choose to sacrifice themselves with the sacrificial goods to achieve their objective to the greatest extent.”
 The Duke of the West looked at the Priest’s eyes and asked, “Their objective? What is their objective?”
 “They are probably planning to create a plague and to spread the plague to the western borders of the kingdom and inside the Moss Woods.” The Priest pointed at the nearby wall, and on those walls that were tainted with blood, one would be able to see a faint golden Holy Light rune that was flickering. Traces of black aura were rapidly dispersing under the illumination of the Holy Light. “When I rushed here, the entire building was already overflowing with the presence of plague, and it is fortunate that the Lord guided me to discover the heretics’ schemes in advance. I was then able to immediately dispel the evil magic that was able to take form and also set up a cleansing boundary. Your Excellency, there is no need to worry about the plague now.”
 “These degenerated and warped freaks! Their souls should truly be taken by the devil, never to escape from hell for eternity!” Baldwin Franklin was rarely so enraged, but he strived to maintain his image. He nodded to the Holy Light Priest and said, “Father, you have rescued this small town and all the lives in the vicinity! You have to receive my thanks and compensation.”
 “Cleansing evil is the path given to us by the Lord.” The priest spoke in a tone that was grieved at the fate of mankind. “As compared to individual gains, I am more worried that those demented heretics would attack places that aren’t able to receive the Lord’s blessings.”
 “The Church of the Blood God is just in the vicinity of this trade house, but those priests didn’t feel the evil that happened right beside them.” The Duke of the West shook his head and said, “The first to arrive was actually the Holy Light Clerics that you led…”
 “You cannot blame the envoys of the Blood God,” the Holy Light Priest responded immediately. “It just so happens that their theurgy isn’t suitable for this occasion. The God of Holy Light’s power is specialized in eliminating evil, and it happens to be within our duty.”
   The Duke of the West revealed a pensive expression. “Eliminating evil… The evil cult heretics are getting more rampant in the kingdom. This is the time when we need the power to fight against evil the most…”


 The priest lowered his head deeply and said, “The servants of the God of Holy Light shall not shirk from our responsibilities.”
 …
 The heretics were causing trouble for the nobles in the entire Anzu Kingdom. However, the southern region that they had disturbed first was in a situation where the days were gradually becoming serene.
 It seemed like after the Oblivion Association and the Eternal Sleepers had suffered consecutive setbacks, the dark cults felt that this piece of land — which was adjacent to the Gondor Wasteland and also desolate and backward — was rather troublesome. There were plenty of places to target in the kingdom, and they had temporarily given up their plans to continue causing trouble in this region.
 Gawain couldn’t guess the plans of the heretics, but he was very willing to accept these rare moments of peace. He had plans to make use of this opportunity to continue upgrading the technology of the territory.
 The analysis of the basic rune arrangements that were done by Jenni and Rebecca were gradually being put to use.
 On the table in front of Gawain, there was a generalized vambrace that was already disassembled. This was the “I-Type Scorching-Ray Gun” that was equipped by the territory’s soldiers. As compared to the crude experimental design in the beginning, the mass-produced vambraces’ interiors were obviously more reasonably structured. Each of the components had a specification and was easy to replace. After opening the outer shell and a layer of protection, one would be able to see the modular rune trigger, magic capacitor, magic-conducting stopper, and the Scorching Ray base plate that was situated at the front of the vambrace. Apart from that, the magic-conducting stopper had two empty slots, and it was the design that Gawain instructed previously. It was used for future modifications and also the possibility of an upgrade.
 Jenni and Rebecca stood at the side of the table, while the latter took out a piece of rune base plate and handed it over. “This is for you.”
 Gawain received the hexagonal metallic plate and could see on the side a row of inscribed words: “Generalized I-Type Forcefield Shield module.”
 Gawain opened up the interior slot at the magic conductor and placed this new module inside. There was a slight clicking sound, while the several runes on the Forcefield Shield module lit up. The energy from the magic capacitor had successfully activated this new module.
 Jenni stood by the side and explained, “After activating the Forcefield Shield, the Scorching Ray’s shot count will reduce by half. But the Forcefield Shield isn’t a function that must be constantly active. We can add in a new rune trigger to control its activation and deactivation. As the defense coverage of the energy shield is limited. Soldiers are only able to activate the Forcefield Shield during close combat.”


 
 Rebecca quickly supplemented, “Originally, we planned to use the Grade 3 Eggshell Shield, but we realized that the consumption rate was too high. The vambrace would only be able to maintain it for a few minutes. We didn’t have a choice but to put in the Grade 2 Forcefield Shield instead.”
 Gawain looked up at the ignorant young lady and said, “What ‘Eggshell Shield’? That is the Mage Protective Shield! Don’t just simply give it a name because it looks like an eggshell alright?”
 Rebecca scratched her head. “Ehehe. As long as you know what I mean…”
 Gawain was at wits’ end as he looked at this young lady and asked, “How many of the functions can be achieved for the next-generation armor?”
 “Oh, oh. We have already successfully combined the Combat Field Pack and the armor, and they can be dismantled. This way, the magic circle on the armor can be supplied by the Combat Field Pack. When necessary, the field pack can be unloaded to reduce weight or to be switched out. The breastplate has also been fitted with a magic capacitor. Therefore, even if the armor is disconnected from the Combat Field Pack, it can still be maintained in combat for a period of time,” Rebecca explained with high spirits and brought out a blueprint that she had been designing for many nights and showed it to Gawain. “Look, we placed a Grade 1 Wind Shield in the breastplate first. It has the lowest level of consumption, and it might not provide any actual protection, but it can filter out poisonous aura or plague-type spells, allowing the soldiers to be safer in harsh environments. Afterward, using your instructions, we have also added Insulation and Weight Reduction runes inside the armor. These are either trivial spells or Grade 1 spells. With the Combat Field Pack as an energy source, it could remain operating without deactivating…”
 
 As Rebecca described with excitement, Gawain nodded with satisfaction. Although the basic functions had been achieved, the use of the new magic circles to achieve effects that were similar to magic equipment seemed to be the correct direction. However, Rebecca stopped talking all of a sudden and had a depressed expression. “Previously, you mentioned adding jets at the back of the armor, while soldiers would simply have to yell ‘charge!’ to rush forward while spraying fire. It is a function that I have no way to achieve. I thought about adding a Fireball magic circle at the back, but I realized that the surrounding comrades would be blasted off…”
 Gawain nearly choked on his water and said, “Pfff… Didn’t I tell you that it was a joke?!”
 “But it sounds super cool!” Rebecca’s eyes sparkled as she looked at Gawain. “Furthermore, we can also add a bunch of shiny streamers behind the armor, or when they jump up to three meters high, they can shoot out arcane missiles or something…”
 “Forget all of those things completely!!”
Chapter 212: Alchemy Factory

As more fundamental rune arrays were analyzed and were simplified into generalized rune base plates, the Cecil soldiers’ equipment naturally underwent an upgrade. In Gawain’s vision, a complete version of the Cecil soldier equipment should consist of a set of systems.
 Energy system: The Combat Field Pack that was fitted with a high-efficiency honeycomb magic web and magic capacitor. It could recharge a large number of magic crystals and also have a surplus of magic to sustain all sorts of modules for the soldiers.
 Defense system: The steel armor pressed by machines would be used as a carrier. Inside the armor, it would be engraved with various defense magic circles and support magic circles. It would be able to achieve an overall defense against foreign magic, poison, and physical attacks. The traditional magic-imbued armors were extremely expensive, but using magic circles to achieve the magic-imbued effects could greatly reduce the cost. At the same time, the Forcefield Shield from the vambrace was also considered a part of the defense system.
 Weapons system: It was mainly the heat-ray gun installed in the vambrace and also the blades in the soldiers’ hands. The former had already achieved mass production, while the latter didn’t have any ideas for improvement yet. In Gawain’s vision, even if the bladed weapons were reserved for the soldiers, the Cecil soldiers’ blades must also go through a modernized improvement too. Traditional steel weapons would obviously be powerless against the aberrations and Beyonders. Various types of magic-imbued effects were necessary.
 As for the exact details on improving the traditional blades, there was a need to have a good brainstorm.
 Apart from those systems, Gawain hoped to achieve instant communications on the battlefield.
 It was needless to talk about the importance of communication technology. Every soldier should be able to receive commands from their commanding officers on the battlefield, and every commanding officer should be able to understand the changes in the battle situation promptly. An army that had modernized communication technology would have combat strength that was unimaginable to traditional armies. As such, the inclusion of a communication system was of the utmost priority for the “Cecil Combat Suit”. However, it was regretful that there were no ideas on how to achieve it as of now.
 There were communication spells, and the Mithril Vault was able to create a communication device like the Mithril Ring, but in Gawain’s point of view, the specialized spell was like a kind of “black box technology”. Its magic principle had yet to be analyzed by anyone, and the rune structure in the magic circle also used an irregular array. Jenni’s rune logic wasn’t comprehensive enough and wasn’t able to simplify such magic with unknown principles. This meant that they couldn’t reduce the cost of the communication magic tools, and there was no way to use them on the soldiers…
 After adding the Forcefield Shield module into the combat vambrace, the appearance didn’t look any different. Gawain then assembled the outer shell of the vambrace again. After hearing the distinct clunk sound, he looked at Rebecca and said, “The vambrace can still integrate more modules. Also, add in more components that can be replaced. Right now, it has offense and defense capabilities. You can consider adding in a support capability, like a Grade 1 ‘secondary clarity spell’ or a trivial spell like ‘magic light’ to be used for illumination. These are low consumption spells but can have great use…”
 
 It was unknown when Rebecca and Jenni had taken out a notebook as they listened and wrote on it. Halfway through, Jenni couldn’t help but lift her head to ask, “But Your Excellency… If we add in so many functions, will this vambrace still be a ‘heat-ray gun’?”
 “That is why I mentioned it in the beginning. The vambrace is just a carrier, and the heat-ray gun is just a part of the vambrace and not its entirety.” Gawain smiled and gave a clear explanation of his initial concept to these two girls. Only now did they completely understand the meaning of the so-called modularity. “We should give this vambrace an individual name… I shall name it as ‘Magic Transmission Terminal’. According to the different modules fitted in the terminal, it can be a heat-ray gun, an energy shield, a communication tool, or medical equipment. It can even be a lightning transmitter or a Fireball launcher. Different soldiers can use different functions of it. In fact… we can even develop a civilian version.”


 Rebecca finally reacted. “It turns out that… this is the real idea you had since the beginning?”
 Gawain nodded and laughed helplessly. “If I were to tell this to everyone back then, most of the people probably wouldn’t have understood or even been able to imagine it.”
 Jenni looked at Gawain while feeling amazed. She suddenly developed a strange feeling. This person standing in front of her didn’t seem like an ancient hero that was from 700 years ago, nor was he the Cecil Clan’s feudal lord that lived in the current era. This duke’s wisdom didn’t belong to this society, and he didn’t have a presence that belonged to this world. He was using an observer’s perspective to monitor the development of this land and was conducting a project on that foundation. This project was so grand that it was beyond the cognition of the people in the present age. Even if he was to casually mention a single step of this plan, no one would have been able to understand what he wanted to achieve…
 However, the sensation only lasted for a fleeting moment because Gawain suddenly raised his hand to knock on Amber’s head as she was sneaking in from the side of the table. That amiable and approachable feudal lord who had a peculiar sense of humor had returned.
 “Why are you sneaking around?” Gawain glared at Amber who suddenly emerged from the side of the table. The latter was obviously planning to scare Gawain, but she never expected for her stealth effects to suddenly deactivate due to the stimulation from Gawain’s protective aura. After getting hit on the head, the half-elf young lady covered it and felt wronged. “I am here to report something. Did you have to hit me…?”
 “Stop playing around. Would someone enter with Shadow Walk to report something?”
 “Tsk.” Amber’s mouth twitched as she asked, “How long do you need to stay here? Pittman asked me to inform you that the Alchemy Factory’s first reaction vessel is ready. They are waiting for you to inspect it.”
 “Ah, I had forgotten about it!” Gawain slapped his head. He knew that the Alchemy Factory was going to complete the first reaction vessel today, but when Rebecca and Jenni delivered the first batch of rune base plate and designs for the magic-conducting armor, he had totally forgotten about it. Now that Amber reminded him, he immediately stood up and placed the vambrace down. “Jenni, Rebecca, I will go over to the Alchemy Factory first. As for the design work on the generalized base plates, you can arrange it when you return. The current progress is rather good. I am very satisfied.”
 Jenni obediently tidied up the blueprints, base plates, and vambrace on the table, but it was obvious that Rebecca wasn’t going to obediently return to the research center. She went over and grabbed Gawain’s arm and swung it forcefully. “I want to go too! I want to go too! I want to go to the Alchemy Factory too! I have yet to see what it looks like over there…”
   Gawain looked at the foolish girl and asked, “Why do you want to go there? It is just a completion of the reaction vessel. It isn’t a celebration ceremony for the completion of the factory. Furthermore, you don’t know anything about alchemy.”
 “I can go over and release two Fireballs to liven things up! Shouldn’t there be fireworks for something that is worth celebrating…?”


 Gawain immediately glared at her and said, “If you dare to release a Fireball at the Alchemy Factory, I will throw you out like a Fireball!”
 “I mean to throw it into the sky…”
 “Not even into the sky!”
 Rebecca stuck her tongue out and obediently raised one hand. “Then I swear on the name of the Cecil Clan’s ancestors, I will obediently—”
 Gawain wanted to nod at first, but he suddenly came back to his senses. “I am your ancestor!”
 Rebecca: “…”
 Amber sneaked beside Jenni and whispered to her, “Don’t you feel that when these two are conversing, their brains seem to have pits?”
 Jenni had already adapted to the atmosphere of the Cecil territory, but she wasn’t adapted to Amber’s mouth. She didn’t know how to continue this topic. “I… I don’t know what to say…”
 
 “Tsk. Boring.” Amber looked with contempt at the Runemaster who couldn’t even be a supporting character before she turned to look at Gawain. “Old dumpling, are you not going to leave yet? It is interesting to bicker with your granddaughter…”
 Amber’s words had successfully diverted Gawain and Rebecca’s attention, while the latter stopped protesting…
 In the end, after Rebecca’s constant pestering, Gawain still brought this overly curious and foolish girl with him. Along with Rebecca, the trio headed to the Alchemy Factory that was located at the borders of the town.


 Even with the “black technology”-class construction techniques, the Alchemy Factory was far from completion. Right now, there was only the No. 1 Workshop and its related warehouse. Inside the No. 1 Workshop, there was only one reaction-vessel set that was completely assembled. In Gawain’s conception, this place would need at least three workshops and twelve reaction vessels to fulfill the production of basic medicine alchemy — like catalyzers for plants to be used in agriculture, soil improvement serums, weed control serums, druidic medicine for human use, inferior magic medicine, and various types of medication for illnesses. There were over a dozen types of fundamental medicines. For traditional alchemists, these medicinal potions were all refined in small alchemy labs and were done with a small alchemy table and a few reaction control bottles. However, such an operation obviously wasn’t suited for the factory. The reaction vessels in the factory would be operated continuously; be it the addition of materials or of finished-product output, they would be constantly produced in batches. Apart from a few rare situations, each medicinal potion would have a specialized reaction vessel.
 As such, by referring to the properties of the fundamental medicinal fluids, Pittman had sorted them into 12 “production lines” and three different workshops. The different workshops isolated and formed different sections to ensure that the produced medicinal fluids wouldn’t be mixed together and cause accidents. In fact, if it was according to Gawain’s request, the medicine for ordinary people, medicine for Beyonders, and medicine for agriculture wouldn’t have been produced in the same factory. However, due to the restricted conditions of the territory, the costs to open three Alchemy Factories at the same time would be terrifyingly expensive. Furthermore, the Druid medicines had different characteristics compared to the “agricultural chemicals” that Gawain knew of. The fundamental medicinal fluids that were scheduled for production didn’t have too much of a contamination risk; therefore, Pittman was permitted to put the three workshops in the same factory.
 
 However, he had also made a special request to Pittman. In the future, if they had to produce a higher grade of medicinal fluid that had a better effect and fewer harmful side effects, they would do a completely isolated production process. There must not be any possibility of cross-contamination from the raw material to the half-finished product to the finished product.
 The tall and big reaction vessel stood in the middle of the spacious production workshop. Pittman and the apprentices that he had trained, along with the ordinary workers, were busy working on the brand new installation. This was an apparatus that was unprecedented, and it was unlike any alchemy setup in this world. It was also unlike any of the magic-conducting machinery that had been developed in the territory. Of course, it was also unlike any chemical industry equipment in Gawain’s otherworld memories.
 At the center was a two-meter tall vertical metal vessel, and there were several bending pipes that connected the metal vessel together with a few smaller reaction vessels, forming a star-shaped atomic structure. The pipes weren’t just for the distribution of materials and gases, they were also a part of the magic circle. At the connecting parts between the “piping magic circle” and the reaction vessels, there were glittering Druid theurgy runes and all sorts of magic runes reflecting off each other. On a portion of the reaction vessel’s surface, there were magic circles of various sizes that were glowing faintly. On the “foundation” of the entire equipment, there was a cement platform that was a few centimeters higher than the surface of the ground. On the surface of it was a crucial detail: the Inversion Circle.
 It was able to extract the magic from the underground magic web and transmute it into a “natural divine energy” that could be used by the Druid’s theurgy circles. Through this miraculous transmutation process, the humans had control of the power that once belonged to gods.
Chapter 213: What Can the Cecil Territory Sell

The workers and alchemy apprentices were doing the final inspection and test on the reaction vessels. They checked the sealing of every section of connecting pipes and tested the operation of every set of runes; this was to ensure that no fatal accidents would occur after this set of reaction vessels of a scale larger than any conventional alchemy platform went into official operation. And its most important part — the central reactor — was personally inspected by Pittman.
As the part in the entire system that had to bear the greatest pressure, this ugly metal vessel could be said to be the fruit of the current Cecil territory’s state-of-the-art technology. It was personally molded into form by Nicholas Egg; its interior carved with elemental runes for resistance against corrosion, high temperatures, and high pressures. At the same time, under Gawain’s guidance, Nicholas Egg even designed the world’s first pressure gauge that was based on mechanical structure —— it used a section of elastic metal pipe as the sensing element and relied on gears and connecting rods to drive the indicator to display the measurement. Although its accuracy wasn’t high, it was acceptable.
In Gawain’s opinion, the theory of the pressure gauge wasn’t complicated. It could completely be achieved given the current mechanical operation technology of the Cecil territory. The difficulty was with the standardization of the pressure scale. Fortunately, this world with intriguing physics at least had a reasonable “atmospheric pressure”. Gawain and the metal-ball alien spent a long time on it before they managed to get a standard value of the local atmosphere and worked out a series of barometric pressure and pressure standards using that as the benchmark. Then, they carved the relative barometric pressure scale on the dial of the pressure gauge. ——In the situation where all kinds of standards did not exist in this world, Gawain comfortably became the regulator of a series of parameters and planned to apply these parameters that he’d drafted in every field that they developed into henceforth.
And other than an advanced measuring unit, precise connection of pipes, as well as strong tanks, this set of equipment was also unique in that it no longer used an open flame to be the source of heat to heat up liquid medicine. Instead, the fire elemental rune carved at the bottom of the reaction vessels was used for direct heating —— the majority of Druid potions did not require temperatures as high as that for forging metals. The fire elemental rune could completely fulfill the role of heating up the vessels, and compared to the open flame units on the alchemy platform, the heat of these elemental runes was even stabler and easier to control.
 At last, the final checks were completed. Pittman left the inspection area of the reaction vessels, while an alchemy and herbology apprentice who looked to be only 20 years old went forward —— selected by Pittman, he was the person-in-charge of the alchemy factory. It could be seen that this young man was a little nervous, but he still activated the various parts of the reaction vessels according to the most proper procedures. As the materials prepared in advance were added into the feeding hole, the magical runes everywhere on this set of “large-scale alchemical equipment” began to gradually get charged. Gawain could sense the flow of magical power. Under the effect of the inversion circle, primitive magical power of nature activated those ancient theurgy runes. Everything automatically started operating just like that.
Unlike the start of the first Magic Powered Engine, the reaction vessel before their eyes wouldn’t create too much noise even in its full power condition. Despite having operating machinery such as agitators and pumps around it, the primary Magic Powered Engine was no longer so alarmingly loud after multiple optimizations. The mechanisms used in this set of reaction vessels were also “small machinery” with less noise. It could be said to be rather “quiet” when it was working.
As for the large container right in the middle, it was even quieter: there were no machinery parts in it.
Rebecca looked at the group of metallurgists and workers busying themselves amongst those containers; there were even looks of nervousness and excitement on each of their faces. She was slightly disappointed. “Ah… I’d thought the stir during the activation of the new machine would be greater…”
“If this thing was loud, it wouldn’t be far from an explosion too.” Gawain glanced at Iron-Headed Girl and then looked towards Pittman, nodding lightly. “Congratulations, your inversion circle and theurgy circle operated perfectly.”
 
 The wrinkles on Pittman’s face were like blooming flowers. This little old man, who sold ointments and did fortune-telling as his avocations when he was idle, now wore a sincere smile. “Yes, yes… the route was correct, the route was correct…”
 Amber looked at the heap of complex metal pipes and reaction vessels in surprise. She could not help but ask, “Such a huge set of things… How many potions would be produced every day? Speak, old man, what is this set of vessels used to manufacture?”


Pittman was clearly in a great mood right now; he even didn’t pursue the problem of Amber directly addressing him as “old man”. He stroked his beard with pride shown all over his face. “Number One reaction vessel is producing the Druids’ signature ‘rejuvenation potion’, which is a healing agent. Since farm work is suspended in winter, there’s no need for any agricultural potions for the time being. But there are many construction projects in winter, so there is a considerable number of injuries every day. These potions can be put to use just in time. As for the output… with the supply of raw materials from the Kant territory, in the situation where there is no lack of raw materials, the number of potions that this thing produces every day is enough for the territory’s consumption for a week. This is still a conservative estimate…”
 Amber’s eyes were wide. “Producing a week’s usage per day?! Then, won’t you be filling up all of the territory’s warehouses before long?! What’s the use of such a big output?”
 Gawain glanced at this half-elf with a smile. “To sell.”
 “Sell…” This evidently hadn’t crossed Amber’s mind earlier —— not that her thinking was limited, but because the Cecil territory had always been in a state of pioneering and construction. Basically, any resource was lacking here; there were always only purchases, and this was an unprecedented first that there was a surplus of output that would be sold outside. Her brain felt a little numb, even her questioning was instinctive. “Sell to who?”
“The first market that’s been decided at present is the Kant territory,” Gawain casually replied.
 Amber had just nodded when it promptly struck her. “Wait a minute! Aren’t the raw materials for these potions purchased from the Kant territory?”
“Yes.”
   “Then you *chomp*chomp* chop and mix them up, then throw them into the container to cook for a bit, and sell it back to the Kant territory according to the price of alchemy potions?”
 “…That is the procedure indeed.”
 “Damn! That could actually be done?!” Amber was stunned, and as a bandit with strange and crooked values, even she felt immense discomfort at this moment. “Didn’t you say that you were going to manage and build up the Kant territory like your own territory and even treat the Kant people like the people of Cecil territory… Say it, are you regretting leaving the inheritance that Viscount Kant left to you back then in the castle there? Even so, you don’t have to use such a mean trick. ——Leave it to me. I just have to go marketing twice at that side, and I’ll have everything transported back here for you…”
“This is much meaner than what I’m doing, alright?!” Gawain glared at Amber and then explained with a shake of his head. “I do not intend on defrauding my future people —— transporting the potions to the Kant territory is because that is the biggest medicinal materials distribution center in the southern borders. Other than medicinal herbs, there have always been alchemical potion businesses there. Mr. Patrick, who is in charge of running the Kant territory’s general affairs, was the consultant for Viscount Kant in the past and also the contact for the chamber of commerce. He has channels and is able to help us sell our surplus of potions. I plan on getting him to be the ‘agent’ for the Cecil alchemical potions and sell potions on split dividends with me. This way, the Cecil territory stands to earn significantly, and the Kant territory gets a share of profit too. It’s a win-win situation.”


“…It’s actually the kind of thing where everyone stands to benefit again.” Amber batted her eyes. “But… this is a huge gain. Would there be nobody… losing out?”
 “Yes.” Gawain smiled. “Of course, someone would lose out —— all the third-party potion merchants, Apothecaries, Druids, and Alchemists on the Kant territory’s trade route. They will certainly be impacted.”
 Amber’s eyes widened. “Then…”
 “I will put out recruitment information at an appropriate time. —— Then the problem of lack of alchemy talents at the territory can be resolved. With some training, those people would be a great help in the alchemy factory.”
 
This time, Amber was only left with a helpless stare and no more words to say —— she was more or less able to keep up with Gawain’s steps for the first few manipulations, but for this last one, she could only stare, at a loss of what to say. After a good while, she then realized one thing from the bottom of her heart:
When a cunning ancient esteemed spirit resurrected and intended to cause some trouble, those so-called conspiracies and plots that those haughty hoodlums usually bragged about would be absolutely unworthy of mentioning.
“With such a large amount of alchemy potions entering the markets, even if they’re the most-ordinary rejuvenation potion, it would be enough to cause a massive impact on the market.” Pittman stroked his beard with a subtle smile. “Even if it was merely this one set of reaction vessels, its output from producing round the clock would be enough to overtake the total output of all alchemists from the Cecil, Kant, and Leslie territories, and even the Carol territory further north. Lord, I think I finally understand what you meant when you said that ‘mass production would be the first step to destroying the old order’ back then. But have you thought about it? Once such a large number of potions with the Cecil label enters the market, we certainly will incur the curiosity and attention from all parties…”
“Yes, they will be curious and attentive, but that requires reaction time. Besides, for a mere alchemy potion, the attention it attracts would be rather limited. This bit of curiosity and attention is nothing to me. Perhaps there would instead be an advantage.” Gawain said with a smile. “Compared to alchemy potions, I’m afraid what I will launch next will incur a much greater shock…”
 Amber looked at Gawain curiously. “What else do you plan on selling?”
 
 Gawain patted Amber’s head. “I plan on selling some things to Tanzan Town, but the concrete details have yet to be fixed. You will know when the time comes.”
Amber blinked. But this time, even when Rebecca and she went forward together and pursued the subject, Gawain would not give any more details. Hence, the two girls could only shut their mouths with their bellies full of curiosity.


Gawain stood under Number One reaction vessel and lifted his head to gaze at this “chemical plant” that was a blend of all kinds of state-of-the-art technology in the current Cecil territory. He looked at those magical runes that quietly lit up and extinguished and listened to noises of various kinds of supporting machinery or magic circles that inserted liquid into the containers, provided sources of heat, or released theurgies. A smile slowly appeared on his face.
 If the route was correct, then everything would be much easier to handle.
Chapter 214: Extreme North and Extreme South

In the northern region of the Anzu Kingdom, frost and snow had already covered the ground.
This mountainous region was the Anzu Kingdom’s coldest place. The northerners with rugged folk customs took root amongst the lofty mountains and high ranges, guarding the northern gates of the kingdom, and, in seven hundred years, worked hard to maintain a delicate balance with those difficult neighbors even further north.
Whether it was the Violet Kingdom in the northwest direction or the Sacred Dragon Kingdom in the northeast direction, they were never countries that were easy to deal with.
But in this disconcerting winter, new shadows surfaced from the frost. In the eyes of Duchess Victoria Wilder, these new threats were even more worrying than those unpredictable northern neighbors ——because this threat had emerged within the kingdom.
“Ice Duchess” Victoria Wilder stood on the tall balcony of the Bitter Winter Castle, looking down at the city beneath. The snow that had begun falling before winter set in only stopped last night; the city was a sea of silvery-white everywhere. The north’s typical spire buildings could effectively reduce the accumulation of snow cover; those black spires pierced through the snowy white clothing in the winter sun, standing on the plain below the castle, like black pines on a vast snow land. At one glance, they towered in great numbers.
In most places within the kingdom, the arrival of the winter sun signified the halt of production; people hid in their houses, shivering as they waited for the days to pass. However, in this northern region that was the coldest, the situation differed instead. The people here had already adapted to the cold, and for the sake of survival, they had to get used to the lengthy frigid winter that took up half a year. Even on this day where the heavy snow had just stopped, countless moving crowds could be seen in the city —— they had to, as far as possible, clear up the accumulated snow before the next round of snowfall destroyed the city’s buildings, open up paths, and while at it, drag the bodies of the homeless who’d frozen to death in the drains outside the city. And that central square that was directly facing the castle had the most crowds gathered——
The accumulated snow on the square had been cleared away. The people that gathered there had done so to watch the burning of the heretic cult believers.
Those figures cloaked in black robes were tied onto the tall wooden posts one after another. Heavy black steel chains and rune shackles bound their bodies and magical power at the same time, but their appearances that were distorted and terrifying due to the practice of sorcery still sent chills down spines.
The watching crowd had already closed in on the square. Soldiers separated these people and the heretic cult believers, gleaming swords stopping these overly agitated residents from further approaching those dangerous blasphemers. And during this process, firewood was piled on, and melted animal fat had also been splashed on.
 
“Burn them to death!” There was someone amongst the watching residents who finally couldn’t hold back and hollered loudly.
This single roar garnered a hundred responses. “Burn them to death!” “They killed my child!” “Burn these heretics to death!”


 A high priest from the Church of Holy Light walked towards the fire execution platform. He took the holy emblem from a believer at the same time and turned around to face the enraged people.
“The God of Holy Light exposed the conspiracies of these heretic cult believers. Before more people were harmed, The Lord guided us to destroy the lair of these heretic outlaws!”
The high priest raised the holy emblem up high. He turned around and used the emblem to spark a powerful radiance, igniting the flammable oil and firewood, while shouting loudly, “Praise the Holy Light! Praise our Lord!!”
Under the effect of the Holy Light and oil, the execution platform was instantly enveloped in golden-white raging flames. The heretic cult believers tied to the posts twisted around like wax in the flames, letting out all sorts of indescribable howls. A sound resembling the calls of the mountains and snarls of the seas rang out in the square. “Praise the Holy Light!” “Praise the God of Holy Light!”
Blazing flames charged towards the sky, and the howls of those heretic cult believers amidst the fire did not cease for a long time: even until the flames had engulfed their bodies, their growls continued to come from it. The surrounding people finally realized that something wasn’t right. They watched that abnormal fire with fear and listened to the abnormal roars, and those cries finally became a language that humans could understand. The remaining spiritual power of a dozen heretic cult believers pulsed in the air, letting out a terrifying shriek. “Laugh to your heart’s content! Cry to your heart’s content! Everyone will die! All of you will die like livestock, will die like insects! ! When they return, they will eat your flesh clean and drain your blood! !”
The flames abruptly became a black color at this moment; the flames of a dozen fires merged together in the air. A ball of indescribable dark purple rose from the flames, expanding as if it wanted to devour every person present. Even the priest who was just loudly praising the Holy Light in front of the execution stage earlier had been stunned. But just as this terrifying anomaly was about to befall them, a piercing ray of white light shot onto the square from the balcony of the Bitter Winter Castle.
Under the impact of the “Bitter Winter Whip”, that ball of ineffable dark purple was frozen instantly. Then, it shattered with a bang due to the lack of support of a subsequent energy. Large pieces of ice-crystal dust fell from the sky, as if another blizzard had fallen and recovered a good half of the public square again. Both the agitated crowd and the Holy Light priest who had been hailing loudly a moment earlier went completely quiet. And in the silent air of the public square, the cold voice of Duchess Victoria Wilder sounded, “Clean things up ——then praise Anzu and our founding king.”
The powerful magic gradually dissipated in the balcony. Victoria waved her hand, getting the magic book that floated midair to return to her side, then turned, and left the balcony.
 The balcony doors mounted with man-made crystals automatically closed behind her, blocking out the sounds coming from the public square. This duchess returned to the warm lounge hall, a rare hint of exhaustion showing on her face.
A black-haired maidservant walked forward. She dismissed the other servants with a wave of her hand, then placed her hands near Victoria’s temples, and massaged lightly. “You rarely show such an expression —— the last time was after you saw Duke Gawain Cecil return.”
 “It’s still related to him this time. If it wasn’t for the warning that the pioneering hero sent from the extreme southern borders, we might have only realized the extent of the corrosion after those heretic cult believers caused even greater damage.” Victoria sighed. “This is already the fourth heretic hide-out that was destroyed ever since winter set in —— the previous three were the Oblivion Association. This time it’s the Eternal Sleepers. Even if the Sons of the Storm counter-attacked from the sea and made a comeback, I wouldn’t be surprised.”


 “It is said that there are, instead, very few heretic forces in the southern borders. They only made an appearance for a total of two times but were discovered and snuffed out by that Duke both times…”
 Victoria waved her hand lightly, and the black-haired maidservant, Maggie, immediately stopped what her hands were doing.
 “We’ve been comfortable for too long. The entire kingdom has been comfortable for too long.” Victoria stood up from the sofa and quietly gazed at the portraits of the pioneer heroes hung on the wall across. Gawain Cecil’s portrait had been taken down, but she still watched that blank space beside the founding king, Charlie. “From the king to the local aristocrats, everyone severely lacks vigilance, but the Duke Cecil from seven hundred years had lived through the kingdom’s most precarious era. He is more vigilant than all of us. —— What’s laughable is that the bunch of incompetents in the capital had, at the start, treated all warnings about the heretic cult believers that the pioneer Duke sent as oversensitivity — as the fuss of an ancient person in modern society… Hmph, now they’re flustered.”
The black-haired maidservant stood quietly behind Victoria and did not express any opinion; the Duchess was clearly used to this. She paused for a moment and asked, “Is there progress with what I told you to investigate?”
 The black-haired maidservant bowed her head. “Yes, the priests of the Church of Holy Light have been active more often than usual recently. And new missionary teams have appeared everywhere, but all their movements are very reasonable —— they are resisting heretic cult believers, searching for and eliminating the hideouts of heretics. The missionaries are also publicizing in all places how to identify heretic cult believers and ways to protect oneself from sorcery. The power of the Holy Light indeed has a natural advantage in this aspect. Other than these, there is nothing more that they are doing, no conflicts with other sects or vying for religious resources. The more, there isn’t friction created with the feudal lords of the various territories.”
  Victoria frowned. “Is that so…?”
 The black-haired maidservant asked curiously. “Duchess, are you suspecting that there is something wrong with those priests of the Holy Light?”
“No… I’m just a little bothered by their recent movements. They became active all of a sudden.” Victoria shook her head. “But it’s probably my misconception. After all, the heretic cult believers are suddenly causing a disturbance everywhere, and only the Sect of the God of War and the Church of Holy Light can directly destroy those heretics. Between the two, using the theurgy of the Holy Light to counter sorcery has the best effect,” Victoria said indifferently. “We have no reason to interfere in their activities within legal scope. —— Continue to pay more attention. If they really have any inordinate ambitions, they are bound to let the cat out of the bag.”
“Yes.”
 ……
 After winter set in, the circulation of information also became difficult and slow, following the reduction of traveling merchants.


In this era where cutting-edge technology was rare and the general society still maintained a primitive and backward lifestyle, the passing of information was an awkward and inefficient matter. Although there were magic spells and devices, such as the communication spell and the Mithril Ring, as the people who held these communication technologies were very few and did not have an effective avenue for sharing information, these technologies could not allow people to timely and comprehensively understand what was happening in a distant place. To the majority of residents and even aristocrats, the main way of passing on information was still through the traveling merchants, as well as commissioners who delivered letters.
And to the new Cecil territory that was remote and not attractive to traveling merchants, the situation of slow delivery of information was an even more apparent problem.
Within the territory, Gawain built a simple messenger team. In addition, the main population gathering areas were only the city, the logging village in the west, the mine village in the east (it was soon developing into a small town). Hence, the internal delivery of information still wasn’t a problem, but if they wanted to connect with the outside world, there was no way of building their own channel, given the territory’s current manpower and resources. They could only rely on the extremely limited traveling merchants, who come over from Tanzan Town to purchase grains, cloth, or slaves, and the expatriates specially sent to the Kant territory and Leslie territory to gather information.
Therefore, by the time Gawain had learned that traces of the heretic cult believers’ movements were found in various areas within the kingdom, it’d been a month after he sent a warning to the capital.
 This was still the outcome with the help of Andrew Leslie’s information channel —— if not for the speedy gryphon messengers, it would have taken more than a month for a peddler to walk to and from the capital and the southern borders to deliver news.
Looking at the intelligence before him, Gawain’s brows knitted tightly.
 But Amber was unaware of what was written in this letter that had come from Tanzan Town in the early morning. She idly carved a block of wood with a dagger at the side. Lifting her head and seeing Gawain’s expression, she casually asked, “What’s wrong? The price of rice went up?”
“No, it’s the heretic cult believers.”
 Amber instantly leaped up from her chair. “We’re fighting heretic cult believers again?! Ah, is it too late to say that my stomach hurts now?”
“Not our place here.” Gawain glanced at Amber. “It’s that, outside of the southern borders, heretic cult believers have appeared all over in the kingdom.”
Amber was assured upon hearing this. She sat back with her head bowed and continued carving her wood. “Oh, so long as it doesn’t get in our way.”


 
Gawain looked resignedly at this disgrace of the elves but was unable to be as relaxed as she was in his heart.
 The situation was really just as he’d expected in the first place —— the heretic cult believers had infiltrated into all aspects of the kingdom. Not only did the border feudal lords find traces of their activities in their territories, there were also signs of them causing trouble near the capital or in the Plains of the Holy Spirits.
Large numbers of heretic hideouts had been found and uprooted, but for most of them, clues were lost promptly after some traces had been found.
Either that, or it was already too late when they were found. The heretic cult believers had long completed their heretic sacrifice; what the local aristocrats found were merely the bloody scenes after the ceremony.
 Other than these disconcerting intelligence, another matter similarly had Gawain feeling urgent and… constrained.
 
 All the intelligence was severely late. The news from the capital was from a month ago, and there was still no way of getting started with the situation in the northern region even now.
He needed to build an information channel of his own, to be grasped in his own hand, and it had to be more efficient and rational than the various information channels of this era.
 There was no spell mold that could analyze the communication spell for now; the attempt at electromagnetic communications had also failed. Technologically, it was impossible to achieve the “modern communication network” that Gawain envisaged anytime soon. But even without avenues of cheap and immediate communications, he could first come up with a framework for it.
 Those potions in the alchemy factory allowed him to come up with a way.
Chapter 215: Industrial Products

Under the support of ample manpower and resources, the alchemy factory located at the edge of the city was finally completed. At the ribbon-cutting ceremony, Gawain even agreed to allow Rebecca to throw several large fireballs towards the sky from a safe distance to liven things up. The magic flames that exploded high in the air were both for the purpose of celebrating and also conveying information to the residents. Soon, the people on this land would know that their survival had been further guaranteed —— there was no lack of food, no lack of clothing, no lack of firewood for warmth, and now, they would have no lack of medicine too.
The majority could not comprehend the theory behind the innovation of the “Alchemy Factory”, nor would they understand what those metal pipes and containers transported into the factory had to do with alchemy. However, the notices at the town’s central public square could tell them flatly that with this new facility, there would no longer be a shortage for all the healing medication or Druid potions required for agriculture. The newly opened alchemy store on Trade Street would be selling all kinds of medication, and the prices would be so low that even the poorest person would be able to afford them. This was undoubtedly exceptionally exhilarating news for everyone.
And in the workshop of the alchemy factory, Gawain was inspecting the first batch of rejuvenation potions produced.
These potions were packaged in man-made crystal bottles about the size of a finger, neatly placed in rows in a wooden box with many cells, and softwood fillings were put in around the bottles so as to prevent collision and damage during transportation. And following Gawain’s requests, apart from being neatly packaged, these alchemy potions also had the relevant “labels” stuck on them —— every crystal bottle was labeled with a small note. The potion’s name, effect, production date, and expiry date were written on it, and it was stamped with the Cecil territory’s emblem.
Such uniformly made labels were truly novel to many people, especially the “period of validity” stated on it. This was because traditional alchemy potions rarely took into account the problems of “expiration” —— alchemy potions were handmade and concocted by Beyonders, so the output was extremely limited and forever in the state of supply falling short of demand. Their users were usually big and small aristocrat clans or Beyonders who needed to go onto the battlefield. The former naturally had attendants or magic consultants responsible for managing the potions in their vault (the aristocrats, therefore, did not need to worry about the problem of expiration), while the potions in the latter’s hands often did not last till the expiry date arrived. Hence, those traditional alchemists would, at the most, label their name on the bottle after producing the potions, and the period of validity… would be left to the “consumers” to be concerned with.
However, the products manufactured from a factory certainly couldn’t have the same standard of care… or lack of it. Gawain had to instill standardized thoughts for the people in the territory from the very beginning.
 Right now, everything was in the foundational stage; the contents on this label were naturally very simple. But despite so, the neat and uniform labeling of the mass-produced potions and the pleasant packaging method still left a deep impression on the people present. Rebecca looked at the potions placed orderly on the table with wide eyes. She couldn’t help but scratch her hair. “How odd… Looking at these bottles being arranged neatly together makes me feel some kind of pleasure…”
“That is your obsessive compulsive disorder being satisfied,” Amber, who stood at the side, explained, looking like she was really knowledgeable. Then she quickly pointed to Gawain. “I didn’t say you’re ill. Those words were said by your ancestor.”
“This is my first time seeing precious alchemy potions being placed together in large numbers… using such a method,” Heidi also sighed rather emotionally. “It suddenly feels as if they’re worthless now.”
 
 “In actuality, compared to ordinary alchemy potions, they are indeed ‘worthless’ now, Madam,” Pittman stood beside the table and said with a proud look. “Originally, the greatest cost for alchemy potions was the spellcaster, but now, the reaction vessels and its set of magical equipment have replaced the spellcaster. Moreover, the amount of potion that this big fellow can produce when operating just once is something that several flasks and test tubes on a small alchemy platform cannot compare to. In fact, the part that is worth the most in these potions before you isn’t the liquid inside at all but something that I don’t think you can ever guess.”
 “The part that is worth the most?” Rebecca batted her eyes. “If the potion itself is ‘worthless’, then what is considered costly?”


 “The bottle.” Pittman spread his hands. “The cost price of these crystal bottles are even higher than the liquid in it. If a bottle of potion is sold for 30 copper coins, at least 15 copper coins are for buying the bottle.”
 Amber was taken aback. “The bottles are so expensive?!”
 “The bottles did not become expensive. Only the production cost of the potions became too low.” Rebecca had already come to a realization. She looked towards Gawain thoughtfully. “Lord Ancestor, I remember you mentioning previously that a type of man-made crystal called ‘glass’ would be cheaper than all present man-made crystals…”
Gawain coughed awkwardly. “Cough, cough. Glass… Don’t think about it for the time being. I have not found a substitute raw material for its production.”
It was said that the three treasures of transmigrators were papermaking, glass, and black powder (gunpowder). But Gawain didn’t produce any of these three at all —— papermaking technology already existed in this world. Although there was a definite room for improvement, it was already a mature technique; there was no way for him to “invent” it again. Whereas, black powder was a project that failed during the early stages of the territory’s construction. As for glass…
The unique technology of “man-made crystals” existed in this world. According to Gawain’s assessment, the most ordinary “white crystal” amongst the man-made crystals was actually the “glass” that could be made in this world. The main materials of such man-made crystals were quartz sand and colorless crystal rock, and these two… were both magical materials.
 Quartz sand was still alright; it was considered one of the cheapest magical materials. But colorless crystal rock… Although it couldn’t be said to be expensive, it was definitely more valuable than sand. Before a substitute could be found, crystal rock would be the highest cost in producing man-made crystals.
  “Actually, it’s not that bad. The smaller the size of the man-made crystal containers, the easier they are to manufacture. Moreover, the alchemy potion bottles used are the cheapest crystal bottles. It is already very cheap,” Pittman explained. “We already have an inconceivable advantage on the cost of alchemy potions. The bottles being slightly more expensive… doesn’t affect that much.”
Heidi nodded. “That makes sense too. But I’m a little worried. These alchemy potions made using these metal containers and magic circles… Can their effect really be as good as potions personally concocted by Druids, Alchemists, or Mages?”
 “You don’t have to worry about this at all.” Pittman immediately smiled proudly upon hearing her. “In fact, in my opinion, the potions produced in the alchemy factory would, instead, be even more reliable than those made on traditional alchemy platforms —— these reaction vessels and magic circles have all been adjusted with great accuracy. So long as there is no problem with the initial equipment and raw materials and the reaction vessels do not malfunction, whether they are producing one bottle or ten thousand bottles of potions, it can be guaranteed that there wouldn’t be the slightest difference between each bottle of potion. However, there is the distinction of varying skill standards for traditional alchemists. Even the most brilliant alchemist would screw up sometimes. This is actually how many of the so-called poisonous side effects of alchemy potions came about. —— I would not rule out the possibility that outstanding alchemists could concoct potions that had better effects than the factory-made ones with optimal conditions. But can you imagine, while they’ve produced one bottle of good potion, how many defective ones had flown out of their workshop? And in the meanwhile, how many up-to-standard potions would our factory have produced?”
 Pittman’s face was glowing after his speech; even his beard had been blown till it curled up. Amber instantly couldn’t hold back her murmurs when she saw this. “That smug manner… The old pervert is sounding increasingly like Old Dumpling in his speech these days…”


 Instantly, everyone at the scene who wasn’t deaf looked towards her. Several voices questioned unanimously. “What are you saying?”
 Amber’s pointy ears jolted and went tense as she leaped two to three meters out. “Are you people elves, or am I the elf? Why are all your ears so sharp?!”
“I’ll focus on watching this mouth of yours. Whenever you open your mouth, I will give you forced labor immediately.” Gawain Cecil glared at this half-elf who was full of nonsense and then looked at Heidi. “We will prioritize supplying these potions within the territory. In addition, on the military side, distribute the potions to every soldier, and ensure that every soldier, in any situation, has reserves of three rejuvenation potions and three healing mixtures. Do the calculations. After fulfilling these demands, keep another fifty percent of the medicines in storage and package the rest. They would be the Cecil territory’s first signature product.”
Heidi sighed from the bottom of her heart. “Solely based on this, I think the Cecil territory’s Combat Corps is already the most extravagant military in this world.”
 Gawain smiled. “They already were ever since we distributed enchanted equipment to every one of them.”
 
 Just then, the door of the workshop was suddenly opened. An apprentice strode in quickly. He stood before Gawain and company, bowed, and reported, “Lords, the carriage from the Kant territory has already crossed the bridge.”
 “It seems like Mr. Patrick has arrived.” Gawain turned around and tapped the packing case of the alchemy potions. “Package this batch of samples up first, and send it to the feudal lord residence. I want to personally have a nice chat with this mister who Sir Philip spoke so highly of.”
……
 And during the moment the Cecil territory’s alchemy-potions trade route was kickstarted on this historic day, within the Typhon Empire’s borders, in an obscure concealed temple, a special assembly was being held.
The hidden temple was shrouded in an imposing atmosphere. A circle of chairs had been set up in the center of the circular hall. Those chairs were carved with patterns representing dreams and shut eyes. Part of the chairs squirmed slightly in the darkness like living creatures, while large numbers of nerve cords extended from the ground and holes in the walls, connecting with the living part of those chairs.
 
A dozen people dressed in either white or black robes stood around the chairs. They wore strange smooth masks on their faces that made it impossible for any person’s identity to be perceived from their appearances; neither could any changes in expression be seen.


 One of the figures in a white robe stepped forward. After examining her surroundings, a low voice of indiscernible gender came from under the mask. “Very good, everyone is here. Then, 22, you shall preside over the ritual this time.”
The people in white and black robes each took their places before their chairs, and one of the people in black robes lifted his hand. “Then, we’ll begin the 17th ‘deep diving test’, attempting to crack the memory fragments that dissipated from Gawain Cecil. Nightmare Bishops, send a signal to your ‘subordinate node cluster’. One minute later, the connection will begin.
“Everyone, safety first.”
Chapter 216: Business Plans

The plump Patrick Pom sat rather awkwardly and restlessly in the parlor of the Cecil feudal lord’s “castle”. He adjusted his tie for the third time.
He wasn’t someone who was green and inexperienced, but it would be difficult — even for people who’d had the most experiences in this world — to get the opportunity for a private talk with a pioneering hero. He knew that the situation this time was completely different from that talk in the Kant territory previously. The last time, he’d accepted Duke Cecil’s appointment as a representative of the Kant territory, and this time, Duke Cecil had gotten him to come over from the Kant territory for a private, face-to-face conversation.
The pressure resulting from these two kinds of talks was entirely different.
And at the same time, Patrick was also curiously surveying this place that was incomparably novel in his eyes.
 This residence was Duke Cecil’s “castle”, but its style and profile were completely different from the aristocratic forts in the masses’ impression. Instead of calling it a castle, it was closer to the construction style of “vacation manors” that had recently sprung up amongst some aristocrats in the central region. It probably wasn’t as sturdy as a castle, but the environment inside was surprisingly comfortable: broad casement windows, a bright parlor, and warm corridors and rooms. Moreover, the humid and rotten smell often present in castles couldn’t be detected in the air at all. This was something truly astonishing.
 The majority of the walls here had been painted a spotless white with bright magic crystal lamps illuminating every corner of this building like they were free —— in fact, it wasn’t solely inside this castle; ever since entering the Cecil territory, the number of magic crystal lamps that Patrick had seen had even exceeded the total number of magic crystal lamps he had ever seen in the earlier half of his life.
 The heavens would know how this pioneer territory that was just constructed managed to achieve this —— in just a few months, orderly rows of brick houses had been erected; broad and straight streets were built; piers, sawmills, and logging sheds were all available. And amongst all of these, the most striking thing was the magic crystal lamps that were lit up once it was almost dusk. They’d actually been installed in rows by the two sides of the roads and in front of the doors of the residential houses — not used to illuminate the feudal lord’s residence, but illuminated places where the common people resided.
 Originally, Patrick had felt that the Kant territory allowing half of its residents to light up oil lamps at nightfall was already a remarkable, magnificent feat, but after seeing the Cecil territory that was brightly lit in the night, he actually felt the town he was familiar with instantly become gloomy and dim in comparison.
How wealthy was the Cecil territory? Had they employed tens to hundreds of official Mages to specially charge the lamps in front of the common people’s doors?
 
 Besides, what was with this unbelievable construction speed of theirs? What was with the construction projects that still did not stop in winter? And what was up with those residents who moved freely in the territory, chatted loudly, and did not tremble in fear when they saw soldiers on patrol? What were those huge buildings called factories that emitted loud noises?
It was as if countless mysteries cloaked this territory, but Patrick did not dare to pursue further. He knew the owner of this land, knew the background of that Duke Gawain Cecil —— a legend who went through the Gondor period and the Second Settlement. It was said that he’d also established an agreement with the four elemental lords; he had close relationships with the royals of the elves and the dwarfs. Such a person was almost “non-human” in Patrick’s eyes. Even if he’d borrowed the powers of the elemental lords to build this territory, Patrick found it absolutely unproblematic ——but if he were to have a loose tongue in this aspect as a nobody, the problem would be big.


 When Patrick adjusted his tie for the fourth time. That little maidservant who appeared to be muddle-headed walked forward again and filled up the teacup on the round table for the umpteenth time. “Sir, please have tea.”
 “Oh, oh. Thank you.” Patrick let out a burp with the sound of water. But he’d learned this time. He only picked up the teacup and took a small sip. —— He already realized that this young lady before him wasn’t intentionally making things difficult for him, nor had she been instructed by the Duke to sound him out. On the contrary, she probably really hadn’t learned from high-ranked maidservants or maidservant supervisors on how to receive guests. She only recklessly filled up the guest’s teacup again and again and then watched the guest drink the tea. However, if the guest was too honest or thought too much —— for example, himself half an hour ago —— there was an extremely high chance of being chugged to death by her through tea.
 “May I ask…? Does the Duke know that I’m here?” After putting the teacup down, Patrick gingerly looked at Betty and asked.
She was only a mere maidservant. In terms of status, she could never compare to himself, who was a feudal lord advisor (ex). But only a fool would use such a simple way of comparison —— it was true that this young lady was a maidservant, but she was the Duke’s maidservant!
 Then this “Duke’s maidservant” fell into a daze for a few seconds with her finger propping up a chin. After thinking hard for a while, Betty shook her head. “I don’t know!”
 Patrick sighed and gave up trying to inquire anything from Betty.
 And just then, the doors of the parlor were finally pushed open. A tall and big figure stood there and made Patrick, who’d just finished sighing, leap to his feet on reflex.
“Sorry to have kept you waiting,” Gawain walked into the room while speaking with a smile. “I was inspecting the alchemy factory, and sorting out the samples took up some time. ——Betty, have you served the guest tea?”
 Betty lifted the big teapot in her hands. “I have!”
 Patrick instinctively burped upon hearing the sound of water in that big teapot…
Gawain was dumbfounded. Why was there an echo with this plump mister’s burp?


But he did not delve into this matter. Instead, he was very gratified by the growth of his little maidservant. After giving the young lady a smile of approval, he looked towards Mr. Patrick who was a little nervous and burped with an echo. “Sir Philip was full of praises for you. When he came back the previous time to report on the situation, he mentioned that you had the finances of the Kant territory well-organized. Not only were the supply of resources for winter guaranteed, you even steadied the merchants who traded with the Kant territory in the situation where the feudal lord had passed away and got them to still do business with the Kant territory in the coming year?”
  “I only did my duty.” Patrick nodded reservedly. “I was always in charge of communicating with the chamber of commerce in the territory and giving advice to the feudal lord in this aspect. I’m ashamed to say, although I am skilled in knowledge regarding heraldry, grammar, and etiquette, I invested more effort in money. This… is probably quite disgraceful.”
 “It is truly disgraceful only when you’re skilled in dealing with money but don’t dare to admit it.” Gawain smiled. “I got you here today to talk about money matters. I think you already know about this?”
“Ah, yes. I saw your letter. Your territory has entered the stage of having surplus production. Therefore, you wanted to reach trade routes through us?” Patrick nodded. “It is alchemy potions, am I right?”
 “That’s right, alchemy potions. But I’ve got to state in advance, the alchemy potions produced and sold by the Cecil territory are probably quite different from what you imagine them to be. I have a brand new trade model, and I need you to help me organize and realize it.”
“‘Brand new trade model’?” Patrick frowned, he didn’t know what Gawain meant. “Are you referring to your commission as a feudal lord?”
“It’s too troublesome to talk about it. It would be better if you read the materials directly,” Gawain said while gesturing for Heidi who followed beside him to hand a fairly thick booklet to Patrick. “This will tell you what the ‘new trade model’ is.”
Patrick took the booklet. However, although he was rather in awe of Gawain, he was quite conceited when it was regarding the field that he was skilled in. He reflected that having dealt with merchants for half his lifetime, he was extremely familiar with the skillset of laying trade routes, transactions, marketing, and storage. Even the most novel trade model wouldn’t be too complicated in his eyes; specially using a booklet to explain it was really making a mountain out of a molehill —— yet he didn’t dare to proclaim it and could only bow respectfully.
“Alright, I will read it now, Lord Duke. You can fully rest assured. I am still quite confident in the business aspects,” he said while catching sight of some keywords on the booklet: chain operations, regional agent, distribution network, split model, and market expansion…
Gawain did not utter a sound; he only quietly watched as Patrick swiftly finished reading that booklet that wasn’t very thick.
Patrick used a few minutes to hastily skim through the first time and then used three times longer to read it the second time.


As he prepared to read the third time, Gawain interrupted him. “Mr. Patrick, what thoughts do you have?”
 Patrick rubbed his eyes and looked blankly at Gawain, as if he’d forgotten for a moment that he was in the parlor of the Duke’s residence. His whole mind was filled with those inconceivable terms and specific operational plans. When he realized that it was Duke Gawain calling out to him, he suddenly broke out in a cold sweat. “Yes… yes, Duke! I’ve finished reading, I’ve finished reading!”
“I know you’ve finished reading. I want to know your thoughts.”
 “Um… This…” Patrick bowed his head and glanced at the booklet in his hands but suddenly found that he had lost all usable vocabulary. “These ideas are indeed things that I’ve never thought of. They appear to be strange and eccentric… yet also seem feasible? But…”
 
Mr. Plump repeated his “but” for a long while before he finally inhaled a deep breath. “Alright, I admit it has no problem logically. If it is achieved, then it would swiftly grow to become the business monster of the southern borders —— no independent itinerant merchants, tradesmen, or even district chamber of commerce would be able to counter such a group of merchants that are tightly organized, circulate effectively, move together, and even have a big aristocrat backing them up. But I also want to give an honest comment. These concepts are almost impossible to realize. You demand that everyone under this sale system be under a unified management. The shops at the lowest rungs will be directed by the regional agents, and the regional agents will be directed by the general manager that you appoint. However, there have never been any merchants who’d accepted such constraints. —— Of course, we can rely on monetary interests and contracts to narrowly achieve this, but you also ask that the stores at the lowest rungs get business from civilians, this…”
Patrick spread his hands open. “Alchemy potions aren’t stinky ointments that some village herbalists concocted. Even mercenaries who are slightly poorer may not be able to afford them. How could civilians afford to use them? Even if we were to sell them to civilians, none of them would buy them!”
 “You don’t have to worry about this. Since I’ve said that the new alchemy potions can be sold to civilians, I have naturally taken the price into consideration. I can guarantee that they’ll be so cheap that the average civilian will be able to afford them with a grit of their teeth. The local aristocrats can also get such potions for their armies.”
 Gawain did not want to exaggerate. He did not promise “alchemy potions that even serfs could afford” —— because this was unrealistic. Not every territory was like the Cecil territory. In most places in this world, the personal assets of serfs were almost zero. Regardless of how cheap Gawain made the alchemy potions, the serfs still wouldn’t be able to afford even a bottle cap. In this aspect, Gawain was currently still powerless.
That he could allow middle-income civilians (or residents) in the other territories to be able to afford alchemy potions was already his biggest goal at present.
 
 With regard to Gawain’s words, Patrick’s first reaction was still to view this plan as impossible. However, when he saw the unwavering expression on the other party’s face, he sensibly kept the thought to himself. Instead, he purely assessed the trade model in the booklet. “Alright, then I want to say, the contents in this are filled with intelligence. —— If what you were selling wasn’t alchemy potions, but grains and cloth, my assessment of it would have been higher. But I have one final question… Do you have this many alchemy potions?”
 This “business scholar” spread his hands. “To feed such a sale system, the amount of alchemy potions needed isn’t a small number.”


 Gawain smiled and waved a hand at the two servants that’d followed. “Go move those few boxes of samples in here.”
“Few… few boxes?”
Chapter 217: The Establishment of the Cecil Chamber of Commerce

Before today, Patrick had never thought that the packing unit of alchemy potions could be “boxes”.
 How were alchemy potions packaged and sold? The average small merchants wouldn’t even think about this because all alchemy goods were products of Beyonder powers. The so-called magic articles that peddlers at the bottom rungs had in their carts were at the very most, a few pieces of iron sheets and dried sheepskin marked with runes —— the main function of such items was psychological comfort, and the slogan for them was “my grandmother said this was useful”. True alchemy potions were business that only middle- and upper-ranked merchants could afford to do.
And even for these middle- and upper-ranked businesses, the most they would be able to get for one deal or one stock up were a dozen bottles of alchemy potions. —— They would be bottled in exquisite crystal bottles with velvet and top-grade silk wadding padded around them before being packed one by one in an elaborate wooden box. One was about the same price as the most expensive red wine.
It was said there was once a mercenary expert known to all who was instructed to go exterminate a mutated beast that was endangering the borders. This mercenary expert relied on his brilliant skills and a dozen bottles of alchemy potions to forcefully torture an enemy three times stronger than him to death. In the end, when he turned back to glance at the potion bottles that he’d thrown on the ground after his victory, he died a sudden death then and there…
This story was naturally exaggerated in some parts; merchants used overly flamboyant packaging to hold the alchemy potions also for the sake of raising the prices of the potions to aristocrats who didn’t know the market and rookie mercenaries, but the value of alchemy potions was still evident. However, Gawain now got men to carry several big boxes in —— when the boxes were open, they were full of alchemy potions inside. Wood filings used to prevent breakage were stuffed around the neat small crystal bottles.
“Three layers per box, 233 bottles per layer. In this box are inferior potions to restore one’s magic power. In this box are healing mixtures, and the remaining few boxes contain rejuvenation potions.” Gawain pointed to those big boxes and presented them to Patrick. Then, he took out a sheet of paper. “Here are the specific prices and commission divisions. Have a look. The prices that I have tentatively fixed for the rejuvenation potions is 60 Cecil copper coins, or one Anzu silver coin, while it’s two silver coins for the magic potions. The price for the healing mixture is the same as that of the rejuvenation potions.”
 Patrick took the price list a little confusedly. He blinked after hearing the numbers that Gawain stated, as if he hadn’t figured out, even after quite a while, what these prices had to do with the potions in front of him.
 Until half a minute later, he then asked hesitantly, “Duke… You… Are all these potions real?”
“Do you think I would be someone who sells fake medicine?” Gawain raised a brow. “Of course, these are real! It’s just that I have a special method to be able to produce potions at a very low cost-price.”
 
 “Lord, of course, I’m not doubting your character!” Patrick immediately clarified nervously. Massive uncertainty had emerged in his heart. In all fairness, no one could remain calm in front of such low prices and the fact that Gawain could casually pull out a big heap of alchemy potions. This signified an unbelievable great wealth behind it. However, Patrick was a clever man; despite being very bold money-wise, he was very cautious when it involved his life. Thus, he did not inquire about any deeper secrets but analyzed these potions that Gawain brought out as an established fact. “Since you are really able to supply such a large number of potions… I actually have some ideas.”
Gawain nodded. “Go ahead. You are experienced in terms of business.”


Patrick said bluntly, “Lord, I hope you can add water to these rejuvenation potions.”
 Once this comment was made, not just Gawain was stunned, even Amber beside him, who’d sneaked in to serve as the background, faltered. A moment later, this Miss Half-Elf examined Patrick with a look of admiration. “This… Sir, you are a talent…”
“Don’t add to the mess.” Gawain glared at Amber and then stared at Patrick’s eyes. “You should know that this suggestion isn’t how an honest merchant should act. You probably still have more to say.”
 “Yes, Lord. Add water to the rejuvenation potions and rename them to ‘secondary remedy potions’ or ‘inferior remedy medicine’. The same can be done to the healing mixture. Rename it to ‘secondary healing potion’ or the like. If you feel that this does not conform with a Knight’s chivalry, it’s no big deal to make the prices cheaper. Lower the prices, and declare that the effects of these potions cannot compare to true alchemy potions. This won’t be lying then. To the injuries and illnesses that the majority of civilians encounter daily, even such inferior remedy medicines would be enough to save their lives. Even the most-watered alchemy potions would be better than the stinky ointments made using mud and rotten grass roots that they’ve bought from the village herbalists.”
Patrick carefully observed the change in Gawain’s expression, while the latter only nodded. “Keep going. I’m listening.”
 “Recklessly selling alchemy potions like rejuvenation potions at an extremely low price would certainly impact the current market and the groups who profit from them. —— Of course, the ‘new chamber of commerce’ supported by you, the Duke, can make nothing of those small merchants and alchemists, but rats in the sewer can be disgusting even if they do not kill. Besides, to the civilians, it might not be a good thing to be able to get alchemy potions at a cheap price. At least, it wouldn’t be a good thing at the very beginning. Those people affected by the new chamber of commerce might not be able to do anything to you, but they can turn their hate to those ‘encroaching’ poor people. They can threaten those who want to buy the medicines, attack those who have bought, even sneak poison into the market, and then spread rumors. ——To the majority of the ignorant masses, they would not be able to distinguish who it was that had harmed them at all.”
 At this point, Patrick lowered his head slightly and carefully added, “Lord, you are very powerful, but a courageous lion has to beware of poisonous insects too.”
Gawain had little change in his expression, but his gaze that looked towards Patrick was already slightly surprised. A few seconds later, he then nodded lightly. “You are right. In order to avoid such situations, we have to do some ‘disguising’.”
“Yes, a disguise that isn’t very clever. So long as you declare that all of them are of poor quality, or even byproducts of failed alchemy potions, the eyes watching them would be reduced by a good half. You can also sell actual rejuvenation potions and healing mixtures at the same time, but the prices would have to go higher —— they can still be cheaper than the prices of potions in the market, but don’t go to the extent of lowering them to tens of coins. This way, traditional merchants would be temporarily numbed. They would think that you’re only here to vie for some market share using low prices for the time being or that you’ve found a cheap producing area for medicinal herbs. And by the time they finally realize… they would already be powerless.”
   “In this case, you’ve successfully built a trade route and also avoided attracting the gazes of those with bad intentions too early. And even for those civilians who’d bought watered-down potions, they would have also gotten effective potions at prices that they were able to handle. That is already much better than their usual mud and rotten grass roots. They will be deeply grateful for your kindness.”
Yet Gawain did not respond. Instead, he murmured spontaneously to himself, “For the poor, is even buying a bottle of good medication a sin…”


 He recalled the eastern region famine in Year 476 of the Anzu calendar that he’d seen previously when he went through the history books; he recalled that calamity where bodies of the starved were everywhere. That year, a severe insect plague that affected numerous count territories resulted in a widespread food shortage. Several compassionate aristocrat organizations released rations for disaster relief. However, a good half of these grains went into the stomachs of Knights who supervised the matter, treasurers, village tyrants, and bandits. Even victims who had received food were almost unable to keep the life-saving food in their own hands. ——Finally, the one who solved this problem was a grain merchant who came forward. His solution was beyond everyone’s imagination:
Mix sand, wood filings, and even maggots into the grains.
Such grains could finally be safely distributed into the hands of the victims, and it was such grains that saved tens of thousands of people.
That grain merchant was known as “the benevolent miser.” In Year 477 of the Anzu calendar, he was hanged to death on the tallest tower of the Count Tamas territory in the eastern region. The charges were for “embezzlement of rations, poisoning residents”.
“I accept your suggestion.” After taking a deep breath, Gawain looked at Patrick’s eyes and said slowly, “But I hope you understand that this is temporary. If someone were to take this plan as his means of getting rich, then the Cecil territory’s laws will strike them down.”
Patrick stood up, placed a hand on his chest, and bowed forward to Gawain. “Just as I will faithfully handle every copper coin that Viscount Kant left behind, I will loyally carry out every one of your orders.”
 Gawain smiled. “I also have one more thing to remind you about in advance. This new business organization that I established isn’t only for selling medicines. Although alchemy potions will be its main product in the beginning phase, the Cecil territory will have new products in the future. There are way more things that I want to sell.”
 Patrick nodded. “That goes without saying. A chamber of commerce that a Duke personally set up is impossible to have only one kind of product.”
 
“You’ve probably understood the organization structure regarding this new business organization. I hope that you can first select sincere and astute people from the merchants who you are familiar with to be the agents at the primary level. They can build district sales locations by themselves. But the changes, prices, and procedures of shipping goods in and out have to follow my rules. People who cannot accept this should withdraw as early as possible. And at the higher level of regional agent and general manager… you will make preparations as the general manager, but I will also dispatch my clerks and liaisons for supervision and help at every management level. I hope you can understand.”
“Naturally —— you’ve provided all the funds and supply of goods. This organization naturally has to be within your control.”
 Gawain stood up with a smile, holding the teacup in his hands. “Then let us toast to the establishment of the ‘Cecil Chamber of Commerce’. ——Mr. Patrick, do you mind replacing wine with tea?”


 Patrick also stood up and picked up his teacup. He actually wanted to say that he didn’t care for replacing wine with tea at all. ——Right now, he minded anything that needed to be drunk into his stomach. But he still toughened his scalp and accepted the Duke’s invitation. He held up his teacup and said, “I… Burp…”
 After the meeting ended, Patrick headed straight for the bathroom, while Gawain returned to his own room.
 
 A blueprint was quietly spread out on his study desk.
There was a machine with a symmetrical structure that gave one a sense of the future. It had a rotating structure with blade plates as well as the circular magical equipment located around the blade plates. At the side of the blueprint, there was also an unfolded rune formation diagram with a note on top:
Revered feudal lord, I’ve completed the rune-formation design of the rotor-type Magic Powered Engine and found that its speed could be adjusted by increasing or decreasing the number of rune groups that are activated at the same time or by slightly changing the area of contact of the rune trigger. Please see back for related data. 
—— Jenni Perot
Chapter 218: Self-Awareness That Transmigrators Should Have

The rotor-type Magic Powered Engine was one of the initial ideas when Gawain thought of the path toward “magic industrialization”. However, it had yet to be achieved because the system’s difficulty and complexity were far beyond any of the magical equipment that was designed up until this point. The rotor-type Magic Powered Engine required eight sets, ten sets, or up to dozens of uniformly arranged Repulsion magic circles that would be operated at the same time in order for it to work. When so many Repulsion magic circles were connected together, all the magic interference produced would be disastrous. Even using the calculations of rune logic to eliminate the interference problem, it was still abnormally difficult.
 However, Jenni was still able to solve this difficult problem; at least, she had an optimization plan and the initial design of the rotor-type engine.
 Gawain looked at the blueprint and the information beside the blueprint for a long time, and his expression must have been excessively stern, so much so that Amber who was here to enjoy a show had been shocked. She looked at Gawain with dazed eyes and asked, “Why? Is there something wrong with this blueprint? Did Jenni make a wrong calculation?”
 Gawain lifted his head and said something that wasn’t related at all, “I am not a genius.”
 “Ha?” Amber was startled by this muddleheaded statement, and she instantly thought that Gawain was teasing her. “Are you intentionally looking down on others? If a monster-class person like you isn’t a genius, then how are ordinary people supposed to continue living? Of course, I am not included in the ‘ordinary people’. I’m a genius too. Don’t you know that I was chosen by the Goddess of the Night…?”
 “I am just speaking what I feel.” Gawain didn’t bother about Amber’s remaining rambling. He gave off a smile that didn’t feel true as he responded before he turned around to look outside the window. He was looking at the night lamps that were gradually lighting up the territory.
 He wasn’t a genius.
 He wasn’t at the center of this world either.
 He wasn’t able to create a magic industrialization out of nothing, and he wasn’t able to rely on himself to pull this world in the direction of the universe.
 
 Gawain was aware of this since the beginning, and today, he had a deeper understanding of this point.
 He knew that he was considered a special entity as compared to ordinary people. He could also admit that he wanted to do something significant and had the ambition to influence this era, but he knew that even if the era was changed, it was impossible for him to do it alone.


 After carefully thinking of everything that happened along the way, Gawain was able to clearly determine his position and clearly realized the talent and wisdom that the natives of this world possessed.
 The magic web originated from an unconventional rogue mage who was filled with talent. The Rebecca Crystals and rune trigger originated from a noble young lady who had wonderful ideas. The rune logic originated from a third-generation researcher who spent dozens of years to conclude an important rule. The first Magic Powered Engine was built by the territory’s craftsmen and technicians by their hammers. While the final assembly designs of the alchemy mass-production technology and the construction of the factory… were the result of months of hard work from Pittman and his apprentices, along with hundreds of workers, technicians, and craftsmen in the territory.
Just a moment ago, Patrick Pom from the Kant territory used just one hour to understand the concepts of regional agents, supply chain, and market feedback. He was then able to use this era’s practical situation to propose the sale of different classifications of goods.
 And now, Jenni Perot had completed the final calculations for the rotor-type Magic Powered Engine, and before Gawain could even think of it, she had given this engine design an effective speed-adjustment proposal.
 Gawain lowered his head and looked at the Cecil territory which was still lively and bustling with activities, even at night.
 This was an era after a “dark period”, but it didn’t mean that a transmigrator would be at the center of this world. In this era and world, there were intelligent people hidden everywhere. Even those nobles who seemed to be ignorant and backward were also using their wisdom and power to maintain their ruling positions. Gawain felt that if he wanted to accomplish great things in this world, he would first have to remember to revere this world.
 He had to value this world’s system and to recognize the intelligence of its natives. With this as a prerequisite, he would be able to plunder a reasonable amount of benefits that he deserved. And this should be the path of survival and development.
 Gawain had a smile on his face as he looked at Amber who was curiously studying the blueprint on the table, although it didn’t seem like she could understand anything. “Say, if this land is filled with talents, what am I doing here?”
 “What is wrong with you? Why are you saying such strange things?” Amber blinked her eyes and said, “Aren’t you talking nonsense? You are the feudal lord, and if you aren’t here, why are we all gathered here for?! We would have already packed our luggage and left… You wouldn’t possibly be planning to announce the disbandment of the gang right…?”
 Gawain glared at the half-elf and said, “Can you not blindly use the words I teach you? It is called team, not gang!”
 “…It has similar meanings. Aren’t they both four-letter words…?”


 Gawain looked at this half-elf young lady helplessly, but he still had a smile.
 It was true. The magic web was invented by the rogue mage; the alchemy reaction vessel was invented by the Pittman; the Rebecca Crystals and rune triggers were invented by Rebecca… There were plenty of things on the territory that weren’t invented by Gawain — at least, they weren’t created by him alone. However, his greatest value here wasn’t to personally invent these things; it was to lead the talented individuals and to allow them to exhibit the talent and wisdom that they originally possessed.
 He didn’t have wisdom that was superior to the natives, but he had foresight and ideas that were superior. He had the knowledge from his previous life, from “Gawain Cecil”, and also the resolution and experiences as an ancient observer. He wasn’t able to create anything, but he knew what this land required.
   He knew where the path would lead to, and this was the reason he was here and his function. In a grand scope, he could plan the territory’s future social order and its societal structure. On a smaller scale, he could describe a specific machine required on a technological route and let the technical personnel on the territory think of ways to achieve it.
 Gawain suddenly laughed heartily. He felt that it didn’t matter what kind of cheat he possessed, he was certain about one point:
 He was this world’s cheat… or, at least, Cecil territory’s cheat.
 Oh, there was also that Mister Nicholas Egg who had just recovered from his cold. During the past two days, he had been thinking of a method to create the next-generation press machine in the mechanical research station.
 Gawain’s sudden changes of emotions weren’t able to convey the proper message to Amber’s quick-witted but nonsense-filled brain. This half-elf young lady could only see Gawain in silence one moment before he suddenly started laughing. She felt all her hair standing on end and was planning to rush out to inform Heidi and Rebecca that their great-grandfather’s living dead period was coming to an end. As soon as she had this intention, the old dumpling in front of her had nodded to her and said, “Amber, tomorrow, you will act as my envoy and make a trip to Tanzan Town. Bring my handwritten letter and hand it to Viscount Andrew.”
 “Why are you asking me to travel so far during winter…?” Amber pouted her lips and asked, “What for?”
 “I wish to invite the Viscount to the territory as a guest. I want that mine owner to observe Cecil territory’s method of mining.”
 “Oh… What?!” Amber was nodding before suddenly reacting in shock. She looked at Gawain with eyes as though she was looking at a spy in their internal department. “You wish to invite Viscount Andrew to visit the mines? Do you still remember what is over there?!”


 “Of course, I remember. The Magic Powered Engines, the drainage pump, the ore-cart machine, and the newly installed crusher and filter machines.”
 “You remember, and you will still allow an outsider to see them?!” Amber widened her eyes and said, “Those are the lifelines of the Cecil territory! Our territory was able to develop into this state in such a short period of time, all because of those machines. Aren’t you afraid that when Viscount Andrew sees them, he would be…”
 “I hope that he will be tempted after seeing them, greatly tempted.” Gawain nodded. “Because I plan to sell the entire set of mining equipment to him.”
 Amber: “?!”
 “Our second-generation Magic Powered Engine is ready, and I wish to sell the first-generation engine.” Gawain knew what Amber was thinking, but he enjoyed teasing her. This headache-inducing half-elf would only look cuter during such dazed moments. “Furthermore, you said something wrong earlier. That the territory was able to develop to such a state in such a short period of time was partially due to the machines. But we have never relied on them entirely.”
 He shook his head and said, “The Cecil territory’s true talent is something that outsiders will not be able to take away.”
 Amber’s concern was obviously still around. “No matter what, if you sell something like the Magic Powered Engine to others… Are you not afraid that your neighbors will become stronger?”
 “They will definitely become stronger as the Tanzan Mine’s excavation rate will be greatly increased.” Gawain nodded and said, “This will ensure that the Cecil territory will obtain more magic-conducting materials, and at a cheaper cost.”
 
 Amber scratched her head. “Just like that? You have other reasons right?”
 “Of course… Only by having a stronger partner would we have better benefits. I am never worried that others will become stronger. I simply have to make sure that my development speed is the fastest.”
 Gawain let out a light sigh before speaking, “Most of the rulers in this world are walking on another path. They will do their best to make sure that everyone within their vision isn’t making progress. They don’t mind remaining in the same position for a long period of time as long as others aren’t making progress or constantly regressing. But there is a fatal problem with this… they are also able to suppress the people outside of their vision. Everything they do will only lead to a regional regress. Do you know the fact that a bad consequence has already appeared?”


 “What bad consequence would that be?”
 “Anzu Kingdom’s neighbor, the Typhon Empire has been constantly making military revolutions and societal advancements for the past few decades. They have built an army of military Beyonders and an assembly production of standardized military goods. While the nobles in Anzu Kingdom are in the process of regression, in the place where they cannot influence and cannot observe, there is a powerful and fearsome enemy that has already stood up…”
 
 Amber gulped down her saliva. She was also an Anzu citizen, and she naturally knew about the increasing threat from the neighboring nation, the Typhon Empire. As a commoner, this was the first time she had heard such a direct observation and analysis. However, she still had a final doubt about Gawain’s decision. “Even if you sell the machines powered by the Magic Powered Engine to Viscount Andrew, he wouldn’t be able to use them either, right? Those machines would have to be driven by the magic web—”
 Gawain was laughing even happier than before. “That is why I am also going to sell him the blueprints of the magic web to him too. If possible, I will dispatch a batch of technical personnel at a low cost to guide the Leslie Clan to complete the basic construction of the magic web.”
 “You are also going to give him the magic web?!” Amber nearly jumped up as she exclaimed, “Do you know what he could do with the magic web?”
 “Mining,” Gawain said indifferently. “Mining for the Cecil territory.”
Chapter 219: New Business

On this land that was governed by the Cecil Clan, Amber was probably one of the rare few individuals who dared to question Gawain’s decision. Even when this half-elf was bold enough to raise questions, it was mostly because her mouth couldn’t remain shut. However, Gawain was still happy to see that not everyone would follow his commands blindly as it would mean that he was the only person that was thinking… Alright, Amber might not be thinking for herself either as she merely had an uncontrolled mouth.
 It was very difficult for Gawain to explain all of his thoughts to Amber within a short period of time. He could only roughly tell her about the industrial structure’s formation and also the concept of having a difference in technology level. As for the deeper economical and political benefits and the long-distance control of Leslie Clan, he didn’t talk about them.
 No matter what, Amber still carried out Gawain’s command. She departed on the next day and used the status as the Cecil territory’s special envoy to deliver the personal letter from Duke Gawain Cecil to Viscount Andrew in the castle.
 Viscount Andrew’s response was much faster than Gawain expected. He immediately accepted the invitation gladly, and on the third day after Amber returned to the territory, the Viscount had already arrived at the Cecil territory’s dock on a fast ship.
 The last time they saw the Viscount, he was still weak after getting corrupted by the sorcery. After a period of rest and recuperation, Andrew Leslie had recovered his health. He was wearing a dark red outer coat that was thick and warm; his hair was combed back flawlessly, and the newly recruited butler was following him. He had also brought along a protection team formed by 10 soldiers, along with the territory’s business advisor. The business advisor was naturally here because Gawain mentioned “business” in the personal letter, while the soldier team was an ostentation that was required as a noble.
 Andrew Leslie saw the new Cecil territory that was entirely different from his imagination.
 Be it the brand new and orderly houses or the commoners that walked the streets, all of them gave him a deep impression. He was especially curious about something… If these houses belonged to the commoners, what kind of place were the territory’s serfs and lower-class people staying in? As compared to Patrick who wasn’t a noble, this viscount was ultimately much calmer and composed. As he was guided from the dock to the feudal lord residence, he maintained a calm and graceful demeanor. Even after he sat down in Gawain Cecil’s guest hall, he didn’t reveal any excessive curiosity and didn’t make a big fuss like an unsophisticated person.
 Subsequently, Betty had already poured enough water for one entire pot of tea.
 In the kingdom’s southern region, everyone was mostly honest, but more importantly, people there tended to have the problem of overthinking things. Viscount Andrew was just like Patrick back then. After drinking half a pot of water, he was wondering why Gawain would arrange a maid to constantly pour water for the guest…
 
 Betty who was carrying a large jug of water was staring blankly in the guest hall and didn’t know that she had been given the characteristic of being enigmatic. She was staring straight at the decorative blade on the wall, while her mind was silently recalling the words and grammar that she had recently learned. At the same time, she spared some attention to make sure to fill up the guest’s cup whenever it was empty. When she was going through the newly learned words for the second time, Gawain had appeared.
 “Viscount Andrew, I am very happy to see that you have recovered.” Gawain entered and immediately greeted in a cordial manner. “I heard that Tanzan Town has regained its order. It is truly good news.”


 “It is all because of your help. Without your large orders of ores, I am afraid that I would not have been able to afford to repair the big hole in my castle during this winter.” Viscount Andrew opened up his hands while laughing in a rather exaggerated manner and said, “Therefore, when I heard that you wanted to personally discuss a new business with me, I came immediately.”
 “It is indeed a new business, but it might not be appropriate to discuss it here. If you don’t mind, are you willing to visit the Cecil territory’s mine?”
 “The mine?” Viscount Andrew frowned. “In your letter, you mentioned something about the sale of new mining equipment. But the Leslie Clan has been mining for generations. I am already familiar with all kinds of mining tools… Hiccup… Ah, apologies, I am lacking in manners.”
 “Don’t worry, don’t worry.” Gawain quickly shook his hand and was feeling strange as to why this Viscount Andrew’s hiccup had started to echo. Gawain then smiled and explained, “It is necessary to see it in person. Because the thing that I am selling is probably something you have never seen before.”
 Since Gawain had already said it like this, Viscount Andrew naturally couldn’t continue to act uninterested. As such, he gladly agreed to visit the mine. He had also asked where the bathroom was.
 The Cecil mine was located in the east of the territory. At the beginning, this place was just a small excavation point, but as the territory rapidly developed, the requirement for ore was constantly increased. The mine had turned into a core area that was only inferior to “Cecil City” and served as a supply point for construction materials. A large number of people and advanced machines were transported to this place. It gradually transformed from an excavation point that had a few tents into a village that had over a dozen of houses. It then further developed from a village to a hamlet. Right now, this place already had newly constructed brick houses, and they had even used the mining slags and cement to lay down an even path. A spacious main passage connected this mining hamlet with Cecil City to ensure the smooth transport of personnel and materials.
 Due to the convenience of transportation, Gawain and the guest carriage took less than two hours to arrive at the mining hamlet.
   Viscount Andrew had been able to maintain his calm and graceful style until the final stop of the journey. Even when he saw the magic crystal lamps that could be seen throughout the territory, the straight and even paths, the “factories” at the border of the city that were emitting strange sounds, or the residents who were still busy working even in winter, he had tried his best to not be overly surprised. These things might have exceeded his expectations, but they didn’t exceed his imagination. He was surprised the fallen Cecil Clan that had to survive by selling their noble status back then was actually able to create such a territory in such a short period of time. However, he was still able to give himself a logical explanation for everything he had seen. He had associated everything with “Gawain Cecil digging up the wealth that he had buried back then and using the money to push the development of this place”. By doing so, everything was understandable.
 Until he saw something he couldn’t understand, couldn’t explain, and could never have imagined.
 “What… what is that thing?!”
 In front of Viscount Andrew, there was a giant machine that was using an astounding power to turn the capstan and haul out several heavy carts of ores that would probably have needed dozens of slave workers to push out from the depths of the mine. That machine was emitting a deep sound that was like the roar from a giant, and the massive disk structure was constantly being turned in an unprecedented manner. Each component was seemingly forged with steel, but these lifeless things were constantly moving emotionlessly, tirelessly, and with inexhaustible power while revealing an indescribable dignity that could only come from steel-made products.


 After staring blankly for a few seconds, Viscount Andrew finally saw a sparkling magic radiance at the core of the machine. His ability to speak had finally recovered a little. “Is this… magical equipment? The combination of some magical mechanism and machinery?”
 “It can be understood like that.” Gawain smiled and said, “This is the thing that I want to sell you, but it is only one of the things. Continue further inside, and you will see even more machines. In Cecil territory, half of the mine’s heavy labor was completed by these machines.”
 Viscount Andrew was even more astonished as he continued to see more. He understood mining and was familiar with their tools. However, he never expected that the “mining equipment” mentioned by Gawain would actually be these… giant creatures of steel. As he looked at these massive machines, he quickly noticed that these seemingly crude machines actually had unbelievable intricacy. The components were all connected seamlessly; the connecting parts were assembled with precision, and there were those rapidly switching magic circles that were unmanned… How were these monsters created?!
 “This is… the ancient Gondor Empire’s magic technology?!” Finally, Viscount Andrew believed he had found a logical explanation before he slowly turned his head to ask Gawain.
 “This is technology that was designed together by me and the technical specialists in my territory. Of course, if you feel that because I am a surviving member of the ancient Gondor Empire, then the technology I possess could be considered Gondor technology… It is also fine to think of it that way.” Gawain used a vague explanation intentionally to barely get by. After seeing Viscount Andrew’s reaction, he asked, “How about it? Are you interested in this ‘magical mining equipment’?”
 
 “As long as you are willing to sell them!” Viscount Andrew widened his eyes.
 “I believe you can also see that the details and difficulty of producing these machines are frightening. It isn’t cheap to produce a machine. Therefore, the selling price is naturally going to be expensive. Depending on the scale and manufacturing difficulty, the cost should be between a few hundred to a few thousand Cecil coins. Furthermore, the manufacturing of these machines obviously requires the participation of Beyonders. The worker cost… Well, you can imagine,” Gawain spoke unhurriedly, but Viscount Andrew’s smile gradually disappeared. Gawain then suddenly changed his tone. “Of course, I will set the price like this when selling to others. But if I am selling it to my neighbor, I will only need the material cost. If you have difficulties, I can even accept ores as payment.”
 Viscount Andrew felt extremely moved.
 These machines weren’t cheap, and he knew it clearly. However, he also knew that these machines would be equivalent to the energy from numerous people!
 A single hauling machine would be equivalent to dozens or a hundred slave workers. Half a day’s work from a single crusher machine would be enough to leave all the slave workers jobless! It would be natural to spend a huge sum of money to purchase these machines, but he would be able to get back the costs of the machines very quickly. Furthermore, after recovering the costs, Tanzan Town or even the entire Leslie territory would welcome the unprecedentedly high revenue!
 
 Furthermore, the magic portions of these machines didn’t seem too complicated. After getting back the costs, he might be able to recruit a group of rune craftsmen and magic circle experts to research how these machines worked…


 Right at this moment, Gawain’s voice interrupted his thoughts. “That’s right. Viscount Andrew, I have something else to bring to your notice. You should have realized that these machines are operating by themselves. There isn’t any Mage to provide energy to these machines…”
 “Mm… I am indeed curious about this matter.” Viscount Andrew rubbed his chin and said, “I don’t see any Mage controlling the machines, nor do I see anyone supplying energy to them… Could there be large-capacity magic-storage crystals inside?”
 “They still require the complementing ‘magic web’ technology. Regarding this technology, I need to have a good discussion with you…”
Chapter 220: The One Who Truly Profits

The magic web was the cornerstone of the magic industrialization, the foundation that allowed magic to be guided into every household. That Cecil territory was able to make such rapid developments was mainly due to the magic web.
 Gawain didn’t mind imparting this technology to others; in fact, if it was possible, he hoped that the magic could be quickly laid down in the entire southern region or even the entire Anzu Kingdom.
 He knew very clearly that the magic web was a cornerstone of the magic industrialization, but it wasn’t the entirety. In order to build up this massive system, an advanced mindset was required. It required the coordination from a research and development setup as in-depth and elaborated research was needed to understand the basic theory. Only after having such things would the new magic equipment become relevant. Without those things, then the magic web would only be a shell of what it could be.
 Viscount Andrew saw the newly laid-down honeycomb magic web on the northern side of the mining hamlet. There were rune arrays that were in a neat and orderly hexagonal shape, and they were drawn on the brick foundation. After they were done with the setup, it would be covered with a layer of protective plate, and finally, cement would be used to seal up the entire installation. This wonderful and orderly rune array was different from any magic circle that Viscount Andrew knew of. He naturally treated this as another miraculous “ancient Gondor magic technology”.
 “I can send out craftsmen to help Tanzan Town lay down the basic magic web and also teach your people how to extend them.” Gawain looked at the tempted Viscount Andrew and smiled. “I will also give you a technical handbook. Magic is a rather severe thing, and it must be installed according to the instructions on the technical handbook in order for the magic web to exhibit its effects and would then be able to link with the Magic Powered Engine.”
 Viscount Andrew didn’t believe that such a blessing would fall out of nowhere. “These will… probably cost more right?”
 The “technology” of this magic was priceless, and it was even more so for ancient magic technology. The northern Violet Kingdom’s mages viewed their puppet-spell and magic-circle technologies as treasures. Every single piece of magic equipment sold to the Anzu Kingdom would be for an expensive price, and they were installed with complicated self-destructing mechanisms. It was to prevent knowledge from leaking out, and in Viscount Andrew’s opinion, these ancient Gondor technologies were just as precious.
 “The price is less than you think. Apart from the labor fee and the cost to install the magic web, I only hope to have a tighter collaboration with Tanzan Town. Tanzan Town possesses one of the White River’s larger trading ports, and it is the gathering place for adventurers and mercenaries in the southern region. I hope to obtain some freedom to use the trading port and the opportunity to set up a merchant association in Tanzan Town. The Cecil Clan is establishing our own business, and we found a trade route to the north. As for the west…”
 “The Leslie Clan is willing to collaborate.” Viscount Andrew understood Gawain’s intention and immediately nodded with a smile. “But the details will still have to be discussed with my business advisor as I am not an expert in this aspect.”
 
 The business negotiation between the two sides was very jovial.
 Viscount Andrew didn’t stop for long. He might be very curious about this amazing place, but he was looking forward to seeing his own mine use those miraculous machines. In order to quickly complete the trade, he had returned to his territory on the same afternoon to prepare the funds and to welcome the “magic-web technical-guidance team”. When Viscount Andrew left, Gawain didn’t return to his feudal lord residence; instead, he headed to the Mechanical Manufacturing Facility together with Heidi and Amber to inspect the new rotor-type Magic Powered Engine’s prototype assembly.


 “Is it really fine to sell the magic web technology and the Magic Powered Engine to the Leslie Clan?” Just like Amber, Heidi was also doubtful of Gawain’s decision. She didn’t reveal it earlier as she could vaguely see some of Gawain’s ideas; therefore, she only raised her question now.
 Gawain took a glance at Heidi, Rebecca, and also Amber who was following beside him. He smiled and said, “It seems like there is more than one doubtful individual.”
 “Yesterday, you explained plenty of things to me, but I feel that you still have more to say!” Amber glared and said, “I went back and pondered carefully yesterday night and felt that you have some very deep scheme!”
 “Tell me, after our neighbor obtains the Magic Powered Engine and the magic web, will they be able to reverse-analyze the rune logic and magic industrialization theories?”
 “Absolutely impossible.” Heidi shook her head immediately. “It is impossible for them to succeed in reverse-analyzing it. It would be like looking at a piece of paper and being able to find out the name of the worker who produced that piece of paper. However, I am worried that Viscount Andrew would make copies of them. He shouldn’t be able to produce the Magic Powered Engine and their machinery components as he doesn’t have the required factories and machining technology, but he could make the magic web. Especially when you are selling the magic-web technology information to him. The magic web’s material and craftsmanship isn’t complicated. With the blueprint and some guidance, he would be able to lay down the magic web in any place he wanted. He could even privately sell the magic web to others…”
 “If that is truly the case, then I will be waking up from my dreams with a smile,” Gawain replied happily, and his smile was so dazzling that it nearly blinded Amber’s eyes. “I hope he will go and lay down some magic webs and convince everyone in the world to also do so.”
 “Why?” Rebecca blinked her eyes and couldn’t understand what was going on.
 Gawain laughed and asked them in return, “With the Cecil territory’s current capability, how long would we need to be able to lay the magic web throughout the entire kingdom?”
   “Throughout the entire kingdom?!” Rebecca got a shock and said, “It isn’t possible in this generation! Putting aside the normal places, what about the marshlands, forests, rivers, and lakes…”
 “Erm… I didn’t mean to lay them everywhere…” Gawain’s attempt to act cool had been interrupted by the foolish girl’s blunt speech. However, he was already used to such incidents, and the topic just carried on. “It is obvious that the Cecil territory wouldn’t be able to complete such a large project alone. It would require the hard work of countless people.”
 “Our magic-industrialization technology is established on the magic web. With the magic web, our machines and equipment would be able to operate endlessly. Our soldiers will also be able to obtain energy replenishment at the fastest speed. We are the ones who are researching magic machineries. Therefore, the ‘usable value’ of the magic web is something that no one will be able to compare with us. Even if they develop faster with the assistance of the magic web, the amount of usage for our products will always be greater than theirs.”


 “When the magic web is in the hands of Viscount Andrew and others, it will only be a magic web. The magi-technological details contained within it is too little as all the research and principles are hidden in the invisible black box. Furthermore, with the limitations of the traditional mages’ research methods, they will only be able to copy and extend the magic web. During this process, they will only make use of the magic web’s most superficial functions, like supplying energy for their mage towers or magic crystal lamps, or conducting some magic research within the range of the magic web. —But we are able to do much more.”
 “I did give Viscount Andrew some set technological information, but it is also a set of rigid criteria. These criteria will become the basic instructions for anyone to lay down the magic web. In other words, all of the magic-web technology that is disseminated will be exactly the same. Be it the Leslie territory, the Kant territory, or any other noble clan territory in the southern region, the magic web that they lay down will be fully compatible with our industrial or military equipment… There are things that I don’t have to say too clearly. You should already understand them yourself.”
 Rebecca pondered for a moment before raising her hand. “But I don’t understand!”
 “I understand now.” Heidi had already realized it, and her eyes didn’t have any more doubts as they were replaced with astonishment and hints of reverence. “Ancestor, did… did you…?”
 “The magic web’s simplicity and advantages are obvious, and it will soon be circulated and laid down in the entire south region or even the entire kingdom. There will be a day when every territory will have the energy source ready for Cecil industrial and military equipment. It doesn’t matter if it is our friends or our enemies who laid them down. They will be helping us do everything. Furthermore, I am looking forward to the completion of the magic web and the moment when it will connect with the Cecil territory.” Gawain smiled and looked at the rotor-type Magic Powered Engine that was having its final adjustments being made. “However, that is in the future. At the current juncture, we only need help from Viscount Andrew to sell mining equipment to each of the mining territories in the southern region. Cecil territory’s development requires more resources, and these territories’ current mining speed is simply too slow.”
 Amber finally understood everything that was happening and had associated it with everything that Gawain had done. This was the first time she was able to see all of the gains and losses that Viscount Andrew went through in the process. When she got to the conclusion, she was extremely shocked. “Wait a moment. I just realized that the large sum of money you spent to purchase three years’ worth of magic-conducting materials from Tanzan Town has all been returned through the Viscount purchasing your mining equipment. Furthermore, they are purchasing the phased-out first-generation machines…”
 
 “The magic mechanisms in the machines are also made from the ores purchased from Tanzan Town,” Gawain supplemented.
 “From now on, there will be more places learning the technology to lay down the magic web and purchasing your machines. They will help you to mine, to farm, and to lay down the magic webs for you. During this process, they will be paying in other ways!”
 Gawain nodded. “In order for my conscience to be at ease, I will give them a 20% discount.”
 Amber: “…”
 In the center of the assembly workshop, the final inspection worker had already left the massive and advanced Magic Powered Engine.


 
 It had a beautiful gray outer shell, looking like a steel lion crouching there silently. Its swelled up “abdominal cavity” was forged with exquisite steel and a series of curved force plates that were installed on the central axis of the rotor structure with great precision. A total of 18 repulsion devices were installed symmetrically on the inner walls of the outer shell of the rotor. A stable and firm rod was installed for the rune triggers to control all of the repulsion devices, along with a speed adjuster.
 A silver metallic ball floated away from the group of workers. He stopped at the control platform of the new rotor engine and turned around to face Gawain while slightly hovering up and down.
 In such a stern atmosphere, even that comical individual seemed… Alright, he was still rather comical.
 That comical egg pulled the first set of control levers seriously. A low buzzing sound was heard, and the runes started to work. The rotor in the middle of that engine started to spin.
Chapter 221: When the Positions of the Stars Are Realigned

Astrology was an extremely important subject on the Loren Continent.
 Even though Gawain couldn’t understand the connection between the remote celestial bodies in the sky and the small planet underneath his feet (if it was a planet), the power of astrology existed. An outstanding astrologist would be able to detect the flow of magic in the atmosphere by observing the positioning of the stars. In fact, they would be able to use the guidance from the stars’ radiance to discover a new accumulation point of magic that was a thousand miles away. The accuracy of this was so high that it was beyond the concept of the “religious tricksters” and could be treated as a “black-box science”.
 Of course, astrology was something that was hard to understand, and there were plenty of tricksters in this field too. However, the tricksters in this field had a trait that was actually very easy to recognize. They would use the observation of the natural world in astrology and extend them to the so-called “clairvoyance”. They would say that they could use the positions of the stars to find your lost treasures, missing keys, or wives that ran off with others. However, the Loren Continent’s astrology didn’t have powers like this.
 Astrology’s main function was to make an advanced observation by using the changes of magic in the natural environment. Using this basis, astrology would at most be able to detect an early warning of a large-scale natural disaster that followed a pattern. If one was trying to search for one’s dog or cat, it would be much more effective to shout for the pet instead of relying on those unreliable “astrologists”.
 Gawain was suddenly thinking of astrology because he was standing on the balcony of the feudal lord residence and was studying the stars in the sky with his eldest granddaughter.
 Alright, it was mainly because he was watching Heidi studying the stars in the sky.
 From today onward, for the next three consecutive days, it would be the winter’s most ideal “Days of Stars”. On these special days, the Loren Continent’s northern region would be able to observe the clearest starry sky with the most stars visible in the entire year.
 Because of the fact that this planet didn’t have a large satellite like a moon, the nights were naturally lacking light. Without the interference of moonlight, this world’s night sky had stars that were shockingly resplendent. The countless stars would stretch across the horizon like a belt of light that was suspected to be clouds of light in space, and it would always make a deep impression in Gawain’s mind. For a professional Mage like Heidi, the stars had a totally different significance.
 Mages were able to observe the stars and experience the changes in magic. They could then use the realization to blend it in with their spellcasting skill. It was a slow but effective method of improving. Heidi had never missed out on any suitable stargazing night as she hoped to see more stars to enhance her spellcasting ability and to, one day, be able to hit the target with her Arcane Missiles and Ice Arrows…
 
 She observed the stars using a tool that looked like some odd “silver plate”. The silver plate would be placed horizontally on the support, and the surface of the surrounding metallic platform would be engraved with all sorts of celestial patterns and magic symbols. The center of the silver plate would reflect the image of the stars, and by using a special spellcasting technique, the image in the silver plate can be enlarged and made clearer for convenience of observation.
 “I didn’t think that you Ancestor would actually be interested in astrology too.” While Heidi was recording the changes in the stars, she smiled and took a glance at Gawain. “This is uninteresting knowledge.”


 “I have said since a long time ago that I was very interested in stars.” Gawain watched as Heidi adjusted the silver plate, and he couldn’t help but feel amazed by this world’s original magic technology. This tool might not be convenient to use, and there wasn’t much room for improvement, but it was indeed able to function as an observation tool for the starry sky. “Did Rebecca learn about astrology? Today is the very important ‘Days of Stars’ for Mages right? She is still a Mage after all…”
 Only he and Heidi were on the balcony, while Rebecca who was one of the territory’s Mages with the highest grade actually wasn’t here.
 “When she was young, I forced her to learn astrology, but every time, she would want to throw a Large Fireball into the sky to try to knock those stars down. Afterward, I didn’t allow her to continue causing trouble.” Heidi’s tone was filled with helplessness. “To be honest, astrology has nearly zero effect on her improvement. Her magic talent is all on Fireballs, and she has already done it to the extremity. Even if she observed the stars for ten years, it would still be impossible for her to produce an Arcane Missile. She isn’t even able to use the star observation plate and can only stare at the sky with her eyes… It is no wonder she would feel bored enough to wish she could throw Fireballs into the sky.”
 The star observation plate’s greatest limitation was still the method of usage…
 Gawain looked at the magic tool in Heidi’s hands with pensive eyes and thought about a certain item that he had asked the craftsmen to manufacture some time earlier.
 If the manufacturing of the item could be done as planned, it might be completed before the “Days of Stars” were over.
 “I am preparing a kind of present for Rebecca. If everything goes smoothly, she might be able to view the stars together with us.”
 “Oh?” Heidi looked at Gawain with much surprise. She wasn’t able to imagine what kind of present this ancestor would prepare that could bring Rebecca to the star observation platform. Firstly, it must be able to allow Rebecca to control the star observation device as she was only able to use the Fireball spells. Secondly, he must also be able to make that foolish child who was only interested in throwing Large Fireballs calm down and be interested in such a boring subject. Heidi felt that it was rather unbelievable.
 However, she quickly recalled that her ancestor was a reserve of all sorts of mysterious knowledge and wonderful ideas. She carefully controlled her curiosity and didn’t continue asking. She then revealed a smile. “You are really fond of that child.”
 “Are you not curious about the present I prepared?”
 “I am, but I wish to maintain this curiosity.” Heidi blinked her eyes and said, “You always bring us surprises, and this time, it won’t be an exception either, right?”


 Gawain smiled and nodded. “Of course.”
 At this moment, it wasn’t just Gawain and Heidi who were observing the stars.
 ……
 At the eastern Endless Sea, it was already midnight, and the stars were still hanging high up in the horizon. The glittering stars felt as though they yearned for this sky as the first rays of morning sun had already appeared in the east, but a third of the stars were still clearly visible.
 A nameless island was sitting alone on the surface of the sea. This massive island was one of the rare places with life in the Endless Sea. The Sons of the Storm used centuries to construct and develop a comprehensive stronghold. They built farms, hamlets, forges, and a fort that was located at the cliffs of the coast. The entire island’s most important building was the “Stargazing Tower” located at the top of the fort.
 At the peak of the Stargazing Tower, there was a Storm Deacon who wore black robes and was placing the star observation plate horizontally. As he poured in his magic, the star light that had been dim on the plate turned bright and clear again.
   He was fully focussed as he observed the positions of the stars. Everything unrelated had been tossed outside of his mind: be it the developed island at the east which was destroyed by the sea demons a few months ago, or the Eternal Sleeper who recklessly made contact with Gawain Cecil and transmitted a strange and uneasy warning, or the Oblivion Association’s progression of the war on the continent. Nothing was as important as the star observation plate right now.
 Or perhaps, nothing was as important as the image displayed on the plate.
 The positions of the stars were gradually aligning, and the surge of magic had started subsequently. This time, the special magic surge wasn’t very intense, and most of the Mages and Priests wouldn’t even notice it. Only the Sons of the Storm would clearly know the significance of the influence of the magic acting on the stars.
 “Deacon, No.2 and No.3 islands have delivered information through the gryphons. They have observed the same star signs. After eliminating the magic interference above the Endless Sea, the conclusion is already set.” A Storm Ecclesiastic walked up the tower and spoke respectfully behind the deacon. “The stars are returning to their positions.”
 “I have also observed the same scene here.” The Storm Deacon nodded and cut off the control on the star observation plate. “We can draft the letter for the Pope. We shall know if Judgment Day will arrive within these three days.”


 The Storm Ecclesiastic had a very serious expression as he took a look at the large silver plate behind the deacon and slightly gasped for air.
 The rather young ecclesiastic finally couldn’t help but to ask, “Will ‘it’ return?”
 “When the positions of the stars are corrected, the god’s blood and flesh shall awaken from the long slumber. This is the revelation we obtained after leaving the continent.” The Storm Deacon normally wouldn’t answer such an unnecessary and immature question. However, at this special moment, he hoped for someone to converse with him; therefore, he spoke indifferently, “There is nothing absolute in this world as ancient records show that the positions of the stars have been realigned more than once. However, the world still exists, meaning that nothing is certain.”
 The Storm Ecclesiastic nodded silently. In his vision, the sea wave from far away was gradually rising up.
 The sea had lost its peace once again.
 ……
 In the depths of this not-peaceful Endless Sea, a third group was also noticing the changes in the stars.
 In the abyss at the bottom of the sea, there was a man-made source of light that illuminated the entire seabed. There were spheres of light that were drifting in the sea and were swaying gently. Within the range of the illumination, there were countless graceful and seductive figures gathering here from all directions.
 A sea demon commander swung its long snake tail and arrived at the front of the assembly point. There was a temporary information outpost station secured on the seabed, and there were two deep water technicians who were controlling the information outpost with their full concentration.
 A deep water technician turned around and bent her tail at the commander. “Sir, the unmanned machine sent over the latest observation report. The celestial body is currently entering the specified position. The reading on the ‘mysterious energy’ already shows a 3% increase.”
 The sea demon commander nodded and asked, “What about the situation at the ‘excavation site’?”


 “The giant squid’s tissue activity is currently increasing, and the ‘rapid regeneration’ is going to begin soon.”
 The sea demon commander left the information outpost and swam in front of her comrades who were all gathered here.
 
 Each sea demon was pulling a long face, and they were wielding their own weapons. Each snake tail, fishtail, and tentacle was grabbing onto the seabed tightly. They were all fully focussed and waiting for this moment; none of the sea demons were slacking in this entire process.
 They had to face what was going to happen with a serious attitude as they knew clearly what would happen when the positions of the stars were realigned.
 In their history records, such an occasion had already happened 16 times, and on each occasion, all of the sea demons would be involved.
 The sea demon commander swam to an appropriate position and raised her right hand which was holding a trident. All of the sea demons gathered their attention on her, and under countless pairs of eyes, the commander shook the seawater with a voice that echoed throughout the entire place.
 “Sisters! The stars are entering their correct positions.
 
 “We have been preparing for this day for many years!
 “Sisters, please remember…
 “…to pay attention to the meal order!!!”
 The sea demon commander brandished her trident with strength and shouted with a voice that echoed throughout the entire seabed: “The opportunity to eat to our fill will be within these two days!!”
Chapter 222: On This Special Day

When the positions of the stars were corrected, this world that was enveloped by magic and the power of the gods would undergo a series of hidden changes.
 However, only the minority would be able to detect such changes and be able to observe the knowledge and truth hidden in the depths of this world during normal times.
 At Anzu Kingdom’s St. Soniel, in the high-ranked prayer room of the Church of Holy Light.
The “Saint Princess” Veronica was quietly kneeling down in front of the statue of the God of Holy Light. Both her hands were placed on her breast, while her eyes were closed and still. The hazy holy light shrouded her body and illuminated the entire room with warm but bright light. Anyone who saw this scene would feel unbelievable sincerity, purity, and holiness from her.
However, Veronica didn’t pray for long. She slowly opened her eyes and unhurriedly stood up before turning towards the direction of the door. After quietly waiting for two seconds, the door of the prayer room was silently opened.
 A high-ranking priestess who had short hair and ordinary looks had walked in. Her body was emitting a serene and gentle light that was similar to Veronica’s sincere and holy aura. After seeing the lingering Holy Light in the prayer room, the priestess nodded and said, “The Pope is looking for you.”
 “I understand,” Veronica replied softly. Before leaving the prayer room, she couldn’t help but stop to take a deep look at her good friend whom she had known for many years.
 Sandy stood there quietly and was still so quiet and gentle. This kind girl who had grown up together with Veronica was now also an outstanding and highly ranked priestess, but the relationship between the two of them would never be the same as before.
 In the eyes of Veronica, Sandy was being wrapped by a bundle of radiance, and the radiance seemingly permeated through her skin and bones, allowing her entire body to present a translucent and golden metallic feeling. Veronica looked at Sandy’s body, at that golden metallic body. The place that was supposed to be the heart was now beating with a crystal-like illumination. Just by looking at the illumination attentively, Veronica felt the Holy Light in her body surging slightly.
 
 “Are there any other questions?” Sandy noticed Veronica’s pause and turned her head slightly to ask.
 Veronica shook her head. “Nothing, praise the Holy Light.”


 From the prayer room to the Sage Hall, there was an outdoor garden and two long hallways in between. The Church of Holy Light’s highest-ranked priests were walking along the holy stone paths, and these pious and holy people would emit a resonance of Holy Light. Even if this sanctum was in the night, it would be enveloped in a bright radiance. Veronica used her hands to gather the priestess robes’ sleeves and lowered her head slightly as she walked quietly on the path. She didn’t speak with anyone, nor did she look around. She was just like any of the devout priests who were entirely immersed in the Holy Light’s appreciation.
 She saw high-ranking priests walking past her one after the other. Their luxurious priest robes were wrapped in hazy radiance, but the radiance was only floating on the surface of their flesh and skin. Some of them had already replaced the innate nature of a “human” — the golden radiance on the body was proof of being devout, and it was also the strongest energy protection from the Church of Holy Light.
 Veronica walked through the hallway while the attendants opened the door of the Sage Hall for her. She saw the human representative of the God of Holy Light, the supreme ruler of the Church of Holy Light, the most prestigious religious leader in Loren Continent, Saint Ivan III, quietly seated on the golden seat in the Sage Hall.
 This old man who had lived for 150 years had a wizened body, with white hair and a white beard. The uncovered skin revealed old-age spots and wrinkles that were accumulated over time. He seemed to only have a breath of life left; he was old and weak, and it felt as though he might be summoned by The Lord at any moment. However, Veronica knew clearly that this was only his appearance as the boundless Holy Light had bestowed him with true power. As long as this old man’s mind was still operating and his brain wasn’t dead, he would be able to make use of the surging power of the Holy Light to destroy all of the church’s enemy or to protect all the devout believers.
 In the eyes of Veronica, Saint Ivan III didn’t possess the form of a human anymore; he was just a torch that was burning with Holy Light. He was seated upright in that luxurious golden seat, and in the hazy and illusory shadows of the Holy Light torch, she could see a trace of the God of Holy Light and vestiges of the god’s realm.
 “Veronica, My Lord’s devout child, you are here,” Saint Ivan III spoke. In his deep and slow voice, it contained gentleness and trust. “The Lord is summoning you.”
 “I have obtained revelation during my prayers.” Veronica lowered her head and spoke respectfully, “The stars are reaching their correct positions. The power of resonance between the celestial bodies will open a path of truth. The moment to receive inspiration has arrived.”
 “Come then, the woman of spirituality who possesses the most talents in the last seven centuries. You have already received the highest inheritance from the Church of Holy Light and have also received my personal guidance. You have contacted the most mysterious knowledge and the purest power. You have done ample preparations for this day…” Saint Ivan III’s old voice echoed in the Sage Hall. As he spoke, a platinum scepter gradually appeared in the air and floated in front of Veronica. “My child, hold this scepter and face the enlightenment given to you by The Lord. This is your destiny.”
 Veronica looked at the platinum scepter quietly. Her face didn’t have any expression and didn’t make any movements either.
 Saint Ivan III’s voice felt as though it drifted over from a remote place. “My child? What are you waiting for?”
 The power of light in the Sage Hall was starting to surge while Veronica reached out and grabbed the scepter slowly but resolutely.


 “I am ready to converse with The Lord.”
 A majestic and vast pillar of light rose from the Sage Hall. The pillar of light had penetrated the thick dome roof of the Sage Hall and pierced through the thick clouds while shooting straight for the ultimate star of mystery in the remote outer space, “Ao”.
 At this moment, solemn holy music appeared out of nowhere as all the bells in the churches resounded at the same time. The priests in their churches and the believers in the city had stopped whatever they were doing as they listened to every note of the music. Their faces involuntarily appeared with a calm and indifferent smile while they drew the symbol of the God of Holy Light on their chest and started to pray sincerely.
 Veronica felt that her spirit was transcending from her body, and she could “see” her vision rapidly rising above. Soon enough, she had already passed through the Sage Hall’s dome roof, and the entire St. Soniel City was already compressed into a small dot. She passed through the clouds, through the dark starry sky, through countless unknown, strange shadows and phenomena… Finally, her insane journey had stopped in a place that was filled with boundless radiance.
 She stood in an extremely spacious place: city walls, towers, and holy crests that were forged with light were erected at the end of her vision. There were stars that were falling, making it look like a river that stretched across the horizon as it poured into the land at a slanted angle.
   In front of her vision was “The Lord”.
 The Lord was a giant crystal object that was filled with light. The Lord was hovering at the center of this powerful light with the crystal substance forming The Lord’s body. The crystal didn’t have a fixed form as it was just like a crystal core floating in the sky that had many forms, variations, angles, and faces. Even though The Lord wasn’t speaking, Veronica could still hear a voice echoing in her mind.
 “Step forward. Touch and listen to The Lord…”
 “The Lord is your protector and also the haven that your souls yearn for…”
 “You will only be safe with the protection of The Lord…”
 Veronica watched that ever-changing and ever-transforming crystal core attentively. Her legs were already starting to tremble, while her body felt as though it wasn’t controlled by her mind as she walked forward. The massive power was also tearing apart her consciousness, allowing her to transform from interior to exterior, being an extension of that ever-changing crystal…


 Inexhaustible power, knowledge, mysteries, authority, wealth, and even the eternal life of the gods were now easily obtainable.
 Veronica took a deep breath and smiled. “We have waited for this day for too long…”
 ……
 On the second day of the “Days of Stars”, the southern region still had a clear night sky: it was another great day to observe the stars.
 After dinner, Heidi immediately returned to her room to retrieve the star observation plate that was made of silver while Rebecca stood at the window and stared blankly at the night sky. She watched those flickering stars and suddenly wrinkled her nose while revealing an angry expression.
 But no one noticed the behavior of this viscountess. She merely stared blankly for a moment before she returned to her room.
 The “Days of Stars” might be a very important occasion for the Mages, but it was unrelated to her.
 She wasn’t able to control the star observation plate and naturally wasn’t able to comprehend the changes in astrology or the mysteries related to magic. When she was young, she would always follow Aunt Heidi and her masters to stand on the balcony and stare at the night sky, but…
 It was truly a super-boring thing.
 She didn’t like the stars at all.
 When Rebecca was on her way back to her room, she was striving to fill her mind with runes and magic circles so that she wouldn’t think of anything else. All of a sudden, a tall and large figure stood in the hallway, and she didn’t have a choice but to stop.


 “Lord Ancestor?” She looked at Gawain with surprise and asked, “What is it?”
 
 “Today is the day with the brightest stars. Aren’t you going to the balcony to observe the stars with Heidi?”
 “Not going.” Rebecca shook her head forcefully and revealed an unperturbed expression. “I don’t understand it anyway. Every time I look at the stars, I feel like sleeping…”
 While looking at this young lady who wasn’t adept at pretending, Gawain couldn’t help but laugh. “I have a present for you.”
 “Present?” Rebecca’s eyes lit up slightly. “What present?!”
 Gawain took out the successfully completed item that he had painstakingly troubled the craftsmen to produce. “It is a great item that can allow you to see many stars without the need of the star observation plate.”
 
 Rebecca looked at that item with curiosity. It was a long tube made of metal, and it had an uneven thickness. The two ends were seemingly fitted with crystal lenses, and there was an adjustment knob in the middle of the tube. There was also a locking device that could be connected with a frame.
 Its style was truly eccentric, and it was different from the machine blueprints that the old ancestor had drawn previously. However, it was unknown why Rebecca was instantly and deeply attracted to it when she first saw the item.
 “What is this?” she asked curiously.
 “A telescope.” Gawain smiled and said, “Like an Eagle Vision spell that doesn’t need magic.”
Chapter 223: The Night That Was Filled With Stars

Rebecca might have the worst talent for magic, the worst noble etiquette training, and a headache-inducing character, but from a young age, she was always the most pampered in the clan. After all, the Cecil Clan had already declined completely at her generation, and the seniors of the clan didn’t have anyone else to nurture or care for.
 As such, Rebecca had received plenty of presents from a young age, so many that she couldn’t even count them properly.
 However, those presents seldom left a deep impression on her.
 Be it beautiful clothes, new magic books, or history books, Rebecca didn’t feel they were interesting. She wasn’t like a normal young noble lady who liked flowers and new clothes, nor was she interested in history or etiquette. However, when her old ancestor lifted his coffin, she finally found someone who recognized her and was always able to bring her a refreshing feeling. As an ancestor from 700 years ago, Rebecca originally thought that Gawain would be the most inflexible and stern senior of the clan. She never expected this Lord Ancestor to be so interesting, and the wonderful ideas in his mind weren’t inferior to hers at all.
 Even the presents that he gave to her were very intriguing.
However, when she was holding onto this thing called the “telescope”, Rebecca was rather confused or still peeved with herself. “I don’t like to watch the stars! I haven’t liked them since I was young. What’s so interesting about them?!”
 Gawain merely smiled and dragged this foolish young lady to the balcony of the feudal lord residence. In front of the surprised Heidi, he helped Rebecca to fix up the telescope on the frame and adjusted the focal distance on the lenses. He then pressed that stubborn girl’s head and placed her eye on the lens.
 Half a minute later…
 “It is truly interesting to watch the stars!!” Rebecca let out a voice that was void of all moral backbone.
 
 “Ancestor, this is… Rebecca’s present you mentioned?” Heidi was also drawn to the commotion over here and couldn’t help but put down the star observation plate in her hands and come over. “There aren’t any magic waves… What is this?”
 “You can try it.” Gawain smiled and said, “Mm… It might not have the star atlas, and it might not be as professional as the star observation plate, but if it is only used to observe things far away, it might be easier to use than your magic tool.”


 Heidi used a great deal of effort before she could squeeze Rebecca’s head to the side. She then took a glance into the lens and instantly revealed a surprised expression.
 In this world, the Eagle Vision spell and the “star observation plate” that was developed with the Eagle Vision spell as a basis had been used mainly to view things remotely and to observe the stars. Even though they were restricted to being used by the spellcasters, these two spells had held back the people from the research of optics. The basic physics of optics in this world wasn’t any different from Gawain’s otherworldly knowledge. However, with the ability to view things remotely with a single spell, who would think of putting a concave and convex lens in a combination to create a telescope?
 After all, the “technology” route for spells and optics was simply too different.
 Rebecca was at a complete loss as she looked at this amazing metallic device. She walked around it for a few rounds and couldn’t see a single rune or magic material. She couldn’t help but scratch her hair in a bewildered expression and asked, “But why is it like this?”
 Heidi had also lifted her head and asked curiously, “Yes, why?”
 After hearing their question, Gawain’s mouth made a smirk.
 They finally learned how to take the initiative and ask why. They were seeking the principles instead of being satisfied with it being functional. This was the ideology he had been striving to impart to the technical personnel on the territory. All the hard work had finally paid off and could be seen from his two descendants.
 “We will need to talk about the physics of light.” Gawain pondered for a moment before deciding to explain in a simple manner. “You should at least know about the magnifying glass, right?”
 Gawain explained about the effects of a concave lens and a convex lens, and also the principle of the telescope. However, he didn’t provide an overly in-depth or overly certain explanation. He tried his best to use conjectural answers to describe the effects of the telescope, and this was a necessary caution…
 This strange world’s laws of physics were very odd; who could be certain that just because the telescope was working that, therefore, the physics of optics here were the same as Earth’s? Perhaps, in this large world, the laws of light and refraction were only performing in a way that he was familiar with? However, if one day they were to research the very details of this subject, what should Gawain do if they discovered that this world’s “light” was actually fundamentally different?
 He knew about the significant influence that he had on Heidi and Rebecca. Even if they had the suspicious nature that made them qualified to be researchers, the words that he said would always leave a deep impression in their hearts. As such, he had avoided speaking about the principle of magic with an excessively firm tone in front of the duo. Unless the knowledge had already obtained practical and adequate proof. This was to avoid himself from influencing their research minds in the future.


 Rebecca was at a loss as she listened. She knew about the theory of magic, mathematics, machinery, and even some theoretical knowledge on alchemy, but she had never imagined the physics of this world could be explained from such a perspective. This gave her a great and fresh sensation: “It turns out that the light that is everywhere… can actually be so interesting?”
 While speaking, she placed her eye onto the telescope and watched the stars in the sky in high spirits. She imagined those remote stars going through a long journey and passing through the atmosphere that was overflowing with magic before finally entering a set of lenses. Through the lenses, the stars became clearer and larger images. She was able to see more and brighter stars that she had never seen when she was young. She was also able to see the indistinct celestial structures that were originally hidden within the stars.
Due to the limited craftsmanship of the first telescope, the magnification rate wasn’t very high, and it wasn’t possible for her to see the secrets within the stars. Despite the case, the stars that were much more dazzling than she imagined were enough for her to be amazed.
 “In the past, I had always wanted to throw Large Fireballs into the sky to blast those stars down.” Rebecca lifted her head and blinked her eyes while saying, “But they are so far away…”
 “Do you know that all the stars in the sky are also burning fireballs,” Gawain smiled and said. But he quickly supplemented, “Of course, this is just my conjecture.”
   “The stars are also burning fireballs?” Rebecca looked at Gawain with shock and asked, “Then what are they using as fuel? How can they burn for so many years?”
 Back on Earth, it was called hydrogen, but only heaven knew what the stars were burning on here…
 Gawain didn’t reply immediately and could only laugh awkwardly. “I don’t know either.”
 “Lord Ancestor, you aren’t bluffing me, right?” Rebecca looked at Gawain with suspicious eyes and said, “How can the stars in the sky be large fireballs?!”
 “You cannot speak like that to our Ancestor!” Heidi glared at Rebecca sternly in response. Just as Gawain was feeling touched, Heidi spoke the second half of her statement, “Ancestor was suspended in the sky back then. He must have personally seen how those stars were burning… Right, Ancestor?”
 Gawain: “…Mm… Right, right…”


 “Ohh? That’s incredible!” Rebecca let out an exaggerated response before quickly touching her chin and going into contemplation. “What if I am able to accumulate an extremely large Fireball and then throw it very, very far away. Will it become a star?”
 “…That is probably impossible.” Gawain didn’t know to laugh or cry as he shook his hand and said, “Real stars are much bigger than you can imagine. Of course, this is also my conjecture.”
 Heidi revealed a pensive expression and asked, “Ancestor, do you think ‘Ao’ is also a burning fireball?”
 “Ao…? Probably.”
 Gawain wrapped his arms around his chest and lifted his head to look at the brightest star in the sky.
 He naturally knew what it was, or more likely, he could guess what it was.
 That was this solar system’s “sun” that this planet was revolving around.
 This planet that he was standing on (assuming it was a planet) wasn’t a standard planet. It was highly possible that it was just a satellite planet revolving around a gas giant, and this gas giant would be what the people normally addressed as the “sun”. However, this gas giant should also be revolving around another celestial body, and according to the information Gawain had now, the celestial body was probably “Ao”. It was the brightest star in the night sky and also the mysterious lone star that could occasionally be seen during the day. It was also the “ultimate star of mystery” that had a special status in the hearts of mages and astrologists.
 The Beyonders had all sorts of explanations for Ao, but no matter who it was, they had unanimously determined that it had a special impact in the study of some mysteries. Ao was the base point of all astrology observations, and it was frequently used as the “spiritual focal point” when mages were meditating. In fact, some of the religions said that Ao and the gods’ residence were related and that it was a lighthouse that guided the way to the god realm.
 Rebecca looked at the sky and had a sudden discovery. “Say… Today’s Ao seems to be much brighter than usual.”
 “During winter, Ao’s brightness would increase, don’t you know? This is the common sense of astrology study!” Heidi looked at Rebecca helplessly and said, “I really don’t know what happened to all the things you learned when you were young.”


 Rebecca touched her neck and said, “I know that! But Ao during this year’s Days of Stars seems to be brighter than the previous years!”
 
 “Is that so…?” Heidi looked at the sky suspiciously. She wasn’t able to detect the changes with the naked eye, but she knew that Rebecca was shockingly sensitive to such inexplicable details. As such, she said skeptically, “Perhaps there is something different… I remember reading from some of the neglected magic books that when the positions of the stars are ‘corrected’, the ultimate star of mystery, Ao, will have a strong connection with the world. The doors between the god realm and the human world would be loosened, and the predicted year seems to be within these few years.”
 After hearing the strange and mysterious words from Heidi, Gawain felt a trace of an indescribable feeling.
 When the positions of the stars are corrected… Why does it sound so inauspicious?
 Just as he was pondering about if the statement “when the positions of the stars are corrected” was some kind of magic phenomenon or just a rumor, the doors of the balcony were suddenly opened. The sea-demon lady exclaimed while she was coming out, “Aiya, it is done for, it is done for, it is done for!!”
 “What is done for?!” Gawain had never seen Tiel acting so frantically and making such a ruckus. This seafood that was frequently in a winter hibernation would always do things lazily, but she was rather spooked right now. “Does someone wish to stew you?”
 
 “The positions of the stars! The positions of the stars!” Tiel used her tail to hop towards Gawain before gesturing. “Today is the day the stars will return to their positions! Once the stars reach their corrected positions, the giant squid in the deep sea… the giant squid…”
 Gawain was just thinking about the connection between the stars and the evil god in the deep sea. When he heard Tiel mention the thing that was a suspected ancient god with such a panicked tone, cold sweat instantly oozed out from Gawain. “Speak clearly! What will happen to the ‘giant squid’ when the positions of the stars are corrected?”
 “The giant squid will regenerate without limits.” Tiel was so anxious that tears were about to flow down. “I have missed out on the ultimate mealtime!”
 Gawain: “…Ha?!”
Chapter 224: All Sorts of Strange Coincidences

As it turned out, it was really hard to explain to the sea demons using normal logic. Every interaction with them brought a whole new experience on the worldview level. ——Take Tiel for example; Gawain felt that at least one out of every three sentences from her came with a san check1 during his conversation with this salted fish…
 “Say it more clearly!” Gawain looked at this “mermaid” that was bouncing before him with glaring eyes. “Our worldview is different, I’m telling you. We really cannot understand things that you just blurt out without a head or a tail!”
“It’s just that when the stars are right, the big squid in the deep sea will see a ‘surge’.” Tiel struck the ground of the balcony hard with force. “Although we couldn’t figure out the reason, it seems that the big squid will absorb energy during certain celestial movements. Then, the flesh on the squid corpse will grow rapidly. Within a few days’ time, we’d be able to dig up fuel that was equivalent to the output of several decades. And more importantly, we could open up our bellies and eat. —— And regardless of how much we ate, the big squid would swiftly regrow… Slurp…”
 Tiel couldn’t help slurping a mouthful of saliva as she explained, a longing and happy expression showing on her face. “Ah, that is truly a gift from nature…”
However, Gawain became increasingly horrified as he listened at the side. It wasn’t difficult to comprehend the bizarre judgments that the sea demons made since there were pits in their brains. However, he’d vaguely realized what that so-called “surge in the big squid” was from Tiel’s description…
Damn. The “divine remains” in the deep sea would rapidly regenerate when the stars were right… This wasn’t an attempt at resurrection, was it?
However, just from how this bunch of salted fish were still alive and kicking and the world hadn’t been destroyed, clearly, a certain heretic god in the deep sea had not succeeded in resurrecting even till now.
Heidi who was beside her also developed an interest in this topic. Although she had no idea about “the gods being dead” like Gawain and her associative ability wasn’t as good as that of her imaginative ancestor and Rebecca, she still detected some strange, terrifying horror from Tiel’s description. Hence, she could not help but ask, “From your tone, a similar incident has happened many times?”
“Let me think…” Tiel pinched her chin and thought hard for a while. “Ah, it has happened about sixteen times… Other than the first time when we didn’t figure out the situation and ended up in a mess, unable to eat to our heart’s content, we have been able to open up our bellies and feast for several days each time thereafter…”
 
 Gawain broke out in a cold sweat. He was becoming increasingly convinced that his assessment had been right. —— Damn it, the positions of the stars had been realigned sixteen damned times! Sixteen times! A certain ancient god (in Gawain’s opinion it was more likely a heretic god) in the deep sea had shown signs of reviving sixteen times! In the end, it was eaten and made dead again by a bunch of deep-sea salted fish with superb appetites… eaten and made dead again…
So, what exactly the hell were this gang of sea demons? What material were they made of?!


 In this struggle that went into the depths of one’s soul, an idea suddenly flashed across like lightning in Gawain’s mind: he recalled a certain “collectible” of his.
 He looked at the salted-fish demon before him curiously. “Tiel, if you were to be given a piece of something with similar qualities to the big squid, would you be able to differentiate it?”
“What do you mean?” Tiel batted her eyes. “Do you sell fake meat too?”
 Gawain choked for a moment. “…It’s a little troublesome to explain. Tell you what, early in the morning tomorrow— Forget it, it’s indefinite what time you’ll wake up next. Make a trip with me now. I have something suspected to be ‘squid flesh’ here to show you.”
 ……
 At the same time, in the Endless Sea far from land, the Sons of the Storm were monitoring the movements of the stars, monitoring the condition of ‘Ao’, and also monitoring the changes in the energy fluctuations coming from the deep sea.
 The positions of the stars were already right, and concurrently, today was also the day in a year where “Ao’s” energy reaction would be the strongest. The powers of that ultimately mysterious star would stack up with the energy produced by many of the celestial bodies in the night sky. The unique energy that they released together would be a key to awakening the God of Storms.
The ecclesiastics of the Sons of the Storm lined up neatly on the platform, while their deacon stood on the edge of the platform closest to the sea cliff. This deacon draped in black robes gazed at the sea that was getting more and more violent, as if he was gazing at a boundless abyss that was about to devour the entire world.
Would “The Lord” return?
 The storm deacon didn’t know what he was truly thinking. He didn’t know whether he was looking forward to the return of The Lord or fearing that The Lord would truly return. But he knew very well that such a conflicted mentality wasn’t exclusive to himself.
Judgment Day would ultimately come, and mortals would find their rightful positions when it arrived —— but what were the rightful positions of the Sons of the Storm? How about the Eternal Sleepers? Or the Oblivion Association?


 They embraced the day of destruction because every dark sect believed that they’d found the path that allowed themselves to exist forever when doomsday arrived. They believed that they’d even found the path to advancing and becoming something similar to the gods that were imperishable for eternity on the day the gods devoured the world. But they were ultimately mortals. They couldn’t be sure that their paths were the correct ones. However, it was precisely under the torture of such fear and worry that they, instead, shifted to fanaticism and confidence. ——Only on the arrival of this fateful day would this small group of people be jolted to their senses and abruptly begin to doubt the path they’d been on the entire time.
 If the gods were to return, would mortals really be able to survive?
 The Sons of the Storm began the ritual on the platform, summoning the powers of the sea to protect themselves. When the Pope’s orders were given, they would become immortal together with the sea.
 ……
 Within the Typhon borders, in the Eternal Sleepers’ concealed temple, the nightmare bishops were also gathered. The failure of the 17th “deep diving” resulted in them losing some subordinate node clusters, but the bishop team was intact. Under the guidance of the Eternal Sleepers Pope, they arrived at the “connecting hall” and built a powerful, connected network of consciousness. They waited for the observation information of the stars and gods from the Sons of the Storm while preparing to activate the “eternal dream-realm”.
   ……
 In the north of the continent, in the Oblivion Association’s underground hideout, Beltira stood amongst the bishops, looking down at the biological tissues that squirmed ceaselessly in the underground rift valley. She watched the archbishop floating above those biological tissues and guiding the powerful energy to be infused into “the body of the fake god”.
The time wasn’t ripe —— every fallen Druid knew this very well. They had yet to gather enough tissues. The Anzu-Typhon war that was planned to be realized before winter this year had also failed to break out because of the obstruction of Duke Ferdinand who had suddenly changed his stance. The flesh-gathering operation within the Anzu borders also failed repeatedly. However, there was no more time left now.
Whether Judgment Day had really already arrived, all the dark sects had to “ignite” their respective final plans in advance. This was radicalism, but also necessary caution.
 At a certain moment on this day, the movements of “Ao” finally reached the peak of a year. The powers of the stars also entered this world at the same time.
 …


 And at this moment, ocean tides surged. The Endless Sea raged and roared like it was boiling. The Sons of the Storm activated the ritual amidst the tsunami. Indescribable forces started to connect them to the entire ocean.
 The Eternal Sleepers activated all nodes in the mental processing network. The “eternal dream realm” that had yet to be completed began to connect all consciousness of the believers into the same world.
As the Oblivion Association activated the “body of the fake god”, that powerful polymer of flesh gradually awakened.
Under the deep sea, the God of Storms who had fallen for tens of thousands of years twitched his body —— and this one spasm… was the signal to start the meal.
The sea demons raised their forks and knives—— or pincers and tails for some.
No one knew about the major upheaval that happened outside of human society. The only incident that had some slight connection to it was in the north of the Loren Continent: deep in the mountain range at the southern borders of the Anzu Kingdom, a sea demon named Tiel saw the treasure that Gawain had stored away seriously.
 Miss Sea Demon let out a merry cry, “Woo! It’ll definitely be delicious!”
Gawain rushed to grab her tail in time before this salted-fish demon nibbled a hole in the crystal cube. As he casually pulled her backward, he lunged forward and defended that precious divine tissue sample.
 “Hey, don’t hide it! Didn’t you get me here to give me more food!” Tiel slapped the ground with her tail irritatedly and then dashed forward, attempting to snatch the crystal cube from Gawain’s hands. “Give it to me, give it to me to have a taste…”
Gawain dodged Tiel’s pounces while shouting loudly, “Stop, stop, stop! I called you here to see whether this thingamajig was ‘a big squid’ or not. Who said anything about letting you eat it?”
“What is there for me to see if you’re not letting me eat it?!” Tiel simply couldn’t get her hands on the tasty snack. The entire fish was close to going berserk. “I missed the dinner party that only happens once every so many years! I thought you were going to make it up for me!”


However, Gawain’s determination exceeded Tiel’s imagination. Regardless of how she jumped around, it was impossible that Gawain would give the only divine sample now to this salted fish demon as supper. And after Tiel finally got tired of jumping, she was finally forced to quieten down. “Let me tell you, this isn’t the ‘big squid’ that we usually dig —— but it does feel quite similar.”
 
“Not the same?” Gawain’s brow was lifted. “Are you sure?”
 “Of course, I’m sure! No sea demon would be mistaken in recognizing the big squid!” Tiel stood with arms akimbo. It was unknown how she managed to prop herself up so levelly with a curved fishtail —— she could hardly stand on two legs in usual times. “In my opinion, this piece of pastry probably fell off a lifeform that is of a species similar to the big squid… Hey, hey, where did you get this? How big are the remains for this thing? Tell me! I won’t eat this piece of processed food. I can go search for the food by myself…”
Gawain: “…”
 Are you salted-fish demons a bunch of lifeforms that are even more terrifying than the deep-sea heretic god? Are you people the deep-sea comedian gods?!
“Unfortunately, I only have this one sample in my hands.” After looking dazedly at Tiel for a long while and making the latter tense right down to her tail, Gawain couldn’t help but shake his head as he gave her the bad news. “And I don’t know where to find more of them either. —— This piece has been passed down by us ‘land people’ from a thousand years ago.”
 
Tiel was aware of the average lifespan of land people. She was instantly startled, “Ha? A piece of pastry had to be passed down for a thousand years? It is said that we cannot waste food, but there’s no need for you people to be this miserly…”
Then, she began to muse: What land people being in hot water? This small cookie piece is an heirloom? Literally broken thoughts and all sorts of nonsense.
Gawain watched such a Tiel and could only feel drops of cold sweat on his forehead. He was completely at a loss of how to explain to this person that divine flesh couldn’t be eaten here. ——He felt that this was literally a problem at the level of humans and gods, survival and extinction, races and fate. But Tiel might highly likely think that this was simply a problem with recipes after she heard this.
 For the first time ever since he transmigrated, Gawain felt that he’d lost sanity points…
Chapter 225: Slipping Into the Dream With the Wind

Gawain almost couldn’t exactly recall how he finished the rest of the interaction with Tiel. He only knew that he barely managed to drag that deep-sea comedian god with intriguing values to complete a series of tests —— mainly to test the various reactions of the divine flesh after sea demons came into contact with it.
Through the tests, he found that although Tiel didn’t fear the effects of the divine flesh like him, the two still had another huge distinction: when he came into contact with the divine flesh, it would show evident signs of cowering and devitalizing; whereas when Tiel touched the divine flesh, it would not show such reactions of fear and flinching.
 The other difference was that Gawain did not find that lump of strange biological tissues ‘tasty’, but Tiel’s saliva could flow to her feet (tail) if she looked at that piece of flesh in the crystal cube…
 From the perspective of whether they were able to repress and intimidate that lump of flesh, Gawain was clearly a little more formidable than Tiel. However, an exhaustion that came from the depths of his heart would still arise spontaneously whenever Gawain was facing Tiel —— interacting with such seafood was too damn draining on his energy.
After sending Tiel back to her room, Gawain, who was both physically and mentally exhausted, came to the balcony once again.
Heidi had already returned to her room to rest, and Rebecca had also gone back to her room hugging her extremely precious new present, the telescope. For a while, Gawain was the only person left at the balcony.
He lifted his head and looked up at the sky where stars were twinkling. In the moonless night, “Ao”, which was located right in the center of the sky, was emitting an especially striking brilliance, watching over this world like the legendary eyes of the various gods.
 Until today, he hadn’t been able to find any traces of the surveillance satellite amongst those stars.
 Whether it was getting Heidi to help use the Eagle Vision spell or using the newly manufactured astronomical telescope, Gawain wasn’t able to find the surveillance satellite, nor could he catch any signs of man-made objects located in outer space.
 
He naturally knew how difficult it was to find the satellite in outer space with just the simple and primitive astronomical telescope and the Eagle Vision spell with limited effects. Given the current technology, it would be extremely difficult for him to track it, let alone being able to physically see it. But he also knew that there was somehow an “instinctual connection” between him and the satellite. Even if he couldn’t see it, he knew where the satellite’s location was once he lifted his head. Even with the aid of this intuitive sense, he still couldn’t find any traces of the satellite. There were only two explanations for this.
It was either the size of the satellite was very small and the magnifying power of current observation mediums was severely inadequate (such that there was completely no way of seeing it), or that satellite was being hidden by some kind of concealment technique…


If it was the former, following the improvement of technology, being able to view the ancient satellite from the ground would merely be a matter of time. If it was the latter, then Gawain could only wait until he developed aerospace technology and headed up there himself to have a look.
 Gawain’s contemplations rose and fell; thoughts drifted in his mind one after another. And just then, he suddenly felt his consciousness fall into a trance for a moment.
 This kind of trance was difficult to explain using words. It was like the “consciousness” that was originally locked in his body suddenly “extended” out for a moment. In that brief trance, Gawain felt his own thoughts become unusually sharp immediately; his perceptive range became unusually broad; even his soul had extended outside of his body and built a connection with countless souls extremely far away. —— He was jolted to his senses suddenly and realized that all he’d felt just now certainly wasn’t an illusion.
 Just as he was pondering what exactly was going on, the trance-like sensation struck again, and this time, he caught the thread of this feeling in time; in the next second, some knowledge naturally emerged in his mind. Gawain realized that he actually knew how to control this strange state and made use of such a state to construct connections on the soul level. He realized where this knowledge came from almost immediately ——that eternal sleeper that he devoured!
He condensed his consciousness almost instinctively; under the guidance of the knowledge and experience that he gained from the devouring, he instantly completed the re-stabilizing of his thoughts, and the moment he resumed grasping the power of his thoughts, the sight before Gawain’s eyes turned upside down.
He found himself standing in a city that was difficult to describe in words. This city almost exhausted humankind’s imagination regarding “majestic”, “magnificent”, “elegant”, “beautiful” and various other adjectives. Countless pure white grand buildings stood in the city. The edges of every tower and palace were mounted with fringes made of pure gold. Large amounts of magical crystals containing infinite powers floated above the city. The magic energy that they emitted formed a splendid aurora backdrop. And in between the aurora backdrop, floating lands, floating castles, and palaces of all sizes were suspended in the extremely distant sky, just like the residence of the gods in the legends.
Whether it was the City of Thousand Towers that was the pride of the Violet Kingdom, or the Sacred Stars Temple that the elves boasted as the peak of art, or even the Gondor capital from 700 years ago — they were all unable to be compared with this city. ——It was most unlikely for it to be built for humans to reside in, but more like it was created specially to express imagination and corroborate with the grand and unique scenes in fairy tales. Even with Gawain’s disposition, upon seeing this city and this world, he was immensely stunned at once and couldn’t find his words for a long time.
Where was this? How did this appear? Was this… also the game of the Eternal Sleepers? This was an illusion that they created?
Gawain pondered in astonishment. This inconceivable scene before his eyes could only be explained with the Eternal Sleepers’ actual dream realm, yet he found that this sight was really multiple times more complicated and vaster than the illusions he had seen the last time. He knew that the Eternal Sleeper who invaded his mind the previous time was considered one of the very best senior management personnel. The illusions that he created should be considered to be of the highest standards even among the Eternal Sleepers, but this scene before his eyes…
It was far better than the illusion from the heretic cult believer that he devoured.
 Had an even stronger eternal sleeper appeared? To deal with himself?


  Gawain frowned. He didn’t think those Eternal Sleepers had forgotten the lesson so quickly and approached him once more. And just as he was pondering, he suddenly noticed that indistinct shadows had emerged one after another in the initially deserted city streets.
 Those shadows swiftly condensed into form after their appearance and quickly became strikingly vivid and lifelike human figures. They materialized like they were the natives of this city, who would suddenly appear, move about, and live life here —— this sight prompted Gawain to think of the “loading” process in virtual scenes.
Hold on. These weren’t “strikingly vivid and lifelike human figures”, they were real!
Gawain perceived that these figures that suddenly appeared weren’t illusions almost instantly: every one of their faces carried lifelike radiances, and their speech and deeds were also without the slightest difference from actual intelligent beings. Most importantly, through the knowledge and techniques obtained from the devouring, he could completely decide which part of the illusion was fabricated out of thin air and which part was a projection of reality.
The figures that suddenly appeared in this city were all “projections of reality” —— these were living, actual people!
 Gawain’s heart pounded. He vaguely realized what kind of place he’d entered, but before he could observe these “residents” moving about the city in detail, his shoulder was tapped by someone from the side.
 Gawain forcefully restrained the urge to strike back and expose himself. He turned around peacefully and looked curiously at the person who had tapped his shoulder —— it was a youth who looked extraordinarily handsome and happened to be staring curiously at him.
Without waiting for Gawain to decide what to say, this youth initiated the conversation. “I’d thought I saw wrongly earlier—— It actually really is the image of Gawain Cecil? It looks very similar to the portrait!”
Gawain was startled upon hearing the words “Gawain Cecil”. He thought he’d been exposed. But he instantly came to a realization after hearing the other party: thanks to the experiences with video games in his previous life, he immediately guessed what the “image” that the other person spoke of meant.
The “residents” of this city had configured their images in this world by themselves?
He looked around and immediately believed that his guess was right —— because it was impossible to have so many handsome guys in the real world.


Even more, it was impossible for Scorpion Stingers who had been extinct for several thousand years to appear in the real world.
What was this considered? A large-scale immersive VR1 game produced by the Eternal Sleepers was it…? This bunch of heretic cult believers actually came up with such a cool set of things in private? This style… this style was different from all the things that he’d seen ever since he’d transmigrated!
 
 However, all these thoughts only flashed across Gawain’s mind. On the outside, he smiled without the slightest peculiarity. “Trying novelty once in a while.”
“Not bad, not bad. Gawain Cecil’s image indeed deserves to be described as valiant.” The extraordinarily handsome youth smiled. “But there’s no need for you to keep that full beard too. It looks too oldish. I believe that the portrait left behind when Gawain Cecil was 25 years old looked better than his death portrait…”
Had the full beard offended you?! Had the death portrait provoked you?! Besides, Gawain Cecil had risen from his coffin for a good half a year. That portrait back then could no longer be considered his death portrait, do you understand?!
 The corner of Gawain’s eyes twitched. He forcefully resisted the urge to give this person — who appeared to be handsome and genial but heaven knew what kind of savage and malicious heretic believer he truly was — a vicious beating. He humored him for a while with a skin-deep smile before he walked away on quick steps.
 He bowed his head and moved swiftly in this unbelievable city’s gorgeous and wide streets and finally found a deserted corner.
 
After leaving the sights of the heretic cult believers, the first thing he did was to think of a way to hide his true appearance.
Even though the previous heretic cult believer hadn’t become suspicious after seeing his appearance, and even believed that this was some kind of unique “personal hobby”, Gawain didn’t dare to wander about this “virtual world”, which was highly likely created by the Eternal Sleepers using a network of human minds, with this face of his. After all, he’d devoured an Eternal Sleeper of a rather high rank previously. The probability of his own face attracting hatred was too high.
He was not an Eternal Sleeper, but the one that he devoured left behind a precious wealth of knowledge for him. Gawain still remembered how he’d created objects out of the blue using his will in the dream realm the last time —— and in this world, he found that creation through will had become even easier than before.
 Several minutes later, a tall young man with pale blonde hair walked out of the corner of the alley.
Chapter 226: A Boss Sneaked In

Gawain walked with poise on the streets of this “fantasy city” with the face of Charlie I, not the slightest bit worried that he would be exposed.
 Because he’d already seen more than twenty Charlie I’s as he walked here…
Charlie I wasn’t an earth-shattering handsome man, but clearly, walking on the streets with the face of Anzu’s founding king was an entirely different feeling of cool. These heretics of the Eternal Sleepers who immersed in the virtual world were ultimately mortals who had the seven emotions and six sensory pleasures. In some… strange ways, they had still preserved their individual interests.
All of these brought an inexplicable and inexpressible sense of conflict to Gawain.
This was what the Eternal Sleepers worked hard to pursue and attempted to create? An unreal, nice, even a fairytale-like… dream?
Gawain could clearly sense that this virtual world was very different from those illusions that he’d encountered previously. Not only was this place even grander and more magnificent, it was also more real, even easier for people to fall into it. Every leaf, every ray of sunlight, even every particle of dust had been shaped, and they operated according to the real world. Meanwhile, the “residents” walking on the streets and alleyways enjoyed all of this with satisfaction and delight, as if they’d completely forgotten that this was a virtual space.
Gawain was also slightly surprised —— he hadn’t expected there to be so many people in the Eternal Sleepers.
 If this massive city as well as those floating lands and palaces in the sky were full of people, then the number of Eternal Sleepers would probably reach a shocking amount. Even being in the millions was possible.
A low-profile heretic sect that developed covertly… could have such a big population?
 
Gawain walked in this dream city with a belly full of doubts, and in the process of coming into contact with the city’s “residents”, he gradually increased his understanding of this inconceivable place.
Crossing over the main road in the center of the city, Gawain wandered here following his instincts, searching for those things that might further reveal the mysteries of this city. However, when he attempted to pass through a dome building that no one was visiting, he was compelled to stop in his steps.


There was a gap in this “dream realm” that originally ought to be perfect. He saw that the shadows inside this dome building were messy and broken. Pure white marble only covered an area less than a third of the building, and in the vacant area of the marble floor, vast spaces of grayish-black dull voids could be seen. The disheveled and tattered rays of light in the air connected with the void, forming a look of chaos and disorder.
This was already the fourth “uncompleted area” that he’d found in this city.
 He recalled the information that he’d heard from the “residents” earlier.
 This dream city had been activated ahead of time. It seemed that in the Eternal Sleepers’ initial plan, they still needed to prepare for a very long time before activating this massive network of consciousness. However, changes in the situation forced them to activate everything in advance, and this led to multiple flaws being present in the dream city. Moreover, it wasn’t only the dream city that had yet to be completed, even those lands and palaces floating in the sky were unfinished work —— for many lands, only their outlines were complete; there was no vegetation or color on the surface at all. And the palaces were simply empty shells: inside them were “voids of consciousness” that were enough to devour minds.
Gawain didn’t know what “change in situation” had impelled the Eternal Sleepers to activate this network of consciousness in advance, but he instinctively believed that it had to do with the “correction” of the stars —— Tiel had once mentioned that those Sons of the Storm who foolishly fought the sea demons in the sea seemed to know about the righting of the stars and the resurrection of the gods. They often held big astrology divination rituals or sketched drawings related to stars and the ancient gods on rocks. Besides, Gawain had good reason to believe that the Eternal Sleepers who had close contacts with the Sons of the Storm were definitely aware of this.
The stars would be righted; the gods would awaken. To welcome this grand occasion, the heretic cult believers were forced to present the “sacrifice” that had yet to be completed in advance?
This was the only logical explanation that Gawain could come up with. Although there were still many unknowns in it, the general direction should be correct.
 Only, probably none of the heretics could’ve imagined that the positions of the stars had been righted sixteen times ——yet their gods still hadn’t awakened.
Whether or not there were other divine corpses on this planet, Gawain wasn’t sure. But he was sure that the only god whose whereabouts was clear, laid at the bottom of the sea. At present, it still wasn’t enough food for that bunch of deep-sea comedians.
 In this case, the heretics’ activation of this network of consciousness in advance would be equivalent to effort that was in vain. And in this process, the losses in manpower and resources, the disorganization and rearrangement, and the risk of being exposed from forcefully moving ahead of schedule would heavily strike their arrogance.
 At this thought, Gawain could not help but beam happily and shake his head with a smile as he left this dome building that could not be passed through.


He knew that the three dark sects had strong backgrounds: even if all of them had activated some large-scale rituals by error that led to losses for them, it wouldn’t cause any impact that would damage their foundations. Regardless, a loss was a loss—— at least within a short period of time, the frequency of them causing trouble would be greatly lowered.
The “residents” in the city were still “living” contentedly and happily. Everyone wore joyful looks. They used illusions and dreams to numb their nerves and indulge in the joy of some long-cherished wish being fulfilled. It was unknown how long these merry emotions of theirs could last —— probably till the righting of the stars ended — but still no god had awakened.
In order to avoid trouble, Gawain did not return to the arterial streets of the city but weaved through the paths in between buildings. He gradually approached the core area of this dream city. And at the moment he stepped into the core area, he sensed a change in the surrounding atmosphere.
  A solemn air lingered in here. The relaxed and leisurely atmosphere in the outer area of the city vanished as if it’d been cut away by an invisible screen. Gawain surveyed his surroundings in astonishment. In the end, he really saw an extremely thin, almost transparent “wall” looming behind him, and this wall even extended to both sides, seeming to have encircled the entire core area.
Gawain was cautious to not move casually; instead, he carefully observed the situation around this transparent wall. He soon realized that almost all “residents” were moving just outside of the wall, with only a small number of “residents” passing through it. Moreover, these “residents” who’d passed through the wall were divided into two kinds. One kind walked in casually, while others had to stop for a long time in front of the wall, reciting some mantra or placing their hands on the wall and inserting some command before they could enter.
This was an “authority lock”? Only qualified people could pass through it?
Gawain bowed his head and glanced at his body in surprise. He was sure he’d casually strolled in, and he’d only become aware of this “filtering” wall due to the change in atmosphere after passing through it.
He had some kind of “great authority” here?
 Where did such authority come from…? Could it be the authority of the Eternal Sleeper that he’d devoured?
 Gawain frowned. If that really was the case, then this bunch of Eternal Sleepers had really made a mess of their permissions system. A member of the sect that had already died actually wasn’t removed from it —— another person actually put on the concealed identity and sneaked in just like that…
However, after some careful thought, he realized that this wasn’t considered a flaw either. ——In usual circumstances, once this person died, it would be equivalent to an automatic cancellation. Who would’ve thought that there could be a devourer like himself who would enter using the identity of the dead like this…?


No matter what, Gawain became more vigilant here and now, and decided to be even more careful to avoid interaction with others: a place of greater authority meant that fewer people would be able to pass through, and the fewer the number of people allowed through, the higher the chances of him attracting attention amongst them would become. If by any chance the Eternal Sleeper that he’d devoured was an existence similar to the four heavenly kings or five elders1, when he burst into this space using the highest authority level and met the remaining kings or elders face-to-face, everything would be exposed.
He wasn’t afraid of losing to this bunch of weaklings: if he had to fight them on the mind level, their memory experience was still much less than his several hundred years, but if his account were to be canceled and he got kicked out of the network of consciousness, it would mean big trouble.
 And just in this process of moving forward while keeping a low profile, he suddenly noticed that a small public square had appeared before his eyes. An extremely beautiful faint blue crystal floated in the middle of the air of this small square. The shimmering particles dissipating from the surface of the crystal illuminated the entire square to look mysterious yet gorgeous. And around the crystal, some figures stood scattered around —— there was no conversation between them. Clearly, they weren’t gathering here. Gawain saw some of them place their hands on the surface of the crystal, while the rest only remained in their spots with eyes closed, as if they were thinking.
What was that crystal used for?
 Gawain frowned and started to search through the memories that he’d received from the devouring. After a bout of tough seeking, he finally got some clues from that cluttered and broken information—— that seemed to be an object used to convey messages, and it was even a high-quality good.
 Was it the communication node for the higher authorities of this network of consciousness? The “instantiated projection” of the real communication node in virtual space?
 Gawain hesitated for a moment and decided that he could not let go of this chance.
 He quietly came to the public square and also placed his hand on that crystal. —— The heretic cult believer beside the crystal turned briefly and glanced at him, but no one spoke. The two closest people only shifted slightly and made some space for Gawain.
 
Gawain did not respond excessively; he only gave a slight nod. —— He’d already built a connection with the crystal; now he had to concentrate entirely.
 After several not-quite-successful attempts, he finally understood how to make use of the knowledge that he obtained from the devouring. He felt some segments of information flash across his mind. In the next second, a huge database opened its doors to him!
He’d succeeded!


 Enormous volumes of data and information were flowing through Gawain’s mind. He observed, with surprise, the “database” that these heretics had constructed in this network of consciousness and marveled once more about this world’s technology tree that couldn’t be easily labeled advanced or backward.
 Who would’ve thought? A bunch of crazy heretic cult believers had actually created such a massive network of consciousness, a massive virtual world; it was a massive structure that exchanged and processed messages in a world that appeared to be as backward as the Medieval Ages on the surface!
 
 Of course, they’d relied on domineering magic to construct all of these, and their method of operating this advanced system was extremely primitive and outdated. In Gawain’s opinion, they were absorbed in creating a virtual world for enjoyment, with no efforts spared; the level of diligence far exceeded making use of this network of consciousness to resolve all kinds of real problems. But what was undeniable was that this was truly a great creation!
 So great to the extent that Gawain couldn’t help but have ideas about it.
 And when all sorts of thoughts about secretly learning the technology emerged in his mind, Gawain did not stop the search of the information flow —— and most of the information was rather useless. This was because this virtual world had just been activated; the majority of the content in its information network was reporting about the operating conditions of the various virtual spaces. However, all of a sudden, a message caught his attention:
 “Notice for the plan for the 18th decrypting of Gawain Cecil’s memory fragments, as well as the requisition of more calculative ability.”
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